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Vol.  II. 


Perfons  rtprefcnied. 

Ferdinand,  King  of  Navarre,     > 
Biron,         *) 

Longaville,  >  Lords,  attending  on  the  King. 
Dumain,     j 

^        ,     >  Lords,  attending  on  the  Princefs  ^France. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  dfantajiical  Spaniard^ 

Sir  Nathaniel,  a  Curate. 

Holofernes,  a  Scboolmq/ief. 

Dull,  a  Con/iable. 

Coftard,  a  Clown. 

Moth,  Page  to  Armado* 

A  Forejier. 

Princefs  g/*  France. 

Rofaline,    ") 

Maria,         >  Ladies,  attending  on  the  Princefs. 

Katharine,  j 

Jaquenetta,  a  country  Wencb. 

Officers^  and  Others,  attendants  on  the  King  and  Princefs. 

SCENE^  Navarre. 


LOVrs  LJ]60UR's  LOST. 


Act  I. 

SCENE  I.  Navarre.  A  Park,  with  a  Palace  in  it. 

Inter  the  King,  Biron,  Longafills,  andDuMAiif. 

King.  Let  .fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives, 
Live  regifler'd  upon  our  brazen  tombs, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death ; 
When,  fpite  of  cormorant  devouring  time. 
The  endeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may  buy- 
That  honour^  which  fhall  bate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge. 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore,  brave  conquerors ! — ^for  fo  you  are, 
That  war  againfl  your  own  afFedions, 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defires, — 
Our  late  edid  fhall  flrongly  fland  in  force : 
Navarre  (hall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world ; 
Our  court  fhall  be  a  little  Academe, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 
You  three,  Biron,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 
Have  fwom  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me, 
My  fellow-fcholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  flatutes, 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here  : 
Your  oaths  are  paft,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  names  j 

Aij 
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4  '      lofe's  labovk^s  lost. 

That  his  own  hand  may  ftrike  his  honour  down,  -  ? 

That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein  :  , 

If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  fwom  to  do,  /' 

Subfcrihe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too,  "  . 

Long.  I  am  refolv'd :  'tis  but  a  three  years'  fafl ; 
The  mind  fhall  banquet,  though  the  body  pine  : 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bank'rout  quite  the  wits. 

DvM.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortified ; 
The  grofler  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  flaves :  *  o  c»  J 

To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die ;  '^ 

With  all  thefe  living  in  philofophy.  '^- 

BiRON.  I  can  but  fay  their  proteftation  over,  ^^- 

So  much,  dear  liege,  I  have  already  fwom,  ^  ^ 

That  is,  To  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  Uriel  obfervances ; 
As^  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term ; 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food ; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide ; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there  : 
And  then,  to  fleep  but  three  hours  in  the  iiight. 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day ;) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  tafks,  too  hard  to  keep  ^ 
Not  to  fee  ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 

King.  Your  oath  is  pafs'd  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 

BiRON.  Let  me  fay,  no,  my  liege,  an  if  you  pleafe  p 
I  only  fwore,  to  ftudy  with  your  grace. 
And  ftay  here  iiiyour  court  for  three  years'  fpace. 
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LoNC.  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  reft, 
BiRON.  By  yea  and  nay,  fir,  then  I  fwore  in  jcft.**- 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy  ?  let  me  know.  [knoi^. 

King.  Why,  that  to  know,  which  elfe  we  ihould  not 
BiRoyr.  Things  hid  and  barr'd,  you  mean,  from  com- 
mon fenfe  ? 
King.  Ay,  that  is  ftudy's  god-like  recompenfe. 
BiRON.  Com6  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo, 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know : 
As  thus^ — To  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine. 

When  I  to  feaft  exprefsly  am  forbid ; 
Or,  ftudy  where  to  meet  fomc  miftrefs  fine. 

When  miftrefles  from  common  fenfe  are  hid  : 
Or,  having  fwom  too  hard-a-keeping  oath, 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudy's  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  fo, 
Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know : 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay,  no. 

King.  Thefe  be  the  ftops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite. 
And  train  our  intelleds  to  vain  delight. 

BiRON.  Why,  all  delights  are  vain ;  but  that  moft  vain. 
Which,  with  pain  purchased,  doth  inherit  pain : 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth ;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfely  blind  the  eyefight  of  his  look : 
i        Light,  fecking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile ; 
I     So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darkneis  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofmg  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed. 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazzUng  fo,  that  eye  fl^all  be  his  heed, 

And  give  him  Ught  that  was  it  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  fun. 
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That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  faucy  looks  \ 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights. 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  flar, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  fhining  nights, 

Than  thofe  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nought  but  fame  ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King.  How  well  he's  read,  to  reafon  againfl  reading ! 

DuM.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  proceeding ! 

Long.  He  weeds  the  com,  and  flill  lets  grow  tha 
weeding.  [breeding, 

BiRON.  The  fpripg  is  near,  when  green  geefe  are  ^ 

DvM.  How  follows  that  ? 

BiRON.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time, 

DuM.  In  reafon  nothing. 

BiRON.  Something  then  in  rhime. 

Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  frofl. 
That  bites  the  firfl-bom  infants  of  the  fpring.       [boafl, 

Biron.  Well,  fay  I  am;  why  fhould  proud  fummei: 
Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  i 
Why  fhould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Ghriflmas  I  no  more  defire  a  rofe. 
Than  wifh  a  fnow  in  May's  new-fangled  fhows ; 
But  Uke  of  each  thing,  tjiat  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  fludy  now  it  is  too  late. 
Climb  o'er  the  houfe  to  unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  fit  you  out :  go  home,  Biron  ;  adieu  ! 

Biron.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  have  fwom  to  flay  witl^ 
you: 
And,  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more ; 
Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  fay^ 
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Yet  confident  Pll  keep  what  I  have  fwore. 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  nic  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame ; 
And  to  the  ftria^ft  decrees  I-U  write  my  name. 

King.  How  well  this yieldirigrefcues  thee fromfhame ! 

BiRON.  \^Reads.']  Item,  Hat  no  woman  Jhall  come  %vitbm 
a  mile  of  my  court — 
And  hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 

Long.  Four  days  ago. 

BiRON.  Let's  fee  the  penalty.  ^ 

[Reads.'] — On  pain  ofhjing  ber  tongue. ^'^ 
Who  devis'd  this  ? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

BiRON.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty. 

BiRON.  A  dangerous  law  againft  gentility  ! 

[Reads.']  Item,  If  any  man  befeen  to  talk  witb  a  woman 
witbin  tbe  term  ofjbree  years  ^  be  Jhall  endure  fucb  publici 
Jbome  as  tbe  rejl  of  tbe  court  can  pojjibly  devife..^^ 
This  article,  my  liege,  yourfelf  muft  break ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embafly 
The  French  king's  daughter,  with  yourfelf  to  fpeak,— 

A  maid  of  grace,  and  complete  majefty, — 
About  furrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed-rid  father : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princefs  hither. 

King.  What  fay  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite  forgot. 

BiRON.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overfhot ; 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would. 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  fhould  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 
Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire  j  fo  won,  fo  loft, 

A       •  •  •• 
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King.  We  muft,  of  force,  difpenfe  with  this  decree ; 
She  muft  lie  here  on  mere  neceffity. 

BiRON.  Neceffity  will  make  ns  all  forfwom 

Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years'  fpacc; ' 
For  every  man  with  his  afFeds  is  bom ; 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace ; 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhall  fpeak  for  me, 
I  am  forfwom  on  mere  neceffity.-^ 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name  :        [Subfcribes. 

And  he,  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree, 
StJ^nds  in  attainder  of  eternal  (hame  : 

Suggeftions  are  to  others,  as  to  me ; 
But,  I  believe,  although  I  feem  fo  loth. 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  laft  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is :  our  court,  you  know,  is  haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain  j 
A  nwin  in  all  the  world's  new  fiifliion  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain : 
One,  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravifli,  like  enchanting  harmony ; 
A  roan  of  complements,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny  ; 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight. 

For  interim  to  our  ftudies,  fliall  rel^e. 
In  high-bom  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  loft  in  the  world's  debate. 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I ; 
But,  I  proteft,  I  love  to  lienr  him  lie. 
And  I  will  ufe  him  tor  my  minftrelfy, 

BiRON.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,  fafliion's  own  knight. 
JLoNG.  Coftard  the  fwain,  and  he,  fhall  be  our  fport ; 
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;  b  to  iludy,  thice  yews  is  but  ihort. 

Enter  JDuLi^  with  a  letter^  and  Cos  tar  fi^ 
DviL.  "Which  i$  the  duke*s  own  perfon  ? 
BiRO^r.  This,  fellow ;  What  would'ft  ? 
DntL.  I  myfclf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  for  I  am 
bkgrace^s  tharborough :  but  I  would  fee  his  own  per« 
fim  in  flefh  and  blood. 
Cost.  Xhis  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme — Anne— commends  you.  There's 
nOainy  abroad ;  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 
Cost.  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  mc^ 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

BiRDN.  How  low  foever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God 
&r  high  words.  [patience  ! 

Long,  a  high  hope  for  a  low  having':  God  grant  us 

BiMON.  To  hear  ?  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  dr,  and  to  laugh  moderately ; 
« to  forbear  both. 

BiMON.  Well,  fir,  be  it  as  the-ftile  fliall  give  us  caufc 
to  climb  in  the  merrineis. 

Cost.  The  matter  is  to  me,  fir,  as  concerning  Jaque- 
netta.  The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with  the  manner. 

BiRON.  In  what  manner  ? 

Cost.  In  manner  and  form  following,  fir ;  all  thofe 
duree  :  I  was  fecn  with  her  in  the  manor  houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken  following  her  into 
die  park  ;  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and  form 
following.  Now,  fir,  for  the  manner, — it  is  the  manner 
rfa  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  :  for  the  form, — in  fome, 
form. 

BiRON.  For  the  following,  fir  ? 

ICosT^  As  it  fkall  fpll9w  in  my  corre'dion  ;  And  God 
defend  the  right ! 
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King.  Will  you  hear  this  letter  with  attention  ?  ij 

BiRON.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle.       '  ]| 

Cost.  Such  is  the  fimplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after |(j 
the  flefh.  .    ^\ 

King,  [reads.]  Great  deputy,  the  welkin's  vicegerent,  ani^ 
Jole  Nominator  ofNauarre,  my  fours  earth's  God^  and  body^s^g 
fojering  patron, —  .\-j 

Cost.  Not  a  word  of  Coftard  yet.  « 

King.  So  it  is, —     .  '  . 

Cost.  It  may  be  fo  :  but  if  he  fay.it  is  fo,  he  is,  ki 
telling  true,  but  fo,  fo,  , 

King.  Peace. 

Cost — ^be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight  f  -^i 

King.  No  words. 

Cost. — of  other  men's  fecrets,  I  befeech  you.  \ 

Kino,  So  it  is,  hejieged  with  fable^coloured  melancholy,  J  , 

did  commend  the  black-opprejfmg  humour  to  the  mo/l  whole* 

fome  phyjick  of  thy  health-giving  air;  and,  as  I  am  a  gentle^ 

man,  betook  tnyfelf  to  walk,     lie  time,  when?    About  tbc^^ 

fixth  hour  ;  when  beq/ls  mofl  graze,  birds  bejl  peck,  and  men 

fit  down  to  that  nourifhment  which  is  called  fupper.    So  much 

for  the  time  when :  Now  for  the  ground  which  ;  which,  I 

mean,  I  walked  upon :  it  is  ycleped,  thy  park.     Hen  for  the 

place  where  ;  where,  I  mean,  I  did  encounter  that  obfcene  and 

rnqft  prepoflerous  event,  that  drawethfrom  my  fnow-white pern 

the  ebon-colourd  ink,  which  here  thou  viewejl,  beholdeft,  fur^ 

veyefl,  or  feefl :  But  to  the  place^  where, — Itflandeth  norths 

north-eafl  and  by  eqfl  from  the  wejl  corner  of  thy  curious-- 

knotted  garden :  Here  did  I  fee  that  hw'fpiritedfwain,  thaf 

bafe  minnow  of  thy  mirth. 

Cost.  Me. 
.    KiNG'—that  unlettered fmaUrknowing  foidf 

Cost.  Me. 


zofb's  labours  lost.  It 

KiKO.—^tbatJhalkw  vajpdy 
Cost.  Still  me. 

King ivbicbj  as  I  remember  y  bigbt  Cojlard^ 

Cost.  O  me ! 

King. — -Jbrted  and  conforted^  contrary  to  tby  eftablijhed 
fnckdmed  eitiS  and  continent  canon,  with — witb — 0  witb-H^ 
ht  witb  this  I  pajfion  to  fay  wberewitb. 
Cost.  ^With  a  wench, 

KiNC^—^witb  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve^  a  female  ; 
w^for  tby  more  fweet  underjlanding,  a  woman.  Him  I  (as 
9f  eoer^efteemed  duty  pricks  me  on)  haoefent  to  thee,  to  re^ 
mve  tbe  meed  of  punifhmenty  by  thy  fweet  Grocers  officer^ 
Mmy  Dull  s  ^  ^^w  of  good  repute,  carriage y  bearings  and 
^Kmation. 

Dull.  Me,  an't  (hall  pleafe  you ;  I  am  Antony  Dull, 

King.  For  ^aquenetta,  (fo  is  the  weaker  veffel  failed^ 
wbicb  I  apprehended  with  the  aforefaidfwain,)  I  keep  her  as 
i  vejffel  of  tby  law's  fury  j  andfball,  at  the  lea/l  of  thy  fweet 
mtice^  bring  ber  to  trial.  Tiine^  in  all  compliments  qfdevot-- 
id  and  beart-buming  heat  of  duty  ^ 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado, 

BiRON.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the  beft 
Aat  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay,  the  beft  for  the  worft.  But,  firrah,  what 
lay  you  to  this  ? 

Cost.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Cost.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  of  it,  but  little 
of  the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaimed  a  year's  imprifonment,  to  bp 
taken  with  a  wench. 

Cost.  I  was  taken  with  none,  fir ;  I  was  taken  with  a 
damofel. 
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King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  darnqfel.  ^* 

Cost.  This  was  no  damofel  neither ;  fir,  (he  was  a  '^ 
virgin.  ' 

King.  It  is  fo  varied  too ;  for  it  was  proclaim^,  virgin.  -^^ 

Cost.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity ;  I  was  taken  * 
with  a  maid.  1 

King.  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  fir.  ., "! 

Cost.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  fir.  f 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  fentencc ;  You  Ihall  I 
feft  a  week  with  bran  and  water,  * 

Cost.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and  ^ 
porridge.  i 

King.  And  Don  Armado  fhall  be  your  keeper.-.^         i 

My  lord  Biron  fee  him  delivered  o'er ^1 

And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  praftice  that  -^ 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  flrongly  fworn.~  1 

[Exeunt^  i 

Biron.  TU  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thefe  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcom.— • 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cost.  I  fuffer  for  the  truth,  fir:  for  true  it  is,  I  was 
taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl ; 
and  therefore,  Welcome  the  four  cup  of  profperity !  Af- 
fliction may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  till  then,  Sit  thee 
down,  forrow !  [Exeunt. 

> i ""■" 

SCENE  11.  Another  part  of  the  fame.  j1  rm  ado's  Houfe. 
Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  Boy,  what  fi^n  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great  fpirit 
grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  fign,  fir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 

Arm.  Why,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  fclf-fame  thi^g, 
dear  imp. 
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Moth.  >f  o,  no ;  O  lord,  fir,  no. 
Arm.  How  can'fl  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy, 
my  tender  juvcnal  ? 

MoTR.  By  a  familiar  demonibration  of  the  working, 
my  tough  fenior. 
Arm.  Wliy  tough  fenior  ?  why  tough  fenior  ? 
Moth.  Why  tender  juvenal  ?  Why  gender  juvcnal  ? 

Arm.  I  fpoke  it,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent  epi- 
theton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we  may 
nominate  tender. 

Morjr.  And  I,  tough  fenior,  as  an  appertinent  title  ts 
your  <^  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty,  and  apt. 

Mbrjf.  How  mean  you,  fir  ?  I  pretty,  and  my  faying 
^  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Arm.  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

Mqtb.  Little  pretty,  becaufe  little :  Wherefore  apt  ? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 

MoTB.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  mafler  ? 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 

MoTB.  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  &me  praife. 

Arm.  What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious  ^ 

Mqth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay,  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers ;  Thou  heat'fl 
my  blood. 

Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd,  fir. 

Arm.  I  kDve  not  to  be  crofs'd. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  mere  contrary,  crofies  love  not 
biziL  [Afide. 

Arm.  I  have  promifed  to  ftudythreeyears  with  the  duke. 

Moth.  Yoq  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  fir. 

Arm.  ImpofEble. 

Mqtm.  Haw  many  is  one  thrice  told  I 
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jiRM.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fitteth  the  fpirit  df  f^i^ 
tapfter.  jj 

Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamefter,  fir.       •  in 
Arm.  I  confefs  both ;  they  are  both  the  varnifh  of  i.^^ 
complete  man.  *  fij 

Morit.  Theii,  I  am  fure,  you  know  how  much  ihi$^ 
grofs  fum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to.  jj 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two.  j[j 

Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  do  call,  three.  -^ 

Arm.  True.  ^ 

Moth.  Why,  fir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  ffudy  ?  No^ ' 
here  is  three  ftudied,  ere  you'll  thrice  wink  :  and  ho^  .j 
eafy  is  it  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftudy  three  \l 
years  in  two  words,  the  dancing  horfe  will  tell  you.  t 

Arm.  a  moil  fine  figure  !  :   . 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher.  [AJide^  j 

Arm  I  I  will  hereupon  confefs,  I  am  in  love:  and,  as  it  . 
"   is  bafe  for  a  foldier  to  love,  fo  I  am  in  love  with  a  bafe  .. 
wench.    If  drawing  my  fword  againft  the  humour  of  a£* . 
fedion  would  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of  ^ 
it,  I  would  take  defire  prifoner,  and  ranfom  him  to  any 
French  courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  court'fy.  I  think  fcom 
to  figh ;  methinks,  I  Ihould  out-fwear  Cupid.     Comfort; 
me,  boy  :  What  great  men  have  been  in  love  ? 
Moth.  Hercules,  mafter. 

Arm.  Moft  fweet  Hercules ! — More  authority,  deaf 
boy,  name  more ;  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be  men 
of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Sampfon,  mafter :  he  was  a  man  of  good  cat^ 
jiage,  great  carriage;  for  he  carried  the  town-gates  on 
his  back,  like  a  porter:  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampfon  !  ftrong-jointed  Sampfon !  * 
I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft  mc 
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k  carrying  gates.     I  am  in  love  too. — Who  was  Samp* 
k's  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 
Moth.  A  woman,  mailer. 
Aui.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Morn.  Of  all  the  four,  dr  the  three,  dr  the  two  ;  or 
«  of  the  four. 
Arm.  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion  ? 
Moth.  Of  the  fea-water  green,  fir. 
Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 
Moth.  As  I  have  read,  fir ;  and  the  beft  of  them  too. 
Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers :  but  to 
tave  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Sampfon  had  fmall 
ledbn  for  it.     He,  furely,  affeded  her  for  her  wit. 
Moth.  It  was  fo,  fir ;  for  flie  had  a  green  wit. 
Arm.  My  love  is  moft  immaculate  white  and  red. 
Moth.  Moft  maculate  thoughts,  mafter,  are  mafk'd 
tmder  fuch  colours. 
Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 
Moth.  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue,  af- 
fift  me! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child ;  moft  pretty,  and 
padietical ! 
Moth.  If  flie  be  made  of  white  and  red. 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known ; 
For  blufliing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale-white  fliown  : 
Then,  if  flie  iear,  or  be  to  blame, 

By  this  you  ftiall  not  know ; 
For  ftill  her  cheeks  poflefs  the  fame, 
Which  native  flie  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafter,  againft  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 
Arm.  Is  therenot  aballad,boy ,  of  the  King  and  the  Beggar? 
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Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away. 

[Exeunt  Dull  and  Ja^enetta. 

Jem.  Villain,  thou  (halt  faft  for  thy  offences,  ere  thou 
be  pardoned. 

Cost.  Well,  fir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  fliall  do  it  on 
a  full  ftomach. 

jiEM.  Thou  fhalt  be  heavily  punifhed. 

Cost.  I  am  more  bound  to  you,  than  your  fellows,  for 
Aey  arc  but  lightly  rewarded. 

Arm.  Take  away  this  villain  ;  (hut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  tranfgreffing  flave ;  away. 

Cost.  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  fir ;  I  will  faft,  being 
loofe. 

Moth.  No,  fir ;  that  were  faft  and  loofe :  thou  (halt  to 
jvifon. 

Cost.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  defola- 
tkm  that  I  have  feen,  fome  (hall  fee — 

Moth.  What  (hall  fome  fee  ? 

Cost.  Nay,  nothing,  mafter  Moth,  but  what  they  look 
i^xm.  It  is  not  for  prifoners  to  be  too  filent  in  their 
words ;  and,  therefore,  I  will  fay  nothing :  I  thank  God, 
I  have  as  little  patience  as  another  man  ;  and,  therefore 
I  can  be  quiet.  [Exeunt  Moth  and  Costard. 

Arm.  I  do  affedt  the  very  ground,  which  is  bafe,  where 
her  (hoe,  which  is  bafer,  guided  by  her  foot,  which  is 
bafeft,  doth  tread.    I  (hall  be  forfworn,  (which  is  a  great 
argument  of  fal(hood,)  if  I  love  :  And  how  can  that  be 
true  love,  which  is  falfely  attempted  ?  Love  is  a  fami- 
liar ;  love  is  a  devil :  there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love. 
Yet  Sampfon  was  fo  tempted  ;  and  he  had  an  excellent 
ftrength :  yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduced ;  and  he  had  a 
^cry  good  wit.     Cupid's  butt-(haft  is  too  hard  for  Her- 
coles*  club,  and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's 

Vol.  II.  B 
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rapier.  The  firft  and  fecond  caufe  will  not  fervc  my  p 
turn ;  the  paflado  he  refpeds  not,  the  duello  he  regards  n 
not ;  his  difgrace  is  to  be  called  boy  ;  but  his  glory  is,  ii 
to  fubdue  men.  Adieu,  valour !  rufl,  rapier  !  be  ftiil,  'i 
drum !  for  your  manager  is  in  love ;  yea,  he  Ibveth.  \\ 
Aflift  me  fome  extemporal  god  of  rhime,  for,  I  am  fure^  n 
I  fhall  turn  fonneteer.  Devifc  wit ;  write  pen  ;  fbr  I  ^ 
am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio.  [Exit.  ^ 


^Cr  II. 
SCENE  I.   jinotber  part  of  the  fame.   A  FctoiUon  and  Tenti 

at  a  dijlance. 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,  Rosaline,  Makia^ 

Katharine^  Botet,  Lords,  and  other  Attendants. 

Dot.  Now,  madam,  fummon  up  your  deareft  fpirlts : 
Confider  who  the  king  your  father  fends ; 
To  whom  he  fends ;  and  what's  his  embafly  : 
Yourfelf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  efteem ; 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfedions  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlefs  Navarre ;  the  plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aquitain  ;  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace. 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear. 
When  fhe  did  ftarve  the  general  world  befidc. 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Prin.  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but  meas^ 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourifli  of  your  praife  ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgement  of  the  eye. 
Not  utter'd  by  bafe  fale  of  chapmen's  tongues  : 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth, 
Tliaa  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife 
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III  fpending  y6ur  wit  in  the  praife  of  mine, 

Bot  now  to  tafk  the  tafker, — ^Good  Boyet, 

You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 

Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow. 

Till  painful  ftudy  fhall  out-wear  three  years, 

Ko  vonian  may  approach  his  iilent  court : 

Tlicrefore  to  us  feemeth  it  a  needful  courfe. 

Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 

To  know  his  pleafure  ;  and  in  that  behalf. 

Bold  of  your  worthinefs,  we  lingle  you 

As  our  beft-moving  fair  folicitor  : 

Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 

On  ferious  bufinefs,  craving  quick  defpatch, 

%)6rtunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  grace. 

Hafte,  fignify  fo  much  ;  while  we  attend. 

Like  humble-vifag'd  fuitors,  his  high  will.  • 

Bor.  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  I  go.         [Exit. 

FsiiN.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo 

Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 

That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  duke  ? 

I .  Lord.  Longaville  is  one. 

Prin.  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  know  him,  madam  ;  at  a  marriage  feaft. 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Falconbridge  folemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longaville  : 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd  ; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms  : 
Kodiing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs. 

Of  virtue's  glofs  will  ftain  with  any  foil,) 

i  a  fharp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 

^Fhofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  ftill  wills 

Bij 
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It  fhould  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin.  Some  merry  mocking  lord,  belike  ;  is't  fo  ? 

Mar.  They  fay  fo  moft,  that  moft  his  humours  know,  ' 

Prin.  Such  fliort-Uv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow,  ' 

Who  are  the  reft  ?  ^ 

Kath.  The  young  Dumain,  a  well-accomplifh'd  youth^  ' 

Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  lov'd :  " 

Moft  power  to  do  moft  harm,  leaft  knowing  ill ;  * 

For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  fhape  good,  ^ 

And  ftiape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit.  • 
I  faw  him  at  the  duke  Alenfon's  once ; 

And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw,  ^ 

Is  my  report,  to  his  great  worthinefs.  ^ 

Rosa.  Another  of  thefe  ftudents  at  that  time  ? 

Was  there  with  him :  if  I  have  heard  a  truth,  ^ 
Biron  they  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man. 

Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth,  ^ 

I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal :  ' 

His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit ;  \ 

For  every  objeft  that  the  one  doth  catch,  I 

The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft  ;  \ 

Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor,)  l| 

Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words,  Ik 

That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales,  \ 

And  younger  hearings  are  quite  raviflied ;  i 

So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourfe.  i 

Prin.  God  blefs  my  ladies !  are  they  all  in  love ;  ij 

That  every  one  her  own  hath  gamifhed  i^ 

With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife  ?  ^, 

Mar.  Here  comes  Boyet.  ijj 

Re-enter  Botbt.  \  \^ 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  lord  ?  ^ 

Botbt.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach ; 
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And  he,  and  his  competitors  in  oath, 

Were  all  addrefs'd  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady, 

Before  I  came.     Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt, 

He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field, 

(Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  court,) 

Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath. 

To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 

Here  comes  Navarre.  \fTbe  ladies  majk. 

hUer  KiNGy  Lonqavillb^  Dumain^  Biron,  and 

Attendants. 

King.  Fair  princeft,  welcome  to  the  court  of  Navarre. 

PkiN.  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again ;  and,  welcome  I 
have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high  to  be 
jours ;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields  too  bafe  to  be 
mine. 

King.  You  fhall  be  welcome,  madam,  to  my  court. 

Pbin.  I  will  be  welcome  then  ;  condud:  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady  ;  I  have  fwom  an  oath. 

pRiN.  Our  lady  help  my  lord !  he'll  be  forfwom. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  madam,  by  my  will. 

pRiN.  WTiy,  will  fhall  break  it;  will,  and  nothing  elfe. 

King.  Your  ladyftiip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  ^Were  my  lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 
Where  now  his  knowledge  muft  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear,  your  grace  hath  fwom-out  houfe-keeping : 
Ti$  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord. 
And  fin  to  break  it : 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  fudden-bold ; 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  befeemeth  me. 

Vouchiafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming. 

And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

[Gives  a  paper. 
King.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

uj 
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Prin.  You  will  the  fooner,  that  I  were  away  ; 
For  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  (lay. 

BiRON.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Ros.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

BiRON.  I  know,  you  did. 

Ros.  How  needlefs  was  it  then 
To  afk  the  queftion  ! 

BiRON.  You  muft  not  be  fo  quick. 

Ros.  Tis  'long  of  you  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  queflions* 

BiRON.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  fall,  'twill  tire, 

Ros.  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

BiRON.  What  time  b'  day  ? 

Ros.  The  hour  that  fools  Ihould  aik* 

BiRON.  Now  fair  befal  your  mafk ! 

Ros.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers ! 

-BiRON.  And  fend  you  many  lovers ! 

Ros.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none. 

BiRON.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  pajonent  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns } 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  fum, 
Difburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay,  that  he,  or  we,  (as  neither  have,) 
Receiv'd  that  fum ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more  ;  in  furety  of  the  which, 
One  part  of  Aqxiitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valued  to  the  money's  worth. 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfied; 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  majefty. 
But  that,  it  feems,  he  little  purpofeth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  rcpwd 
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An  hundred  thou&nd  crowns ;  and  not  demands, 

On  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain ; 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 

And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent, 

Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 

From  reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  ielf  fhould  make 

A  yielding,  'gainft  fome  reafon,  in  my  breaft. 

And  go  well  fatisfied  to  France  again. 
Prin.  You  do  the  king  my  father  too  much  wrong. 

And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 

h  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt 

Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paidt 
King.  I  do  proteft,  I  never  heard  of  it ; 

And,  if  you  prove  it,  Til  repay  it  back, 

Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 
Prin.  We  arreft  your  word : — 

Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances. 

For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  officers 

Of  Charles  his  father. 
KiifG.  Satisfy  me  fo, 
Boyet.  So  pleafe  your  grace,  the  packet  is  not  come, 

Where  that  and  other  fpeciakies  are  bound ; 
T<Mnorro^  you  fhall  have  a  fight  of  them, 

King.  It  fhall  fuffice  me  :  at  which  interview, 
All  Uberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto. 
Ifcan  time,  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand. 
As  honour,  without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthinefs  : 
Too  may  not  come,  fair  princefs,  in  my  gates  j 
Bat  here  without  you  (hall  be  fo  received. 
As  you  (hall  deem  yourfelf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 

B  iiij 
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Though  fo  denied  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe. 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewell : 
To-morrow  fhall  we  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  confort  your  grace! 

King.  Thy  own  wifti  wifh  I  thee  in  every  place  ! 

[Exeunt  King  and  bis  Train. 

BiRON.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 

Ros.  Tray  you,  do  my  commendations ;  I  would  be 
glad  to  fee  it. 

BiRON.  I  would,  you  heard  it  groan. 
.  Ros.  Is  the  fool  fick  ? 

BiRON.  Sick  at  the  heart. 

Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 

BiRON.  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 

Ros.  My  phyfick  fays,  I. 

BiRON.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 

Ros.  No  poyntf  with  my  knife. 

BiRON.  Now,  God  fave  thy  life ! 

Ros.  And  yours  from  long  living  I   ' 

BiRON.  I  cannot  (lay  thankfgiving.  [Retiring. 

DuM.  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  word:  What  lady  is  that  fame? 

BoTET.  The  heir  of  Alenfon,  Rofaline  her  name. 

DuM.  A  gallant  lady !  Monfieur,  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Long.  I  befeech  you,  a  word;  What  is  (he  in  the  white? 

BoTET.  Awoman  fometimes,an  you  fawher  inthe  light. 

LoNQ.  Perchance,  light  in  the  light:  I  defire  her  name. 

BoTET.  She  hath  but  one  for  herfelf ;  to  defire  that. 

Long.  Pray  you,  fir,  whofe  daughter  ?    [were  a  fhame« 

BoTET.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  blefling  on  your  beard ! 

BoTET'  Good  fir,  be  not  offended : 
She  is  an  heir  of  Falconbridge. 

Long^  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
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She  is  a  moft  fweet  lady. 

BorsT.  Not  unlike,  fir  ;  that  may  be.        {Exit  LoNQ. 

BiKON.  What's  her  name,  in  the  cap  ? 

BorsT.  Katharine,  by  good  hap, 

BiRON.  Is  fhe  wedded,  or  no  ? 

BoTET.  To  her  will,  fir,  or  fo. 

BiRON.  You  are  welcome,  fir ;  adieu  ! 

BoTET.  Farewell  to  me,  fir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

lExit  BiRON.    Ladies  unTnq/k. 

Mar.  That  laft  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jeft. 

BoTET.  And  every  jeft  but  a  word. 

Frin.  It  was  well  done  of  you,  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

BoTET.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  board. 

A£ar.  Too  hot  flieeps,  marry  ! 

BoTET^  And  wherefore  not  fliips  ? 
No  flieep,  fweet  lamb,  unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 

ALiR.  You  Iheep,  and  I  pafture;  Shall  that  finifh  the  jeft? 

BoTET.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me. 

[O^erin^  to  kifs  ber^ 

Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  beaft  ; 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 

BoTET.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 

Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Pris.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling :  but,  gentles,  agree : 
The  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  ufed 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men ;  for  here  'tis  abufed. 

BoTET.  If  my  obfervation,  (whicli  very  feldom  lies,) 
By  the  heart's  ftill  rhetorick,  difclofed  with  eyes. 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infeded. 

Prjn.  With  what  ? 

BoYET.  With  that  which  we  lovers  intitle,  affec^d. 

Prin^  Your  reafon  ? 
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BorsT.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  defire  : 
His  heart,  like  an  agate,  with  your  print  imprefled, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expreffed  : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 
Did  ftumble  with  hafte  in  his  eye-fight  to  be ; 
All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair. 
To  feel  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair : 
Methought,  all  his  fenfes  were  lock'd  in  his  eye. 
As  jewels  in  cryftal.for  fome  prince  to  buy  ; 
Who,  tendering  their  own  worth,  from  where  they  were 

glafsM, 
Did  point  you  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pafs'd. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes. 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  gazes : 
FU  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his, 
An  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  kifs. 

Prin.  Come,  to  our  pavilion :  Boyet  is  difpos*d — 

BorBT.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye  hath 
•  .  difclos'd: 

I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Ros.  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  fpeak'ft  (kil- 
fiiUy. 

Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  news  of 
him. 

Ros.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother ;  for  her  father 
is  but  grim. 

BoTET.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 

Mar.  No. 

BoTET.  What  then,  do  you  fee  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

BoTET.  You  are  too  hard  for  mc.  [Exeunt. 
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j4CT  III. 

SCENE  I.    Another  part  of  the  fame. 

Enter  Arm  a  do  and  Morn. 

Arm.  Warble,  child ;  make  paflioiiate  my  fenfe  of 
hearing. 

Moth.  Concolinel [Singing. 

Arm.  Sweet  air ! — Go,  tendemcfs  of  years ;  take  this 
key,  give  enlargement  to  the  fwain,  bring  him  feftinate-r 
ly  hither  ;  I  muft  employ  him  in  a  letter  to  my  love. 

Moth.  Mailer,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French 
brawl  ? 

Arm.  How  mean'ft  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

Moth,  No,  my  complete  mailer :  but  to  jig  off  a  tupe 
at  the  tongue^s  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet,  humour 
it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids  ;  ligh  a  note,  and  ling 
a  note;  fometime  through  the  throat,  as  if  you  fwallow-t 
ed  love  with  linging  love  ;  fometime  through  the  nofe, 
as  if  you  fnufPd  up  love  by  fmelling  love ;  with  your 
hat  penthoufe-like,  o'er  the  Ihop  of  your  eyes ;  with 
your  arms  crofs'd  on  your  thin  belly-doublet,  like  a 
rabbit  on  a  fpit ;  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a 
man  after  the  old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too  long  in 
one  tune,  but  a  fnip  and  away :  Thefe  are  complements, 
thefe  are  humours ;  thefe  betray  nice  wenches — that 
would  be  betrayM  without  thefe  ;  and  make  them  men 
of  note,  (do  you  note,  men  ?)  that  moll  are  affeded  to 
thefe.  I 

Arm.  How  hall  thou  pui^chafed  this  experience  ? 

Moth.  By  my  penny  of  obfervation. 

Arm.  But  O, — but  O, — 

Moth,  —the  hpbbyrhorfe  is  forgot. 
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Arm.  Call'ft  thou  my  love,  hobby-horfe  ? 

Moth.  No,  mafter ;  the  hobby-horfe  is  but  a  colt,  and 
your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.  But  have  you  forgot 
your  love  ? 

Arm.  Almoft  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  ftudent !  learn  her  by  heart. 

Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  mafter :  all  thofe  three  I  will 
prove. 

Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth.  A  man,  if  I  live ;  and  this,  by,  in,  and  without, 
upon  the  inftant :  By  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe  your 
heart  caiinot  come  by  her  :  in  heart  you  love  her,  be- 
caufe your  heart  is  in  love  with  her  ;  and  out  of  heart 
you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  eojoy  her. 

Arm.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  ^et  no- 
thing at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain ;  he  muft  carry  me  a  letter. 

Moth.  A  meflage  well  fympathifed ;  a  horfe  to  be  em- 
baflador  for  an  afs ! 

Arm.  Ha,  ha !  what  fayeft  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry,  fir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the  horfe, 
for  he  is  very  flow-gaited :  But  I  go. 

Arm.  The  way  is  but  Ihort ;  away. 

Moth.  As  fwift  as  lead,  fir. 

Arm.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  flow  ? 

Moth.  Minimc,  honeft  mafter ;  or  rather,  mafter,  no,. 

Arm.  I  fay,  lead  is  flow. 

Moth.  You  are  too  fwift,  fir,  to  fay  fo  : 
Is  that  lead  flow  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm.  Sweet  fmoke  of  rhetorick ! 
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He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he : — 
I  Ihoot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  flee.  lExiL 

Arm.  a  mod  acute  juvenal ;  voluble  and  free  of  grace! 
By  thy  favour,  fweet  welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy  face : 
Mod  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  retum'd. 

Re-enter  Moth' and  Costard. 

Moth.  A  wonder,  mafter ;  here^s  a  Coftard  broken  in 

a  fhin.  [begin* 

Arm.  Some  enigma, fome  riddle:  come, — ^thy  P envoy  f— 

Cost.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  Vewvoy;  no  falve  in  the 

mail,  fir :  O  fir,  plantain,  a  plain  plantain ;  no  Veteuoy^  no 

P envoy ^  no  falve,  fir,  but  a  plantain ! 

Arm.  Ej  virtue,  thou  enforced  laughter ;  thy  filly 
thought,  my  fpleen ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  provokes 
me  to  ridiculous  fmiling :  O,  pardon  me,  my  dars !  Doth 
the  inconfiderate  take  falve  for  F envoy ^  and  the  word,  Fen-^ 
voyy  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth.  Do  the  wife  think  them  other  ?  is  not  Penvoy  a 
falve  ? 

Arm.  No,  page :  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to  make 
plain 
Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 
I  will  example  it : 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  hutnble-bee, 
Were  dill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral :  Now  the  F envoy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  F envoy :  Say  the  moral  again* 
Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 

Were  dill  at  odds,  being  but  three : 

Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 

And  ftay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
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Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow  with 
my  Penvoy. 
The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee^ 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three : 
^RM.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth.  A  good  V envoy ^  ending  in  the  goofe  ; 
Would  you  defire  more  ? 

Cost.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain,  a  goofe,  that's 
flat:— 

Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an  your  goofe  be  fat 

To  fell  a  bargain  well,  is  as  cunning  as  faft  and  loofe  : 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  Venvoy  ;  ay,  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

j4rm.  Come  hither,  come  hither :  How  did  this  argu* 

ment  begin  ? 
Moth.  By  faying,  that  a  Cojlard  was  broken  in  a  fliin. 
Then  call'd  you  for  the  Venvoy. 

Cost.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantain ;  Thus  came  your 
argument  in  : 
Then  the  boy's  fat  Venvoy,  the  goofe  that  you  bought ; 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

jIrm.  But  tell  me ;  how  was  there  a  Coflard  broken 
in  a  fhin  ? 
Moth.  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 

Cost.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it.  Moth ;  I  will  fpeak 
that  Venvoy : — 

I,  Coftard,  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threfhold,  and  broke  my  (hin. 
j4rm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 
Cost.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 
j4rm.  Sirrah  Coftard,  I  will  enfranchife  thee. 
Cost.  O,  marry  me  to  one  Frances ;— I  fmeli  fome 
Venvoy,  fome  goofe,  in  this. 
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j4rm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  thee  at  liber- 
ty, enfreedoming  thy  perfon ;  thou  wert  immured,  re- 
ftrained,  captivated,  boimd. 

Cost.  True,  true ;  and  now  you  will  be  my  purga- 
tion, and  let  me  loofe. 

^RM.  I  give  thee  thy  Uberty,  fet  thee  from  durance; 
and,  in  Hcu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this : 
Bear  this  fignificant  to  the  country  maid  Jaquenetta  : 
there  is  remuneration  ;  [Giving  bim  money.']  for  the  beft 
ward  of  mine  honour,  is,  rewarding  my  dependants^ 
Moth,  follow.  [£jt3/*, 

Moth.  Like  the  fequel,  I_Signior  Coftard,  adieu. 

Cost.  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  flefh !  my  incony 
Jew !  [^Exit  Moth. 
Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remuneration ! 
O,  that*s  the  Latin  word  for  three  farthings :  three  far- 
things— remuneration Wbat^s  the  price  of  tbu  inkU  ?  a 

penny  : — No,  VU  give  you  a  remuneration :  why,  it  carries 

it. — ^ — ^Remuneration ! ^why,  it  is  a  fairer  name  than 

French  crown.     I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this 
word. 

Enter  Biro N. 

BiRONrO^  my  good  knave  Coftard !  exceedingly  well 
met. 

Cost.  Pray  you,  fir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may  ar 
man  buy  for  a  remuneration  .^ 

BiRON.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  fir,  half-penny  farthing. 

BiRON.  O,  why  then,  three  farthings  worth  of  filk. 

Cost.  I  thank  your  worfhip  :  God  be  with  you ! 

BiRON.  O,  ftay,  jQave  ;  I  muft  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave. 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  fhall  entreat. 
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Cost.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  fir  ? 

BiRON.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Cost.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  fir  :  Fare  you  weU. 

BiRON.  O,  thou  knowefl:  not  what  it  is. 

Cost.  I  fliall  know,  fir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

BiRON.  Why,  villain,  thou  muft  know  firft. 

Cost.  I  will  come  to  your  worlhip  to-morrow  morning. 

BiRON.  It  mufl:  be  done  this  afternoon.  Hark,  flave, 
it  is  but  this  ; — 

The  princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park. 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady ; 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her  name, 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her :  afk  fi)r  her ; 
And  to  her  white  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal*d-up  counfel.     There's  thy  guerdon ;  go. 

[Gives  bim  money. 

Cost.  Guerdon, — O  fweet  guerdon !  better  than  re- 
muneration ;  eleven-pence  farthing  better :  Moft  fweet 
guerdon  ! — ^I  will  do  it,  fir,  in  print — Guerdon — remu- 
neration. [Exit. 

BiRON.  O ! — And  I,  forfooth,  in  love  !    I,  that  have 
been  love's  whip ; 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  figh  ; 
A  critick  ;  nay,  a  night-watch  conflable ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  fo  magnificent ! 
This  wimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy ; 
This  fenior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid ; 
Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms. 
The  anointed  fovereign  of  fighs  and  gfoans, 
Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malcontents. 
Dread  prince  of  plackets,  king  of  codpieces^ 
Sole  imperator/  and  great  general 
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Of  trotting  paritors, — O  my  little  heart  !— 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field, 

And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop  ! 

What  ?  I !  I  love!  I  fue  !  I  feek  a  wife  ! 

A  woman,  that  is  Uke  a  German  clock. 

Still  a  repairing  ;  ever  out  of  frame  ; 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 

But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  ftill  go  right  ? 

Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all ; 

And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all ; 

A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow. 

With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes ; 

Ay,  and,  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed. 

Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard : 

And  I  to  figh  for  her  !  to  watch  for  her  ! 

To  pray  for  her  !  Go  to  ;  it  is  a  plague 

That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  negledt 

Of  his  almighty  dreadful  Uttle  might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue,  and  groan  ; 

Some  men  muft  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan,       [Exit. 

SCENE  L  jlnotber  part  of  the  fame. 

Enter  the  Princess,  Rosaline,  Maria,  Katharine^ 

BoTET,  Lords,  Attendants,  and  a  For  eft er. 

Prin.  Was  that  the  king,  that  fpurr'd  his  horfe  fo  hard 
Againft  the  fteep  uprifing  of  the  hill  ? 

BorET.  I  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 

Prin.  Whoe'er  he  was,  he  (how'd  a  mounting  mind. 
Well,  lords,  to-day  we  fliall  have  our  defpatch ; 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France — 
Then,  forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bufli, 
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That  we  mufl:  ftand  and  play  the  murderer  in  ? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  ; 
A  ftand,  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  Ihoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  ihoot, 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'ft,  the  faireft  ihoot. 

For.  Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin.  What,  what?  firft  praife  me,  and  again  fay, no? 
O  ihort-Uv'd  pride  !  Not  fair  ?  alack  for  woe  ! 

For.  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prin.^  Nay,  never  paint  me  now  ; 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  true ; 

lGivi^g^  bim  money. 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit, 
O  herefy  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  fhall  have  fair  praife.— 
But  come,  the  bow : — Now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  fliooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  ihoot  : 
Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do't ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fliow  my  ikill, 
,That  more  for  praife,  than  purpofe,  meant  to  kill. 
And,  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimes  ; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefted  crimes  ; 
When,  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart : 
As  I,  for  praife  alone,  now  feek  to  fpill 
The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

BoTET.  Do  not  curft  wives  hold  that  felf-fovereignty 
Only  for  praife'  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 
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Prjn.  Only  for  praife  :  and  praife  we  may  aflford 
To  any  lady  that  fubdues  a  lord. 

Enter  Costard. 

Prin.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

Cost.  God  dig-you-den  all !  Pray  you,  which  is  the 
head  lady  ? 

Prin.  Thou  fhalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  reft  that 
have  no  heads. 

Cost.  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  higheft  ? 

Prin.  The  thickeft,  and  the  talleft.  [truth. 

Cost.  The  thickeft,  and  the  talleft  !  it  is  fo  ;  truth  is 
An  your  waift,  miftrefs,  were  as  flender  as  my  wit, 
One  of  thefe  maids'  girdles  for  your  waift  fliould  be  fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickeft  here* 

Prin.  What's  your  will,  fir  ?  what's  your  will  ? 

Cost.  I  have  a  letter  from  monfieur  Biron  to  one  lady 
Rofaline,  [mine : 

Prin.  O,  thy  letter,  thy  letter  j  he's  a  good  friend  of 
Stand  afide,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  carve ; 
Break  up  this  capon. 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  ferve — 
This  letter  is  miftook,  it  importeth  none  here ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta* 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear : 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 

BorET.  [reads.]  By  heaven,  that  tbou  art  fair ^  is  mojl  in- 
fallible ;  true,  that  thou  art  beauteous  ;  truth  itfelf  that  tbou 
art  lovely :  More  fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beauteous, 
truer  than  truth  itfelf,  have  commiferation  on  thy  heroical 
vqffhl!  ^he  magnanimous  and  mofl  illujlrate  king  Gophetua 
fet  eye  upon  the  pernicious  andindubitate  beggar  Zenelophon ; 
andJ)e  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay,  veni,  vidi,  vici ;  which 
to  anatomize  in  the  vulgar^  (0  bqfe  and  obfcure  vulgar  !)  vi- 
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delicct,  be  came ^ /aw y  and  overcame:  be  came^  one;  faw^ 
two  ;  overcame y  three.  Who  came  ?  the  king  ?  why  did  he 
come  ?  to  fee  ;  Why  did  he  fee  ?  to  overcome :  To  whom  came 
he  ?  to  the  beggar :  What  faw  he  ?  the  leggar  ;  Who  over^ 
came  he  ?  the  beggar :  The  conclufion  is  vi6lory  ;  On  whofe 
fide  ?  the  king's :  the  captive  is  enriched  ;  On  whofe  fide  ?  the 
beggar's  ;  The  catq/irophe  is  a  nuptial;  On  whofe  fide  ?  the 
king^s  ? — no  ;  on  both  in  onCy  or  one  in  both.  I  am,  the  king  ; 
for  foflands  the  comparifon  :  thou  the  beggar  ;  forfo  witneff-* 
eth  thy  hwlinefs.  Shall  I  command  thy  love  ?  I  may :  Shall 
I  enforce  t  by  love  ?  I  could:  Shall  I  entreat  thy  love  ?  I  will. 
Whatfhalt  thou  exchange  for  rags?  robes;  For  tittles?  titles; 
For  thyfelf?  me.  Thus^  expeBing  thy  reply ^  I  profane  my 
lips  on  thy  foot  J  my  eyes  on  thy  piBure^  and  my  heart  on  thy 
every  part. 

Thine f  in  the  dearefl  defign  ofinduflry^ 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 
Thus  doft  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  ftandeft  as  his  prey ; 
Submiflive  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play : 
But  if  thou  ftrive,  poor  foul,  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repaflure  for  his  den. 

Fkin.  What  plume  of/eathers  is  he,  that  indited  this 
letter  ? 
What  vane  ?  what  weather-cock  ?   Did  you  ever  hear 
better  ? 

BoTET.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  ilyle. 

Prin.  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  erewhile. 

BoTET.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard,  that  keeps  here  in 
court ; 
A  phantafm,  a  Monarch© ;  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  prince,  and  his  book-mates. 
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.     pRiN.  Thou,  fellow,  a  word  : 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Cost.  I  told  you ;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  (hould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 

Cost.  From  my  loijd  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord,  to  which  lady  ? 

Cost.  From  my  lord  Biron,  a  good  mafter  of  mine, 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  call'd  Rofaline. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.     Come,  lords, 
away. 
Here,  fweet,  put  up  this  j  'twill  be  thine  another  day, 

[Exit  Princess  and  Train. 

BoTET.  Who  is  the  fuitor  ?  who  is  the  fuitor  ? 

Ros.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 

BoTET.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

Ros.  Why,  flic  that  bears  the  bow. 
Finely  put  off ! 

BoTET.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns;  but,  if  thou  marry. 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on  ! 

Ros.  Well  then,  I  am  the  fliootcr. 

BoYET.  And  who  is  your  deer  ? 

Ros.  If  we  choofe  by  the  horns,  yourfelf ;  come  near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed  !— 

Mar.  You  ftill  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  flie  ftrikes 
at  the  brow. 

BorsT.  But  fhe  herfelf  is  hit  lower:  Have  1  hit  her  now? 

Ros.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that 
was  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

BoTET.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that 
was  a  woman  when  queeii  Guinever  of  Britain  was  a  lit- 
tle wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it^ 
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Ros.  Tbou  carC(l  not  bit  Uf  bit  it,  bit  it,  [finging^ 

Tbou  cojCJI  not  bit  it,  my  good  nan. 
BoYET.  An  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannat. 
An  I  cqnnot^  unotber  ean^ 

\EMu»t  Ros.  and  Kat. 
Cost.  By  my  troth,  moH  pljeftfant: !  how  both  did  fit  it  f 
MjtR*  A  mark  marvellous  well  (kpt }  for  they  both  did 

hit  it. 
BorMT,  A  niart !  Or  mwk  but  that  mark  j  A  mark, 
feys  my  lady ! 
Let  (1)6  m^rk  have  ^  prick  in't,  to  mete  at,  if  it  may  be. 
^jt^.  Wide  f/  the  bow  hand  I    Ffaith,  your  hand  is 

out^ 
Cost.  Indeed,  a*^  muft  (hoot  nearer,  or  hc'U  ne'er  hit 

the  clout, 
BorET.  An  if  my  hand  be  outr  then,  belike  your 

hand  is  in. 
Cost.  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upfhot  by  cleaving  the  pin. 
Masl.  Coippr  come^  you  talk  grcaiily,  your  lips  grow 

foul. 
Cost.  She's  too  h^rd  for  you  at  pripka,  fir;  challenge 

her  to  bowl. 
BorjfT.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing }  Good  night,  my 
good  owL  lExewt  BorsT  and  Maria. 

Cost.  By  my  foul,  a  fwain  i  a  mod  fimple  clown ! 
Lord,  lord  I  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down ! 
p*  my  troth,  moft  fweet  jefts !  moft  incony  vulgar  wit  I 
When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obicenely,  as  it  were, 

fo  fit. 
Armatho  o*  the  one  fide, — O,  a  moft  dainty  man ! 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  &n ! 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand !  and  bow  moil  fweetly  a'  wxtt 
fwcar !— 
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And  his  page  o'  t'other  fide,  that  handful  of  wit ! 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  nit  I 
Sola,  fola !  [Shouting  within. 

{Exit  Costard^  running. 

SCENE  II.  7'be/ame. 

Enter  Holofernes,  Sir  Nathaniel,  and  Dull. 

Nath.  Very  reverent  fport,  truly ;  and  done  in  the 
teftimojiy  of  a  good  confcience. 

HoL.  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  in  fanguis, — ^blood ;. 
ripe  as  a  pomewater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in 
the  ear  of  ccelo, — ^the  (ky,  the  welkin,  the  heaven ;  and 
anon  falleth  like  a  crab,  on  the  face  of  /^rrj,— the  foil/ 
the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Truly,  mafter  Holofernes,  the  epithets  are  fweet- 
ly  varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leaft :  But,  fir,  I  afTure  ye^ 
it  was  a  buck  of  the  firft  head. 

HoL.  Sir  Nathaniel,  haud  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  not  a  baud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 

HoL.  Moft  barbarous  intimation !  yet  a  kind  of  infi- 
nuation,  as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explication  \facere^ 
as  it  were,  replication,  or,  rather,  ojlentare,  to  fhow,  as  it 
were,  his  inclination, — after  his  undrefled,  unpolilhed, 
uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered, 
or,  rathereft,  unconfirmed  faftiion, — .to  infert  again  my 
baud  credo  for  a  deer. 

Dull.  I  faid,  thedeerwasnot  a  haud  credo;  'twasapricket, 

HoL.  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  bis  coBus! — ^O  thou  mon- 
fler  ignorance,  how  deformed  doft  thou  look ! 

Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties  that  are 
bred  in  a  book ;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it  were ;  he 
hath  not  drunk  ink :  his  intelled:  is  not  repleniflied ;  he 
is  only  an  animal,  only  fenfible  in  the  duller  parts ; 
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And  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  before  us,  that  we  thank- 
ful fhould  be 
(Which  we  of  tafte  and  feeling  are)  for  thofe  parts  that 

do  frudtify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indifcreet,  or 

a  fool. 
So,  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in  a 

fchool : 
But,  omne  bene,  fay  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind. 

Dull.  You  two   are  book-men:    Can  you   tell  by 
your  wit, 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  birth,  that's  not  five 
weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
HoL.  Didynna,  good  man  Dull ;  Didynna,  good  man 
X)ulL 

Dull.  What  is  Didynna  ? 
'  Nath.  a  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon. 
HoL.  The  moon  was  a  month  old  when  Adam  was  no 
more ; 
And  raught  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to  fivefcore. 
The  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  Tis  true,  indeed,  the  coUufion  holds  in  the  ex- 
change. 

HoL.  God  comfort  thy  capacity !  I  fay,  the  allufion 
holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay  the  poUufion  holds  in  the  exchange ; 
for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old :  and  I  fay  be- 
fide,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  princefs  kilPd. 

Hol.  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal  epi- 
taph on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour  the 
ignorant,  I  have  call'd  the  deer  the  princefs  kill'd,  a 
pricket. 
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Nath.  Perge^  good  matter  Holofemes,  perge;  fo  i% 
(hall  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

HoL.  I  will  fomething  aflfed  the  letter ;  for  it  argues 
facility. 

The  praifeful  princefs  pierced  and  pricked  a  pretty  pleajing 
pricket ;  [Jbooting. 

Some  fay,  afore ;  but  not  afore,  till  now  made  fore  with 
The  dogs  did  yell;  put  I  tofore^  then  for  el  jumps  from  thickets 

Or  pricket,  fore,  or  elfeforel;  the  people  fall  a  booting. 
If  fore  Before,  then  L  to  fore  makes  fifty  fores  ;  0  fore  L! 
Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  make,  by  adding  but  one  more  L. 

Nath.  a  rare  talent ! 

Dull.  If* a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him 
with  a  talent. 

HoL.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple ;  a  foolifh 
extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  figures,  fhapes,  objefts, 
ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions :  thefe  are  be-» 
got  in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nourifhed  in  the  womb 
oi  pia  mater,  and  delivered  upon  the  mellowing  of  occa- 
fion :  But  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute, 
and  I  am  thankful  for  it. 

Nath.  Sir,  I  praife  the  Lord  for  you ;  and  fo  may  my 
parifliioners ;  for  their  fons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you,  and 
their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you  :  you  are 
a  good  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

HoL.  Mebercle,  if  their  fons  be  ingenious,  they  fhall 
want  no  inftrudion :  if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I  will 
put  it  to  them  :  But,  virfapit,  quipauca  loquitur:  a  foul  fe- 
minine faluteth  us. 

Enter  Ja^uenetta  and  Costard. 

jAit'  God  give  you  good  morrow,  matter  perfon. 

HoL.  Matter  perfon, — quqfi  perf-on.  And  if  one  ftiQuld 
be  pierced^  which  is  the  one  ? 
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Cost.  Marry,  mafter  fchoolmafter,  he  that  is  likeft  to 
a  hogfliead. 

HoL.  Of  piercing  a  hogfliead !  a  good  lufl:re  of  conceit 
in  a  turf  of  earth ;  fire  enough  for  flint,  pearl  enough  for 
a  fwine :  'tis  pretty  ;  it  is  well. 

y^^.  Good  mafter  parfon,  be  fo  good  as  read  me  this 
letter ;  it  was  given  me  by  Coftard,  and  fent  me  from  Don 
Armatho :  I  befeech  you,  read  it. 

Hol.  Foujle^  precor  gelidA  qumdo  pecus  omnefub  umbra 
Ruminaty — and  fo  forth.  Ah,  good  old  Mantuan !  I  may 
fpeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice ; 

Vincgia^  Vinegia^ 

Chi  non  te  vede,  ei  non  te  pregia. 
Old  Mantuan  !  old  Mantuan  !  Who  underftandeth  thee 

not,  loves  thee  not £//,  re^foly  la,  mi,  fa — ^Under  pardon, 

fir,  what  are  the  contents  ?  or,  rather,  as  Horace  fays  in 
his — ^What,  my  foul,  verfes  ? 

Nath.  Ay,  fir,  and  very  learned. 
HoL.  Let  me  hear  a  ftaff,  a  ftanza,  a  verfe ;  Lege,  domine. 
Nath.  If  love  make  me  forefworn,  how  ftiall  I  fwear 
to  love, 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vowed! 
Though  to  myfelf  forfworn,  to  thee  Y\\  faithful  prove; 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  ofiers 
bowed. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes ; 
Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would  com^ 
prehend : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fliall  fufEce ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  com- 
mend : 
All  ignorant  that  foul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder ; 
(Which  is  to  me  fome  praife,that  I  thy  parts  admire  j) 
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Thj  eye  Jove's  Ughtaing  bears,  thj  voice  his  dreadfbi 
thunder. 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,  and  fweet  6re. 

Celeftial,  as  thou  art,  oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrongs 
That  (ingsheaven's  praife  withfuchan  earthly  tongue! 

HoL.  You  find  not  the  apoftrophes,  and  fomifstheac- 
c€|it;  let  me  fupervize  the  canzonet.  Here  are  only  num-* 
ber«  ratified ;  but,  for  tlie  elegancy,  facility,  and  golden 
cadence  of  poefy,  caret.  OviAus  Nafo  was  thenian:  and 
why,  indeed  Nafo ;  but  for  fmelling  out  the  odoriferoui 
flowers  of  fancy,  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  Imitari,  is  no* 
thing :  fo  doth  the  hound  his  mailer,  the  ape  his  keeper, 
the  tired  horf^  his  rider.  But,  damofella  virgin,  was  this 
iiireded  to  you  ? 

Jjfj  Ay,  fir,  from  one  monfieur  Biron,  one  of  the 
ftrange  queen's  lords* 

HoL.  I  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.  To  the  fnow^ 
white  hand  of  the  mo/i  beauteous  Lady  Rofatine.  I  will  look 
again  on  the  intelle^  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomination  of 
the  party  writing  to  the  perfon  written  unto : 

Your  Lady/hip's  in  all  dcfired  employment^  Bikon. 

Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the 
king ;  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of 
the  ftranger  queen's,  which,  accidentally,  or  by  the  way 
of  progreflion,  hath  mifctrried. — ^Trip  and  go  my  fweet; 
deliver  this  paper  into  the  royal  hand  of  the  king;  it  may 
concern  much:  Stay  not  thy  compliment ;  I  forgive  thy 
duty;  adieu.  [life! 

Ja^  Good  Goftard,  go  with  me. — Sir,  God  fave  yoxur 

Cosr.  Have  with  thee, my  girl.  \Exeunt  Cost.  andjASf^ 

Nate.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God,  very 
religioufly  ;  and,  as  a  certain  father  faith 

^£.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,,  I  do  fear  colourable 


44  Xofe's  labovr^s  lost. 

colours.  But,  to  return  to  the  verfes  ;  Did  they  pleafe 
you,  Sir  Nathaniel  ? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

HoL.  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pupil 
of  mine  j  where  if,  before  repaft,  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to 
•gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  privilege  I 
have  with  the  parents  of  the  forefaid  child  or  pupil,  un- 
dertake your  ben  venuto;  where  I  will  prove  thofe  verfes 
to  be  very  unlearned,  neifliier  favouring  of  poetry,  wit, 
nor  invention  :  I  befeech  your  fociety. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too :  for  fociety,  (faith  the  tekt,) 
is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

HoL.  And,  certes,  the  text  moft  infallibly  concludes  it. 
—Sir,  [To  Dull.]  I  do  invite  you  too;  you  fliall  not  fay 
me,  nay:  pauca  verba.  Away;  the  gentles  are  at  their 
game,  and  we  will  to  our  recreation.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Anotber  part  of  the  fame. 
Enter  Bjron  with  a  paper. 
BiRON.  The  king  he  is  hunting  the  deer;  I  am  courf- 
ing  myfelf :  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil ;  I  am  toiling  in  a 
pitch ;  pitch,  that  defiles ;  defile  !  a  foul  word-  Well, 
Set  thee  down,  forrow !  for  fo,  they  fay,  the  fool  faid,  and 
fo  fay  I,  and  I  the  fool.  Well  proved,  wit !  By  the  lord, 
this  love  is  as  mad  as  Ajax  :  it  kills  fheep  ;  it  kills  me,  I 
a  fheep  :  Well  proved  again  on  my  fide  !  I  will  not  love: 

if  I  do,  hang  me ;  i'faith,  I  will  not.     O,  but  her  eye, 

by  this  fight,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  her ;  yes, 
for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the  world  but 
lie,  and  fie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven,  I  do  love :  and  it 
bath  taught  me  to  rhyme,  and  to  me  melancholy  ;  and 
here  is  part  of  my  rhyme,  and  here  my  melancholy.  Well, 
(he  hath  one  o'  my  fonnets  already;  the  clown  bore  it,  the 
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fool  fent  it,  and  the  lady  hath  it :  fweet  clown,  fweeter 
fool,  fweeteft  lady  !  By  the  world,  I  would  not  care  a  pin 
if  the  other  three  were  in :  Here  comes  one  with  a  paper ; 
God  give  him  grace  to  groan !  [Gets  up  into  a  tree. 

Enter  the  King^  with  a  paper. 

King.  Ah  me ! 

BiRON.  [q/ide.]  Shot,  by  heaven ! — ^Proceed,  fweet  Cu- 
pid ;  thou  haft  thumped  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under  the 
left  pap : — Ffaith  fecrets. — 

King,  [reads.]  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun  gives  not 

To  tbofefrefh  morning  drops  upon  the  rofe^ 
As  thy  eye-heamsy  when  their  frefh  rays  havefmote 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows: 
Norfbines  thefilver  moon  one  halffo  bright 

Through  the  tranfparent  bofom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light ; 

Tboufhinfl  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep : 
No  drop  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee. 

So  ride/l  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe  ; 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fw ell  in  me. 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  fhow : 
But  do  not  love  thyfelf;  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glqffes,  andjlill  make  me  weep. 
O  queen  of  queens,  how  far  dq/l  thou  excel! 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell.'-^ 
'How  fhall  fhe  know  my  griefs  ?  Til  drop  the  paper ; 
Sweet  leaves,  ihade  folly.   Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[Steps  aftde. 
Enter  Longafille,  with  a  paper. 
What,  Longaville !  and  reading !  liften,  ear^ 

BiRON.  Now,  in  thy  likenefs,  one  more  fool,  appear ! 

Long.  Ah  me !  I  am  forfwom.  lAfldi. 
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•    BiRON.  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  pequre,  wearing  pa- 
pers. [AJide. 
King.  In  love,  I  hope ;  Sweet  fellowfhip  in  fliame  ! 

[Jftde. 

BiRON.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name.  [Afide. 

Long.  Am  I  the  firft  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo  ?   [Afide. 

BiRON.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort ;  not  by  two,  that 

I  know :  \^Afide. 

Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,  the  corner-cap  of  fociety. 

The  Ihape  of  love's  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 

Long.  I  fear,  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move : 
O  fweet  Maria,  emprefs  of  my  love  ! 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 

BiRON.  O,  rhymes  are  guards  on  wanton  Cupid's  hofe : 

i4fide. 
Disfigure  not  his  flop. 

Long.  This  fame  fliall  go \^He  reads  tbefonnet^ 

Bid  not  the  becwenly  rbetorick  of  thine  eyt      ^ 

CGainJl  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument^) 
Perfuade  my  heart  to  thisfalfe  perjury  ? 

Vows  ^  for  thee  broke j  deferve  not  punijhment. 
A  woman  Iforfwore;  but^  I  will  prove. 

Thou  being  a  goddefs,  Iforfwore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love; 

Hy  grace  being  gained,  cures  all  difgrace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is : 

Tien  thou,  fair  fun,  which  on  my  earth  dq/lfhine^ 
ExhaPfl  this  vapour  vow;  in  thee  it  is : 
If  broken  then^  it  is  no  fault  of  mine; 
If  by  me  broke.  What  fool  is  not  fo  wife^ 

To  lofe  an  oath  to  win  a  paradife  ?  [flefti  a  deity ; 

BiRON.  [A/ide.]  This  is  the  liver  vein,  which  makes 
A  green  goofe,  a  goddefs  :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
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God  amend  us,  God  amend!  we  are  much  out  o'the  way. 
Enter  Dumajn^  with  a  paper. 

Long.  By  whom  fhall  I  fend  this  ? — Company !  ftay, 

[Stepping  ajidem 

BiRON.  [Aftde.'\  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play : 
Like  a  demi-god  here  fit  I  in  the  fky. 
And  wretched  fools'  fecrets  heedfuUy  o'er-eye. 
More  facks  to  the  mill  I  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wifli ; 
Dumain  transformed :  four  woodcocks  in  a  difh  ! 

DuM.  O  moft  divine  Kate  ! 

BiRON.  O  moft  prophane  coxcomb  !  [^Jide. 

JDuM.  By  heaven,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye ! 

BiRON.  By  earth,  fhe  is  but  corporal ;  there  you  he. 

[4^de. 

DuM.  Her  amber  hairs  for  fpul  have  amber  coted- 

BiRON.  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted.  {Aftde. 

DuM.  As  upright  as  the  cedar, 

BiRON.  Stoop,  I  fay ; 
Her  fhoulder  is  with  child*  [AJide. 

DuM.  As  fair  as  day. 

Bjron.  Ay,  as  fome  days ;  but  then  no  fun  muft  fhine. 

l^ifide. 

DuM.  O  that  I  had  my  wifli ! 

Long.  And  I  had  mine  !  [AJide. 

King.  And  I  mine  too,  good  Lord  !  [Afide. 

BiRON.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine :  Is  not  that  a  good 
word  ?  [AJide. 

DuM.  I  would  forget  her ;  but  a  fever  fhe 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembered  be. 

BiRON.  A  fever  in  your  blood !  why,  then  incifion 
-Would  let  her  out  in  faucers  j  Sweet  mifprifion!  [jifide. 
DuM.  Once  more  1*11  read  the  o^e  that  I  have  writ. 

BiRON.  Once  more  I'll  markhow  love  can  vary  wit.  [AJide^ 
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DuM.  On  a  day^  (alack  the  day  !) 

Lovty  wbofe  month  is  ever  May, 

Spied  a  blojfom^  p^3^sf^^^^ 

Flaying  in  the  wanton  air : 

through  the  velvet  leches  the  wind. 

All  unfeen,  ^gan  pajfage  find; 

^at  the  lover,  fick  to  death, 

Wijh^d  himfelf  the  heaven^ s  breath. 

Air,  quoth  he,  thy  cheeks  may  blow; 

Air,  would  I  might  triumph  fi) ! 

But  alack,  my  hand  is /worn, 

Ne^er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn : 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet; 

Youth  fo  apt  to  pluck  afweet. 

Do  not  call  it  fin  in  me, 

^at  I  am  forfworn  for  thee : 

l^oufor  whom  even  Jove  would  fwear, 

Juno  but  an  Ethiop  zvere; 

And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love 

This  will  I  fend ;  and  fomething  elfe  more  plain, 
That  ftiall  exprefs  my  true  love's  fading  pain. 
O,  would  the  king,  Biron,  and  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too !  Ill,  to  example  ill, 
Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  peijur'd  note  ; 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote.  [rity. 

Long.  Dumain,  [advancing.]  thy  love  is  far  from  cha- 
That  in  love's  grief  delir*ft  fociety  : 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  fhould  blufh,  I  know. 
To  be  o'erheard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come,  fir,  [advancing.]  you  blufh ;  as  his  your 
cafe  is  fuch ; 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much  : 
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You  do  not  love  Maria ;  Longaville 

Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile ; 

Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 

His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart. 

I  have  been  clofely  fhrouded  in  this  bufh, 

And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufti. 

I  heard  your  guilty  rhymes,  obferv*d  your  fafhion ; 

Saw  fighs  reek  from  you,  noted  well  your  paflion  : 

Ah  me  I  fays  one  ;  O  Jove  !  the  other  cries  ; 

One,  her  hairs  were  gold,  cryftal  the  other's  eyes  : 

You  would  for  paradife  break  faith  and  troth;  [To Long. 

And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

[To  DUMAIN^ 
What  will  Bir6n  fay,  when  that  he  fliall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  a  zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  he  fcom  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his. wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

BiRON.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrify.— 
Ah,  good  my  lieg^,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me  : 

[Defcends  from  the  tree. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou,  thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  ;  in  your  tears,  • 
There  is  no  certain  princefs  that  appears  : 
You'll. not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing  ; 
Tulh,  none  but  minftrels  like  of  fonneting. 
But  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not. 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'er-fhot  ? 
You  fbimd  his  mote ;  the  king  your  mote  did  fee ; 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
O,  what  afcene  of  foplery  I  have  feen, 

Vol..  n/  D  - 
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Of  iighs,  of  groans,  of  fdrrow,  and  of  teen! 

0  me,  with  what  ftridt  patience  have  I  fat. 
To  fee  a  king  transformed  to  a  gnat ! 

To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gig. 
And  profound  Solomon  to  tunp  a  jig, 
And  Neftor  play  at  pufli-pin  with  the  boyj, 
And  critick  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 
Where  Ues  thy  grief,  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain  ? 
And,  gentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  the  bread  i^-^      ^ 
A  caudle,  ho !  \  . 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft. 
Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

BiRON.  Not  you  by  me,  butl  betray 'd  to  you ; 
I,  that  am  honed  ;  I,  that  hold  it  fin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in ; 

1  am  betrayed,  by  keeping  company 

With  moon-Uke  men,  of  flrange  inconftancy. 
When  fhall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhyme  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  ?  When  Ihall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praife  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  fece,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  date,  a  brow,  a  bread,  a  waid, 
A  leg,  a  linib  ? — 

King.  Soft ;  Whither  away  fo  fad  ? 
A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo  ? 

BiRON.  I  pod  from  love ;  good  lover,  let  me  %o. 
Enter  JjifUENBrrA  and  Costard. 

Ja^.  God  blefs  the  king  ! 

King.  What  prefent  had  thou  there  ? 

Cost.  Some  certain  treafon. 

King.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 

Cost.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  fir. 
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King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treafon,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  together. 

5^^^.  I  befeech  your  grace,  let  this  letter  be  read  ; 
Our  parfon  mifdoubts  it ;  *twas  treafon,  he  faid* 
King.  Biron,  read  it  over.  [Givin^r  bim  the  letter. 

Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 
7^^.  OfCoftard. 
King.  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 
Cost.  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now!  what  is  in  you?  why  doft  thou  tear  it  ? 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  liege^  a  toy ;  your  grace  needs  not 
fear  it.  [hear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  paffion,  and  therefore  let's 
DuM.  It  is  Biron*s  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 

IPicis  up  the  pieces. 
Biron.  Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  [7J  Costard.^ 
you  were  bom  to  do  me  (hame.— . 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty  ;  I  confefs,  I  confefs. 
King.  What  ?  [up  the  mefs  : 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to  make 
He,  he,  and  you,  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purfes  in  love,  and  we  deferve  to  die. 
O,  difmifs  this  audience,  and  I  fhall  tell  you  more. 
DuM.  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True  true ;  we  are  four  :— • 
Will  thefe  turtles  be  gone  ? 
King.  Hence,  firs  ;  away. 

Cost.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  ftay. 
[Exeunt  Costard  and  jAfUBNETTA. 
Biron.  Sweet  lords,  fweet  lovers,  O  let  us  embrace ! 
As  true  we  are,  as  flefh  and  blood  can  be  : 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  (how  his  fece  j 
Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree  : 

Dij 
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We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born  J 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  mull  we  be  forfwom.      [thine  * 
KiNGi  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  (how  fome  love  of 
BiRON.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  heavenly 
Rofaline^ 
That,  like  a  rude  and  favage  rfiah  of  Inde, 

At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eaft. 
Bows  not  his  vaflal  head  ;  aiid,  ftrucketf  blind, 

Kifles  the  baft  ground  with  obedient  breaft  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-fighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majefty  ? 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  infpir'd  thee  novT  ? 
My  love,  her  miftrefs^  is  a  gracious  moon ; 
She,  an  attending  ftar,  fcarce  feen  a  light. 
jBiron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron  j  . 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night ! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  fovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek ; 
Where  feveral  worthies  make  one  dignity ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itfelf  doth  feek/ 
Lend  me  the  flourifh  of  all  gentle  tongues, — 

Fie,  painted  rhetorick !  O,  (he  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praife  belongs  j 

She  pafTes  praife ;  then  praife  too  fhort  doth  bloti 
A  withered  hermit,  five-fcore  winters  worn. 

Might  {hake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 
Beauty  doth  vdmiftl  age,  as  if  new-bom. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy. 
Oi  *tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  fhine ! 
King.  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony^ 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine ! 
A  wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicity- 
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►,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  I  may  fwear,  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
F  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look : 
No  face  is  feir,  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 
King.  O  paradox !  Black  is  the  badge  of  hell. 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night ; 
^d  beauty's  cr«ft  becomes  the  heavens  well., 

BiRON.  Devils  foonefl  tempt,  refembUng  fpirits  of  light 
D,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brows  be  deckt. 

It  mourns,  that  paiflting,  and  ufurping  hair, 
>hould  ravifh  doters  with  a  fiilfe  afped ; 

And  therefore  is  fhe  bom  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  ^fhion  of  the  days  j 

Fpr  native  blood  is  counted  painting  noV ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpraife,  - 

Paints  itfelf  black,  to  imitate  her  brow, 
DuM.  To  look  Uke  her,  are  chimney-fweepers  blacky 
Long.  And,  fince  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright. 
King.  And  E^hiops  of  their  fweet  complexion  crack. 
DuM.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light. 
BiKON.  Your  miflreflfes  dare  never  come  in  rain. 
For  fear  their  colours  ihould  be  wafh'd  away. 
King.  Twere'good,  yours  did;  for,  fir,  to  tell  you  plain^ 

m  find  a  fairer  face  not  walh-d  to-day. 
BiRON.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dooms-day  here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  fhe. 
DuM.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  ftufF  fo  dear. 
Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love:  my  foot  and  her  face  fee. 

[Showing  bisjhoc^ 
BiRON.  O,  if  the  flreets  were  paved  with  thine  eyes. 

Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  fuchli^ad ! 
DuM.  O  vile !  then  as  fhe  goes,  what  upward  lies 
The  ilreet  fhovld  fee  as  fhe  walk'd  over  head. 

D  iij 
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King.  But  what  of  this  ?  Are  we  not  tU  in  love  ? 

BiKOit.  O,  nothing  fo  fure ;  and  thereby  all  forfwonu 

King.  Then  leave  this  chat ;  ai^d^good  Bir6n,now  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  fiuth  not  tom4 

DuM.  Ay,  marry,  there ;— fome  flattery  for  this  evil. 

Long.  O,  fome  authority  how  to  proceed ; 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how.  to  cheat  the  devil. 

DuM.  Some  falve  for  perjury. 

BiRON.  O,  *tis  more  than  need ! 
Have  at  you  then,  afiedion's  men  at  arms : . 
Confider,  what  you  firft  did  fwear  imto  ;— 
To  faft,— toiludy, — ^and  to  fee  no  woman;— 
Flat  treafon  •gainft  the  kingly  flate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  fail  ?  your  ftomachs  tire  too  young ; 
And  abftinence  engenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy,  lords. 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworH  his  book : 
Can  you  flill  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  f 
For  when  would  you,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you. 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudy's  excellence^ 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  women*8  eyes  this  dodrine  I  derive : 
They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes. 
From  whence  doth  fpf ing  the  true  Promethean  fire. 
Why,  imiverfal  plodding  prifons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  ; 
As  motion,  and  long-during  adion,  tires 
The  finewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face. 
You  have  in  that  forfworh  the  ufe  of  eyes ; 
And  ftudy  too,  the  caufei*  of  your  vow : 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world. 
Teaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 
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Learning  is  but  an  adjiind  to  ourfelf, 

And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewife  is. 

Then,  when  ourfelves  we  fee  in  ladies'  eyes. 

Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  ftudy,  lords ; 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfwom  our  books ; 

For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you. 

In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 

Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 

Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain ; 

And  therefore  finding  barren  pradifers. 

Scarce  fhow  a  Jiarveft  of  their  heavy  toil : 

But  love,  firfl  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain ; 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power  i 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 

Above  their  fun£hons  and  their  offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye  ; 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind ; 

A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  lowefl  found. 

When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  flopp'd  j 

Love's  feeling  is  more  foft,  and  fenfible. 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnails ; 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchu>  grofs  in  tafte ; 

For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules,  • 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefperides  ? 

Subtle  as  fphinx ;  as  fweet,  and  mufical, 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  flrung  with  his  hair ; 

And,  when  love  fpeaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  godi 

Makes  heaven  drowfy  with  the  harmony. 

Never  durft  poci  touch  a  pea  to  write^ 
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Until  his  ink  were  tempered  with  love's  fighs  j  \ 

O,  then  his  lines  would  ravilh  favage  ears. 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

From  women's  eyes  this  doftrine  I  derive :  I 

They  fparkle  flill  the  right  Promethean  fire ; 

They  are  the  books,  the  arts',  the  academes, 

That  fhow,  contain,  and  nourifh  all  the  world ; 

Elfe,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent  : 

Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfwear ; 

Or,  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 

For  wifdom's  fake,  a  word  that  all  men  love ; 

Or  for  love's  fake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men  ; 

Or  for  men's  fake,  the  authors  of  thefe  women  ; 

Or  women's  fake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men  j 

Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  ourfelves. 

Or  elfe  we  lofe  ourfelves  to  keep  our  oaths  i 

It  is  religion,  to  be  thus  forfwom  \ 

For  charity  itfelf  fulfils  the  law ; 

And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then !  and,  foldiers,  to  the  field  ! 

BiRON.  Advance  your  ftandards,   and  upon  them, 
lords ; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them !  but  be  firft  advis'd. 
In  conflid  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain-<iealing ;  lay  thefe  glozes  by : 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And.win  them  too :  therefore  let  us  devife 
3ome  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

BiRON.  Firft,from  the  park  let  us  condud  them  thither  j 
Then,  homeward,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  feir  mifirefs  :  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them, 
Such  ^  the  fhortiiefs  of  ^e  time  can  fhape  y 
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For  revels,  dances,  mafks,  and  merry  hours, 
Fore-nin  fair  Love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  flowers* . 

King.  Away,  away !  no  time  fhall  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 
BiRON.  AUons!  Allans  1 — Sow'd  cockle  reap'd  no  com  j^ 
And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure : 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfwom ; 
If  fo,  our,  copper  buys  no  better.treafure,     [£x»«f« 

c ■  ■  ■* 

Acr  V. 

SCENE  I.  Another  part  of  tbc  fame. 
Enter  Holofernes,  Sir  Nathaniel^  amLDuLL^, 

HoL.  Satis  quodfufficit. 

Nath.  I  praife  God  for  you,  fir :  your  reafons  at  din* 
ner  have  been  (harp  and  fententious  ;  pleafant  without 
fcurriUty,  witty  without  aflfedion,  audacious  without  im- 
pudency,  learned  without  opinion,  and  ftrange  without 
herefy,  I  did  converfe  this  quondam,  day  with  a  compa- 
nion of  the  king's,  who  is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called, 
Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 

HoL.  Novi  iominem  tanquam  te :  His  humour  is  lofty, 
his  difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye  am- 
bitious, his  gait  majefi:ical,  and  his  general  behaviour 
vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrafonical.  He  is  too  picked,  too 
fpruce,  toq  affeded,  too  odd,  as  it  were,  too  peregrinate, 
'  as  I  may  call  it. 

Nath.  A  mod  fingulaiLand  choice  epithet. 

[Takes  out  bis  table-book. 

HoL.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity  finer 
than  the  ftaple  of  his  argmnent.  I  abhor  fuch  fanatical 
I^iantaims,  fuch  infociable  and  pointndevife  companions ; 
fuch  racl^ers  of  orthography,  as  to  fpeak,  dout,  fine,  when 


\ 
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he  fhould  fay,  doubt ;  det,  when  he  ihould  pronoiince, 
debt }  d,  e,  b,  t  (  not,  d^  e,  t :  he  clepeth  a  t:alf»  cauf ; 
half,  hauf ;  neighbour^  vacatur^  nebour;  neigh,  abbre- 
viated, ne :  This  is  abhoininable,  (which  he  would  ^all 
abominable,)  it  infinuateth  me  of  infaaie ;  N^  inttlligu 
iiomine  f  to  make  frantick^  lunatick. 

Nath.  Lous  deo^  bone  imell^go. 

Hot.  Bone  f^^i^ne,  for  ieni :  Prijaan  a  little  fcratch'd ; 
'  ^twill  fervc. 

Enter  Armado,  Mora^  and  Costard. 

Nath.  Videfne  quis  vemt  f 

HoL.  Video  ygaudeo* 

Arm.  Chirra !  \T!o  Moth^ 

MoL.  §luare  Chirra,  not  firrah  ? 

Arm.  Men  of  peace,  well  encounter'd. 

Hot.  Mod  military  fir,  falutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  fcaft  of  languages, 
and  ftolen  the  fcraps.  [To  Costard  tk/ide. 

Cost.  O,  they  have  lived  long  on  the  alms-ba(ket  of 
words  !  I  marvel,  thy  mailer  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a 
word ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  honorific 
cabiHtudinitatibue :  thou  art  eafier  fwaUowed  than  a  flap* 
dragon* 

MoTU.  Peace ;  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  [to  HoL.^  are  you  not  lettered  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes;  he  teaches  the  boys  the  hornbook :->^ 
What  is  a,  b,  fpelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  head  ? 

HoL.  Bsi^pueritia^  with  a  horn  added. 

MotH.  Ba,  mod  filly  fheep,  with  a  horn : — ^You  hear 
his  learning* 

Jbi.  SltttJt^  quiSj  thou  confonant  f 

Moth.  The  third  of  the  fitra.  vowris,  if  you  .repeat 
them.;  or  the  fifths  if  h 


JHoL.  I  will  repeat  them^  a,  e^  i..^^ 

Moth.  The  fheep  :  the  other  two  concludes  it ;  o»  tt« 

^Kjr^Now,  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  Meditefraneum,  a 
fweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit :  (hip,  fikap^  quick  and 
home  {  it  rejoiceth  my  intelled :  true  wit* 

Mora.  O&r'd  by,  a  child  to  an  old  man  i  which  is 
wit-old. 

Hot.  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  i 

Moth.  Horns. 

HoL.  Thou  difputeft  like  an  infant  i  go^  whip  thy  gig« 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I 
will  whip  about  your  infamy  circHm  cird:  A  gig  of  a 
cuckold's  horn ! 

Cost.  An  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou 
ihoiddft  have  it  to  buy  ginger-bread :  hold,  there  is  the 
very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mafler,  thou  half-^penny 
purfe  of  wit,  thou  pigeon-egg  of  difcretiom  O,  an  the 
heavens  were  fo  pleafed,  that  thou  wert  but  my  baftard! 
what  a  joyful  father  wouldft  thou  make  me!  Go  to; 
thou  hail  it  ad  du^gbill,  at  the  finger's  ends,  as  they  fay. 

HoL.  O,  I  fmell  fiilfe  Latin  ;  dunghill  for  uf^guem. 

Akm.  Arts*-man,  prmambula;  we  will  be  fingled  from 
the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  (he  chargON 
hottfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain ! 

Hot.  Or,  mxm^  the  hill. 

AtiM.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  .for  the  mountain^ 

HoL.  I  do,  fans  queftion« 

Amm.  Sir,  it  is  the  king's  moft  fweet  pleafure  and  a£^ 
ftAion,  to  congratulate  the  princefs  at  her  pavilion,  in 
the  pofleriors  of  this  day ;  which  the  rude  nudtitude  call, 
die  afternoon. 

HoL.  The  poflerior  of  the  day,  moft  generous  fir^  is 
Uable,  congruent,  and  meafurable  for  the  aftemoonc  Jthe 
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word  is  well  cuU'd,  chofe ;  fweet  and  apt,  I  do  aflure 
you,  fir,  I  do  aflure. 

jiRM.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman ;  a^d  my  fa- 
miliar, I  do  aflure  you,  very  good  friend : — ^For  what  is 
inward  between  us,  let  it  pafs  2 — I  do  befeech  thee,  re*, 
member  thy  courtefy ;  I  befeech  thpe,  apparel  thy  head  : 
—and  among  other  importunate  and  mofl:  ferious  de.- 
figns, — and  of  great  import  indeed,  too ;— but  let  that 
pafs : — for  I  muft  tell  thee,  it  will  pleafe  his  grace  (by 
the  world)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor  flioulder ; 
and  with  his  royal  finger,  thus,  dally  with  my  excre- 
ment, with  my  muftachio :  but  fweet  heart,  let  that  pals. 
By  the  world,  I  recount  na  fable  ;  fome  certain  fpecial 
honours  it  pleafeth  his  gre^tnefs  to  impart  to  Armado,  a 
foldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  feen  the  world ;  but 
let  thafjpafs. — ^The  very  all  of  all  is, — ^but,  fweet  heart, 
I  do  implore  fecrecy, — ^that  the  king  would  have  meprOf 
ient  the  pyincefs,  fweet  chuck,  with  fome  delightful  of^ 
tentation,  or  fliow,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or  fire-work. 
Now,  underftanding  that  the  curate,  and  your  fweet  felf, 
are  good  at  fuch  eruptions,  and  fudden  breaking  out  of 
mirth,  as  it  were,  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to  the 
ez^d  to  erave  your  afllftance. 

ffoL.  Sir,  you  fliall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  wor? 
thies,— Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment 
of  time,  fome  Piow  in  the  poflerior  of  this  day,  to  be 
xender'd  by  our  afllflance, — ^the  king's  command,  and 
this  mofl  gallant,  illuflrate,  and  learned  gentleman,—* 
before  the  princefs )  I  fay,  nonq  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the 
nine  worthies. 

NjiTH.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough  to 
prefent  them  ? 
-    ffoL.  Joihua,  yourfelf }  myfelf,  or  this  gallant  gentler 


ttianj  Judas  Maccabsus ;  this  fwain,  becaufe  of  his  great 
limb  or  joint,  fhall  pafs  Pompey  the  great ;  the  page, 
Hercules.. 

j4rm.  Pardon,  fir,  error :  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  worthy's  thumb  ;  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end  of 
his  club. 

HoL.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  {hall  prefent  Hercu- 
les in  minority :  his  enter  and  exit  fliall  be  ftrangling  a 
fiiake ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  purpofe. 

Moth/ An  excellent  device !  fo,  if  any  of  the  audi- 
ence hifs,  you  may  cry :  well  done,  Hercules !  nc/w  tbou 
mijbefi  the  fnake  /  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  ofifence 
(racious ;  though  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it, 

Arm.  For  the  reft  of  the  worthies  ?— 

-flbx.  I  will  play  three  myfelf. 

Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gentleman ! 

Arm.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

HoL.  We  attend* 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antick. ,  I 
befeech  you,  follow. 

HoL.  Via^  goodman  Dull !  thou  haft  fpoken  no  word 
all  this  while. 

Dull.  Nor  underftood  none  neither,  fir, 

HoL.  AUons  !  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  Til  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fo  ;  or  I  will  play 
on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hay. 

HoL.  Moft  dull,  honeft  Dull,  to  our  fport,.away. 

[^Exeuntw 

^       . 

SCENE  11.  Another  part  of  the  fame. 

Before  the  Princess's  Pavilioyi. 

inter  tbc  Princess^  Katharine.  Rosaline^  end 

Maria. 
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Prin.  Sweet  hearts,  we  fhall  be  rich  ere  we  depart. 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in : 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds ! — 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 

Ros.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that  ? 

pRiN.  Nothing  but  this  ?  yes,  as  much  love  in  rhyme. 
As  would  be  crammM  up  in  a  fheet  of  paper. 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Ros.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  god^head  wax ; 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy. 

Kath.  Ay,  and  a  Ihrewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Ao.y.  You*ll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him  j  he  kiU'd  your 
fitter. 

Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad  and  heavy ; 
And  fo  fhe  died:   had  fhe  been  light,  like  you. 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  flirring  fpirit. 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  (he  died  : 
And  fo  may  you ;  for  d  light  heart  lives  long. 

Ros.  What's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,  of  this  light 

Kate  J.  A  Ught  condition  in  a  beauty  dark.       [word  ^ 

Ros.  We  need  more  Hght  to  find  your  meaning  out. 

Kath.  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  fnuff ; 
Therefore,  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Ros.  Look  what  you  do,  you  do  it  ftill  i'  the  dark* 

Kath.  So  do  not  you  ;  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Ros.  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you  ;  and  therefore  light* 

Katm.  You  weigh  me  not, — ^O;  that's  you  care  not 
for  me. 

Ros.  Great  reafon  ;  for,  Paft  cure  is  ftill  paft  care. 

Prin.  Well  bandied  both ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
But  Rofaline,  you  have  a  favour  too  : 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 


Ros.  1  wotJd,  yon  knew : 
An  if  my  fiice  were  but  as  ^r  as  yours, 
My  fiivour  were  as  great ;  be  witnefs  this» 
Nay,  I  have  verfes  too,  I  thank  Bir6n  : 
The  numbers  true ;  and,  were  the  nimiVriag  toOt 
I  were  the  faireft  goddefs  on  the  ground : 
I  am  comt>ar^d  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 
0,  he  hath  dra^m  my  pidure  in  his  letter ! 

Pri}^.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Ros.  Much,  in  the  letters  ;  nothing,  in  the  praife. 

Priit.  Beauteous  as  ink ;  a  good  conclufion. 

KjITH.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-^book. 

Ros.  'Ware  pencils  !  How  ?  let  me  not  die  your  debtor. 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter : 
0,  that  your  face  were  hot  fo  full  of  O's ! 

Kjth.  a  pox  of  that  jell !  and  beflirew  all  Ihrows  ! 

Prin.  But  what  was  fent  to  you  from  fair  Dumain  ? 

Kath.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Kjth.  Yes,  madam  ;  and  moreover. 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithful  lover : 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrify. 
Vilely  compii'd,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mjr.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longaville  ;  . 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  lefs  ;  Doft  thou  not  wifh  in  heart. 
The  dhain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fhort  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part- 

Prjn.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lover?  fo. 

Ros.  They  are  worfe  fools,  to  purchafe  mocking  foi 
That  fame  Bir6n  I'll  torture  ere  I  go. 
0,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week !  v 

How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  ^g,  and  feek  ; 

I 
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And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obfcrve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  jrhymesj 
And  fhape  his  fervice  wholly  to  my  behefts  ; 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jells ! 
So  portent-like  would  I  o'erfway  his  ftate. 
That  he  fhould  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Frin.  None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'd^ 
As  wit  turn'd  fool :  .folly,  in  wifdom  hatcjji'd. 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool ; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  leatned  fool. 

Ros.  The  blood  of  youth  bums  not  with  fuch  excels. 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears,  not  fo  ftrong  a  note. 
As  foolery  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote ; 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  fimplicity. 

Enter  Borsr. 
Frin.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 
JBoTET.  O,  I  am  ftabb'd  with  laughter  !  Where's  her 

grace  ? 
Frin.  Thy  news,  Boyet  ? 
BoTET.  Prepare,  madam,  prepare  ! — 
Arm,  wenches,  arm !  encounters  mounted  are  - 
Againft  your  peace  :  Love  doth  approach  difguis'd. 
Armed  in  arguments ;  you'll  be  furpris'd  : 
Mufter  your  wits  ;  ftand  in  your  own  defence  ; 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Frin.  Saint  Dennis  to  faint  Cupid  !  What  are  they. 
That  charge  their  breath  againft  us  ?  fay,  fcout,  {ay^ 

BoTET.  Under  the  cool  ftiade  of  a  fycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fome  half  an  hour ; 
When,  low !  to  interrupt  my  purposed  reft, 
Towajcd  that  (hade  I  might  behold  addreft 

.-a  .  " 


lofb's  la  bourns  lost.  6$ 

_  « 

The  king  and  his  companions  :  warily 

I  dole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by, 

And  overheard  what  you  fhall  overhear ; 

That,  by  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here* 

Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavifh  page, 

That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embaflage  : 

Adion,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there  ; 

Tins  muji  thou /peak  ^  and  thus  tbyj^dy  bear : 

And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 

Prefence  majeftical  would  put  him  out ; 

For^  quoth  the  king,  an  angel  Jhak  thou  fee  ; 

Yet  fear  not  tbou^  butfpeak  audacioufly. 

The  boy  reply 'd.  An  angel  is  not  evil ; 

Ifhould  bave  feared  ber^  badfhe  been  a  devil. 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  ckpp'd  him  on  the  Ihoulder  j 

Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 

One  rubb'd  his  elbow,  thus  ;  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 

A  better  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before : 

Another,  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd,  Via  I  we  will  ddt^  come  wbat  will  come : 

The  third  he  caper'd,  and  cried.  All  goes  well: 

The  fourth  tum'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  felL 

With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 

With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 
J  That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 
\  To  check  their  folly,  paflion's  folemn  tears. 

Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 
BoTET.  They  do,  they  do  ;  and  are  apparel'd  thus,— 

Like  Mufcovites,  or  Ruffians  :  as  I  guefs. 

Their  purpofe  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance  : 

And  every  one  l\is  love-feat  will  advance 
•  Unto  his  feveral  miftrefs  j  .which  they'll  know 

%  favours  feveral,  which  they  did  bellow. 
Vol.  11.  ^ 
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Prw.  And  will  they  fo?  the  gallants  fhall  be  tafk'd:— 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  mafk'd ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fhall  have  the  grace, 
Defpite  of  fuit,  to  fee  a  lady^s  face. — 
Hold,  Rofaline,  this  favour  thou  (halt  wear ; 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear ; 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine  j 
So  fhall  Biron  take  m||£pr  Rofaline,— 
And  change  you  favours  too  }  fo  fhall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceived  by  thefe  removes. 

Ros.  Come  on  then  ;  wear  the  favours  mofl  in  light. 
Kath.  But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 
Prin.  The  efFed  of  my  intent  is,  to  crof^  theirs  : 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment ; 
Arid  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  counfels  they  unbofom  fhall 
To  lovies  miflook ;  and  fo  be  mock'd  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  we  meet. 
With  vifages  difplay'd,  to  talk,  and  greet. 

Ros.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't  ? 
Prin.  No  ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot  : 
Nor  to  their  penned  fpeech  render  we  no  grace  j 
But,  while  'tis  fpoke, 'each  turn  away  her  face. 

BoTET.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  fpeaker's 
heart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it ;  and,  I  make  no  doubt. 
The  refl  will  ne*er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  fport,  as  fport  by  fport  overthrown  ; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  : 
So  fhall  we  flay,  mocking  intended  game ; 
And  they,  well  mock'd,  depart  away  with  fhame. 

IfTrumpets  found  within. 
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^orsr.  The  trumpet  founds ;  be  mafk'd,  the  mafkers 

come.  •  {Tie  ladies  mqfk. 

Inter  the  King^  Bikon,  Longafille^  and  Dumain^ 

in  BjuJJian  habits^  and  majked;  Moth^  Mujicians^  and 

Attendants. 

MoT^H.  All  baiiy  the  ricbejl  beauties  on  the  earth  ! 

BoTET.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  tafl&ta. 

Moth.  A  holy  partel  of  the  fairi^  dames ^ 

[The  Udies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
%at  ever  turtCd  their — backs.— to  mortal  "views  ! 

BiRON.  Tieir  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.  7iia  ever  turned  their  eyes  to  mortal  views  ! 
Out—  V 

BoTET.  True ;  out^  indeed. 

MoT^.  Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  Jpirifs,  vouchfqfc 
Not  to  behold— 

BiRON.  Once  to  behold,  rogue.  s 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed  eyes^ 
■ with  your  fun-beamed  eyes — 

BoTET.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithet  j 
You  were  beft  call  it,  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 

BiRON.  Is  this  your  perfe(3iiefs  ?  be  gone,  you  rogue. 

Ros.  What  would  thefe  ftrangers  ?  know  their  minds, 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language, 'tis  our  will  [Boyet : 

That  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes  : 
Know  what  they  would. 

BorsT.  What  would  you  with  the  princefs  ? 

BiRON.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Ros.  What  would  they,  fey  they  ? 

BoTET.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Ros.  Why,  that  they  have  ;  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone. 

5o«r.  She  fays,  you  have  it,  and  you  may  be  gone, 

Eij 
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King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miles^ 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  her  on  this  grafs. 

BoTET.  They  fay,  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a 
mile, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  you  on  this  grafs. 

Ros.  It  is  not  fo  :  afk  them  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile :  if  they  have  meafur'd  many. 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  t6ld. 

BoTET.  If,  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  miles. 
And  many  miles;  the  princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  inches  do  fill  up  one  mile. 

BikON.  Tell  her,  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 

Borsr.  She  hears  herfelf. 
'  Ros.  How  many  weary  fteps, 
Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  overgone, 
Are  numbered  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

BiRON.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you  ; 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  (how  the  funfhine  of  your  face, 
That  we,  like  favages,  may  worftiip  it. 

Ros.  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too- 

King.  Blefled  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do  ! 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  ftars,  to  ftiinc 
-(Thofe  clouds  removed,) 'upon  our  wat'ry  eyne. 

Ros.  O  vain  petitioner !  beg  a  greater  matter  ; 
Thou  now  requeft'ft  but  moonfhine  in  the  water. 

King.  Then,  in  our  meafure  do  but  vouchfafe  one 
change  : 
Thou  bid'ft  me  beg ;  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 

Ros.  Play,  mufick,  then :  nay,  you  muft  do  it  foon. 

[Mujick  playsm 
Not  yet; — no  dance.:— -thus  change  I  like  the  moon* 
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King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?    How  come  you  thus 
eftrang'd  ? 

Ros.  You  tocfk  the  moon  at  full;  but  now  fhe^s  chang'd. 

King.  Yet  ftill  (he  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  mufick  plays ;  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it. 

Ros.  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it. 

King.  But  your  legs  fhould  do  it. 

Ros.  Since  you  are  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  chance. 
We'll  not  be  nice :  take  hands  ; — we  will  not  dance. 

King.  Why  take  we  hands  then  ? 

Ros.  Only  to  part  friends  : — 
CourtTy,  fweet  hearts ;  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 

King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure ;  be  not  nice. 

Ros.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 

King.  Prize  you  yourfelves ;  What  buys  your  com^ 

Ros.  Your  abfence  only.  [pany  ? 

King.  That  can  never  be. 

Ros.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  and  fo  adieu  ; 
Twice  to  your  vifor,  and  half  once  to  you  ! 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 

Ros.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  with  that. 

[7}}ey  converfe  apart. 

BiRON.  White-handed  miftrefs,  one  fweet  word  with 
thee. 

Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugar  ;  there  is  three. 

BiRON.  Nay  then,  two  treys,  (an  if  you  grow  fo  nice,) 
Metheglin,  wort,  and  malmfey ; — ^Well  run,  dice !     . 
There's  half  a  dozen  fweets. 

Prin.  Seventh  fweet,  adieu  ! 
Since  you  can  cog,  I'll  play  no  more  with  you. 

BiRON.  One  word  in  fecret.  /* 

Pj^in.  Let  it  not  be  fweets 

Eiij 
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BiRON.  Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. 

Prin.  Gall  ?  bitter. 

BiRON.  Therefore  meet.  [n^y  corrverfe  apart. 

DuM.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

DvM.  Fair  lady, — 

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ?  Fair  lord, — ■* 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

DuM.  Pleafe  it  you, 
As  much  in  private,  and  Til  bid  adieu. 

[T'bey  cofrverfe  apart. 

Kath.  What,  'was  your  vifor  made  without  a  tongue  ? 

Long.  I  know  the  reafon,  lady,  why  you  afk. 

Kath.  O,  for  your  reafon !  quickly,  fir  ;  I  long. 

LoNO.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mafk. 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vifor  half. 

Kath.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutchman ; — ^Is  not  veal  a  calf? 

Long.  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 

Kath.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 

Long.  Let's  part  the  word. 

Kath.  No,  Til  pot  be  your  half: 
Take  all,  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,  how  you    butt  yourfelf  in  thefc  fharp 
mocks ! 
Will  you  give  horns,  chafte  lady  ?  do  not  fo. 

Kath.  Then  die  a  caff,  before  your  horns  do  gro^^ 

Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  e'er  I  die. 

Kath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 

[They  com) erf e  apart. 

BoTET.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invifible. 
Cutting  a  froaller  hair  than  may  be  feen ; 
Above  the  fenfe  of  fenfe ;  fo  fcjifibl^ 
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Secmeth  their  conference  ;  their  conceits  have  wings, 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind^  thought,  fwifter  things. 

Ros.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids  ;  break  off,  break 
off, 

BiRON.  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  feoff! 

King.  Farewel,  mad  wenches  j  you  have  fimple  wits. 
lExeunt  King,  Lords,  Moth,  Mujick^  and  Attendants. 

Prin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mufcovites. — 
Are  thefe  the  breed  of  wit  fo  wonder'd  at  ? 

BoTMT.  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  fweet  breaths  puffed 
out. 

Ros.  Well-liking  wits  they  have ;  grofs,  grofs,  fat,  fat, 

Prin.  O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly-poor  flout ! 
Will  they  not,  think  you,  hang  therafelves  to-night  ? 

.  Or  ever,  but  in  vifors,  (how  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite. 

Ros.  O  !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes ! 
The  king  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin,  Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  fervice,  and  his  fword : 
No  point,  quoth  I ;  my  fervant  flraight  was  mute. 

Kath.  Lord  Longaville  laid,  I  came  o'er  his  heart ; 
And  trow  you,  what  he  called  me  ? 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  faith, 

Prin.  Go,  ficknefs  as  thou  art ! 

Ros.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  flatute-caps« 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  fwom. 

Prin.  And  quick  Bir6n  hath  plighted  faith  to  me. 

Kath.  And  Longaville  was  for  my  fervice  bom. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree. 

BoTET.  Madam,  and  pretty  miftrefles,  give  ear ; 
linpiediately  they  will  again  be  here 

w] 
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111  ibeir  own  fhapes  ;  for  it  can  never  be. 
They  will  digeft  this  harfli  indignity, 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

BoTET.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows ; 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows  ; 
Therefore,  change  favours  5  and,  when  they  repair. 
Blow  like  fweet  rofes  in  this  fummer  air. 

Prin.  How  blow  ?  how  blow  ?  fpeak  to  be  underftood. 

BoTET.  Fair  ladies,  mafk'd,  are  rofes  in  their  bud :     . 
Difmafk'd,  their  damafk  fweet  commixture  fhown. 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  rofes  blown. 

Prin.  Avaunt,  perplexity  !  What  fhall  we  do. 
If  they  return  in  their  own  fhapes  to  woo  ? 

Ros.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  ftill,  as  well  known,  as  difguis'd  : 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Difguis'd  like  Mufcovites,  in  ftiapelefs  gear ; 
And  wonder,  what  thty  were ;  and  to  what  end 
Their  (hallow  fhows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn'd. 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Should  be  prefented  at  our  tent  to  us, 

BoTET.  Ladies,  withdraw ;  the  gallants  are  at  htlnd, 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  over  land. 

[Exeunt  Princess,  Ros.  Kath.  and  Maria. 
Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longafiile,  and  Dvmain^ 
in  their  proper  habits. 

JCjng.  Fair  fir,  God  fave  you !  Where  is  the  princefs  ? 

BoTET.  Gone  to  her  tent :  Pleafe  it  your  majefty, 
Conmiand  me  any  fervice  to  her  thither  ? 

King.  That  (he  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 

BoTET.  I  will ;  and  fo  will  (he,  Ik.now,  my  lord.    [Exit. 

BiRON.  This  fellow  pecks  up  wit,  as  pigeons  peas  j 
^d  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  pleafe ; 
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Be  is  wit's  pedler ;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  waflels,  meetings,  markets,  fairs ; 
And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  fhow. 
This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fleeve ; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve : 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp  :  Why,  this  is  he. 
That  kifs'd  away  his  hand  in  courtefy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monfieur  the  nice. 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms  j  nay,  he  can  fing 
A  mean  moft  meanly ;  and,  in  ufhering. 
Mend  him  who  can :  the  ladies  call  him,  fwect ; 
The  flairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifs  his  feet : 
This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one. 
To  fliow  his  teeth  as  white  as  whales  bone : 
And  confciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt. 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tongued  Boyet. 

King.  A  blifter  on  his  fweet  tongue,  with  my  heart, 
That  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part ! 
EfUer  the  Princess,  ufier^dby  Boyet ;  Rosaline, 
Ma  r  I  a,  Ka  tha  r  ine,  and  Aitendants. 

JSiRON.  See  where  it  comes ! — Behaviour,  what  wert 
thou. 
Till  this  man  fhow'd  thee?  and  what  art  thou  now  ? 

King.  All  hail,  fweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day  ! 

Prin.  Fair,  in  all  hail,  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 

King.  Conftrue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may.    ^ 

Prin.  Then  wifh  me  better,  T  will  give  you  leave. 

King.  We  came  to  vifit  you ;  and  purpofe  now 
To  lead  you  to  aur  court :  vouchfafe  it  then. 

Prin.  This  field  fhall  hold  me ;  and  fo  hold  your  vow : 
Uoy  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
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King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke  ;  * 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  mud  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue :  vice  you  (hould  have 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  men's  troth,  [fpoke; 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfullied  Uly,  I  proteft, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  fliould  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking-caufe  to  be 
Of  heavenly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd  in  defolation  here, 

Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  fhame. 
Prin.  Not  fo,  my  lord;  it  is  not  fo,  I  fwear ; 

We  have  had  paftimes  here,  and  pleafant  game  i 
A  mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam  ?  Ruffians  i 
Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord ; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfhip,  and  of  ftate. 

Ros.  Madam,  fpeak  true: — ^It  is  not  fo  my  lord  j 
My  lady,  (to  the  manner  of  the  days,) 
In  courtefy,  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
In  Ruffian  habit :  here  they  llay'd  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools  i  but  this  I  think. 
When  they  are  thirfty,  fpols  would  fain  have  drink. 
Biron^  This  jeft  is  dry  to  me.— Jair,  gentle  fweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifli:  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  beft  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye. 
By  light  we  lofe  light :  Your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  ftor6 
Wife  things  fe^m  fooliih,  and  righ  things  but  poor* 
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Ros.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich;  for  in  my  eye, — 
BiRON.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Ros.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong. 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
BiRON.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poflefs. 
Ros.  All  the  fool  mine  ? 
BiRON.  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 
Ros.  Which  of  the  vifors  was  it,  that  you  wore  ? 
BiRQN.  Where?  when  ?  what  vifor  ?  why  demand  you 

this  ? 
Ros.  There,  then,  that  vifor ;  that  fuperfluous  cafe. 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fliow'd  the  better  face. 
King.  We  are  defcried:  they'll  mock  us  nowdownrighlu 
DuM.  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft-  [fad  ? 

Prin.  AmaE'd,  my  lord?  Why  looks  your  highnefs 
Ros.  Help,  hold  his  brows !  he'll  fwoon !  Why  look 
Sea-£ick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufco\7^.      [you  pale  ? — 
BiRON.  Thus  pour  the  ftars  down  plagues  for  pequry. 
Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? — 
Here  (land  I,  lady ;  dart  thy  (kill  at  me ; 

Bruifc  me  with  fcom,  confound  me  with  a  flout ; 
Thruft  thy  (harp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  i 

Cut  me  tp  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wiih  thee  never  more  to  dance. 
Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habit  wait. 
0 !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  penn'd. 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-boy's  tongue ; 
Nor  never  come  in  vifor  to  my  friend ; 

Nor  woo  in  rhyme,  Uke  a  blind  harper's  fbng  : 
Tafl&taphrafes,  filken  terms  precife, 

Three-pil'd  hjrperboles,  fpruce  affedlation. 
Figures  |)edantical ;  thefe  fummer-flies 

Hftvc  blown  me  full  of  nug^ot  oftentation: 
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I  do  forfwear  them :  and  I  here  proteft,  [knows  I 

By  this  white  glove,   (how  white  the  hand,  God 
Henceforth  ijiy  wooing  mind  ftiall  be  exprefs'd 

In  ruflet  yeas,  and  honeft  kerfey  noes : 
And,  to  begin,  wench, — fo  God  help  me,  la ! — 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw, 

Ros.  Sans  sans,  I  pray  you. 

BiRON.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  : — bear  with  me,  I  am  fick  ; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees.     Soft,  let  us  fee ; — 
Write,  Lord  have  mercy  on  us^  on  thofe  three  ; 
Th(^y  are  infeded,  in  their  hearts  it  lies ; 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes  : 
Thefc  lords  are  vilited ;  you  are  not  free, 
For  the  Lord's  tokens  on  you  do  I  fee. 

Frin.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us, 
-  BiRON.  Our  ftates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us. 

Ros.  It  is  not  fo ;  For  how  can  this  be  true. 
That  you  ftand  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue  ? 

BiRON.  Peace ;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with- you. 

Ros.  Nor  fhall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

BiRON.  Speak  for  yourfelves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach  us,  fweet  madam,  for  our  rude  tranfgref- 
Some  fair  excufe.  [fiou 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  confellion. 
Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  difguis'd  ? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King.  I  was,  fair  madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  here. 
What  did  you  whifper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  refpeft  her. 

Prin.  When  fhe  fhall  challenge  this,you  will  rejed  her. 
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King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no.  \ 

.  Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear  ;  \ 

Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 
King,  defpife  me,  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 
Prin.  I  will ;  and  therefore  keep  it : — ^Rofaline, 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 

Ros.  Madam,  he  fwore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight ;  and  did  value  me 
Above,  this  world :  adding  thereto,  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  !  the  noble  lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word; 

King.  What  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life,  my  trotli^ 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Ros.  By  heaven,  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain. 
You  gave  me  this  :  but  take  it,  fir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  the  princefs  I  did  give ; 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon,  me,  fir,  this  jewel  did  fhe  wear  ; 
And  lord  Biron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear : — 
What ;  will  you  have  me,  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either;  I  remit  both  twain.— 
I  fee  the  trick  on't ; — Here  was  a  confent, 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment,) 
To  dafli  it  like  a  Chrifl:mas  comedy : 
Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleafe-man,  fome  flight  zany. 
Some  mumble-news,  fome  trencher-knight,  fome  Dick, — 
That  fmiles  his  cheek  in  years  ;  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  ftie's  difpos'd, — 
Told  our  intents  before  :  which  once  difclos'd. 
The  ladies  did  change  favours  ;  and  then  we. 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fign  of  flie. 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  mpre  terror, . 
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We  are  again  forfwom ;  in  will  and  error. 

Much  upon  this  it  is : — And  might  not  you,     [7i  Bor£T. 

Foreftal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 

Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  fquire. 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  ftand  between  her  back,  fir,  and  the  fire. 

Holding  a  trencher,  jefl:ing  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out :  Go,  you  are  allowed  ; 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  fliall  be  your  flirowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye. 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fword. 

BoTET.  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 

BiRON.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  ftraight !  Peace ;  I  have  done. 
Enter  Costard. 
Welcome,  pure  wit !  thou  parteft  a  fair  fray. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  fir,  they  would  know, 
Wliether  the  three  worthies  fliall  come  in,  or  no. 

BiRON.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Cost.  No,  fir ;  but  it  is  vara  fine, 
For  every  one  purfents  three. 

BrRON.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine.  [not  fo  : 

Cost.  Not  fo,  fir;  under  corredlion,  fir  ;  I  hope,  it  is 
You  cannot  beg  us,  fir,  I  can  aflTure  you,  'fir ;  we  know 

what  we  know : 
I  hope,  fir,  three  times  thrice,  fir,— • 

BiRON.  Is  not  nine. 

Cost.  Under  corredion,  fir,  we  know  whereuntil  it 
doth  amount. 

BiRON.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  fir,  it  were  pity  you  fliould  get  your 
living  by  reckoning,  fir. 

BiRoN.  How  much  is  it  ? 
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Cost.  O  Lord,  fir;  the  parties  themfelves,  the  adlors, 
fir,  will  (how  whereuntil  it  doth  amount :  fot  my  own 

part,  I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  parfed  one  man, e'en 

One  poor  man ;  Pompion  the  great,  fir, 
BiRON.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 
Co5r.  It  pleafed  them,  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pom- 
pion the  great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  de- 
gree of  the  worthy ;  but  I  am  to  (land  for  him. 
BiRON.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Cost.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  fir ;  we  will  take  fome 
care.  [Exit  Costard. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  fhame  us,  let  them  not  ap- 
proach, [policy 
Biron.  We  are  fhame-proof,  my  lord  :  and  'tis  fome 
To  have  one  fhow  worfe  than  the  king's  and  his  company. 
King.  I  fay,  they  fhall  not  come. 
Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now ; 
That  fport  befl  pleafes,  that  doth  leafl  know  how : 
Where  zeal  flrives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Die  in  the  zeal  of  them  which  it  prefents. 
Their  form  confounded  makes  mofl  form  in  mirth ; 
When  great  things  labouring  perifh  in  their  birth. 
Biron.  A  right  defcription  of  our  fport,  my  lord. 

Enter  Arm  a  do. 
Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy 
royal  fweet  breath  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

[Armado  converfes  with  the  King ^and delivers  bim  apaper. 
Prin.  Doth  this  man  ferve  God  ? 
Biron.  Why  afk  you  ? 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  ijian  of  God's  making. 
Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  honey  monarch  : 
for,  I  protefl,  the  fchool-mafler  is  exceeding  fantaflical ; 
too,  too  vain  ;  too,  too  vain  :  But  we  will  put  it,  as  they 
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fay,  to  fortuna  della  guerrh.    I  wilh  you  the  peace  of  mind, 
moft  royal  couplement !  \Exit  Arm  ado. 

,    King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefence  of  worthies: 
He  prefents  Heftor  of  Troy ;  the  fwain,  Pompey  the 
great ;  the  parilh  curate,  Alexander ;  Armado's  page, 
Hercules ;  the  pedant,  Judas  Machabaeus. 
And  if  thefe  four  worthies  in  their  firft  (how  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other  five. 

BiRON.  There  is  five  in  the  firft  (how. 

King.  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  fo. 

BiRON.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge^prieft,  the 
fool,  and  the  boy  : — 

Abate  a  throw  at  novum ;  and  the  whole  world  again. 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in  his  vein. 

King.  The  fhip  is  under  fail,  and  here  (he  comes  amain. 
[Seats  brought  for  the  King,  Princess^  i^c. 
^  Pageant  of  the  Nine  Worthies. 

Enter  Costard  amCd.for  Pom  pet. 

Cost.  I  Pompey  am, 

BoTET.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Cost.  I  Pompey  am, 

BoYET.  With  libbard's  head  on  knee. 

BiRON.  Well  faid,  old  mocker ;  I  muft  needs  be  friends 
with  thee. 

Cost.  I  Pompey  am,  Pompey  furnanCd  the  big, — 

DuM.  The  great. 

Cost.  It  is  great,  fir ; — Pompey  furnanCd  the  great ; 
That  oft  in  field,  with  targe  and  Jhield,  did  make  my  foe  ta 

fweat  : 
And,  travelling  along  this  coqfl,  I  here  am  come  by  chance ; 
And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  fweet  lafs  of  France. 
If  your  ladyftiip  would  fay  Thanks^  Pompey^  I  had  done- 

Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 
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(k>sT.  Tis  not  fo  much  worth  ;  but,  I  hope,  I  was  per- 
fed :  I  made  a  little  fault  in,  great. 

BiRON.  My  hat  to  a  half-penny,  Pompey  proves  the 
beft  worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  arnCdfor  Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  liv^d^  I  was  the  worlds  com- 
mander ; 
^y  ^^»  w^,  north,  and /out  b,  Ifpread  my  conquering  might: 
My  Ycuicbeon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alifander. 

BoTET.  Your  nofe  fays,  no,  you  are  not  j  for  it  (lands 
too  right. 

Biron.  Your  nofe  fmells,  no,  in  this,  mod  tender-fmell- 
ing  knight.  [ander. 

Prin.  The  conqueror  is  difinay'd  :  Proceed,  good  Alex- 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  Irv'd^  I  was  the  world's  com- 
mander;^^ 

BorET.  Moft  true,  *tis  right  j  you  were  fo,  Alifander. 

Biron.  Pompey  the  great, 

Cost.  Your  fervant,  and  Coftard. 

Biron.  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away  AUfander. 

Cost.  O,  fir,  [7b  Nath.]  you  have  overthrown  Ali- 
fander the  conqueror  !  You  will  be  fcraped  out  of  the 
painted  cloth  for  this  :  your  lion,  that  holds  his  poll-ax 
fitting  on  a  clofe-ftool,  *will  be  given  to  A-jax :  he  will 
be  the  ninth  worthy.  A  conqueror,  and  afeard  to  fpeak! 
nm  away  for  ftiame,  Alifander.  [Nath.  retires.]  There, 
an't  fliall  pleafe  you ;  a  fooUfh  mild  man ;  an  honeft  man, 
look  you,  and  foon  dafh'd  !  He  is  a  marvellous  good  neigh- 
bour, infooth  ;  and  a  very  good  bowler ;  but,  for  Alifan- 
der, alas,  you  fee,  how  'tis ; — a  little  o 'erparted  : — ^But 
there  are  worthies  a  coming  will  fpeak  their  mind  in  fojne 
other  fort. 

Prin.  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Vol.  n.  F 
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Enter  Hqlofernes  arnCd.forJvDAS^  and  Mc^H  arm% 
.  for  Herculm^. 

HoL.  Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  imp^ 

Wbofe  club  kiWd  Cerberus,  tbat  three- beaded  canus ; 
And,  wben  be  was  a  babe,  a  cbild,  ajbrimp^ 

Ttbus  did  he  Jlrangle  ferpents  in  bit  manus  j 
Quoniam,  befeemeth  in  minority ; 
Ergo,  /  come  with  this  apology. --^ 
Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  exit^  and  vanifh,       [Esdt  Mormi 

HoL.  Judas  I  am, — 

DuM.  A  Judas ! 

HoL.  Not  Ifcariot,  fir.— 
yudas  I  am,  ycleped  Macbabaus. 

DuM.  Judas  Machabaeu^  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

BiRON.  A  kifling  traitor:— How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas? 

HoL.  yudas  I  am, — 

DuM.  The  more  fhame  for  you,  Judas. 

HoL.  What  mean  you,  fir  ? 

BoYET.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

HoL.  Begin,  fir ;  you  are  my  elder. 

BiRON.  Well  followed :  Judas  was  hang*d  on  an  elder.' 

HoL.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

BiRON.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 

HoL.  What  is  this  ? 

BoTET.  A  cittern  head. 

DuM.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

BiRON.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  feen^ 

BoYET.  The  pummel  of  Caefar's  faulchion. 

DvM.  The  carv'd-bone  tace  on  a  flafk. 

BiRON.  St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch.. 

DuM.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 

BiRON.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth«drawer : 
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And  now,  forward ;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  coimtenance, 

HoL.  You  have  put  mc  out  of  countenance. 

BiRON.  Falfe ;  we  have  given  thee  faces* 

IfoL.  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 

BiRON.  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  fo. 

BoTET.  Therefore,  as  he  is,  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  fo  adieu,  fweet  Jude  !  nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 

DuM.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

BiRON.  For  the  afs  to  the  Jude;  give  it  him: — ^Jud«as, 
away. 

HoL.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 

BorsT.  A  light  for  monfieur  Judas :  it  grows  dark,  he 
may  ftumble. 

Prin.  Alas,  poor Machabaeus,  how  hath  he  been  baited ! 
Enter  jiRMJDO  arnCd^  for  Hector. 

BiRON.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles ;  here  comes  Hedor  in 
arms.  [be  merry. 

DvM.  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will  now 

King.  Hedor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpecSt  of  this. 

BoTET.  But  is  this  Hedor  ? 

DvM.  I  think,  Hedor  was  not  fo  clean-timber'd. 

Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Hedor. 

DuM.  More  calf,  certain. 

BoTET.  No;  he  is  beft  indued  in  the  fmall. 

BiRON.  This  cannot  be  Hedor. 

DuM.  He's  a  god  or  a  painter;  for  he  makes  faces. 

jiRM.  Tie  armipotent  Mars^  of  lances  tie  almighty  ^  gave 
Hedor  agift. 

DuM.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 

BiRON.  A  lemon. 

LoNO.  Stuck  with  cloves. 

DuM.  No,  cloven. 

4rm.  Peace! 

Fij 
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Tie  armipotent  MarSy  of  lances  the  almighty  ^ 

Gave  HeBor  a  gift,  the  heir  of  Ilion; 
A  manfo  breatVdy  that  certain  he  would  fight,  yea. 

From  morn  till  night,  out  of  his  pavilion. 
I  am  that  fiower,^^ 

DuM.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  columbine. 

Arm.  Sweet  lord  Longaville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long.  I  muft  rather  give  it  the  rein ;  for  it  runs  againfl 
Hedor. 

Bum.  Ay,  and  Hedor's  a  greyhound. 

Arm.  The  fweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten ;  fweet 
chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried :  when  he 
breath'd,  he  was  a  man — But  I  will  forward  with  my  de- 
vice :  Sweet  royalty,  [to  the  Princess.^  beftow  on  me  the 
fenfe  of  hearing.  [Biron  whifpers  Costard. 

pRiN.  Speak,  brave  Hedor ;  we  are  much  delighted* 

Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  grace's  flipper. 

BoTET  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

DuM.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 

Arm.  This  HeBor  far  furmounted  Hannibal.^^ 

Cost.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  Hedor,  flie  is  gone ; 
(he  is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  meanefl  thou  ? 

Cost.  Faith,  unlefs  you  play  the  honefl  Trojan,  the  poor 
wench  is  cafl  away :  flie's  quick  j  the  child  brags  in  her 
belly  already ;  'tis  yours. 

Arm.  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates  ? 
thou  flialt  die. 

Cost.  Then  ihall  Hedor  be  whipp'd,  for  Jaquenetta 
that  is  quick  by  him ;  and  hang'd,  for  Pompey  that  is 
dead  by  him. 

puM.  Moft  rare  Pompey! 
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JSoTBT.  Renowned  Pompey! 

BiRON.  Greater  than  great^^reat,  great,  great  Pompey! 
Pompey  the  huge! 

DuM.  Hedor  trembles. 

BiRON.  Pompey  is  mov*d  :— More  Ates,  more  Ates ; 
ftir  them  on!  ftir  them  on! 

DuM.  Hedor  will  challenge  him. 

BiRON.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's  belly 
than  will  fup  a  flea. 

jiRM.  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cost.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  Uke  a  northern  man ; 
ni  flafh ;  I'll  do  it  by  the  fword  : — I  pray  you,  let  me 
borrow  my  arms  again. 

DuM.  Room  for  the  incenfed  worthies* 

Cost.  V\\  do  it  in  my  fliirt. 

DuM.  Moft  refolute  Pompey ! 

Moth.  Mailer,  let  me  take  you  a  button^hole  lowen 
Do  you  not  fee,  Pompey  is  uncafing  for  the  combat  ? 
What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

j{rm.  Gentlemen,  and  foldiers,  pardon  me ;  I  will  not 
combat  in  my  fhirt. 

DuM.  You  may  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made  the 
challenge. 

jiRM.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will* 

BiRON.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  fhirt ;  1  go 
woolward  for  penance. 

BoTBT.  True,  and  it  was  enjoined  him  in  Rome  for 
want  of  linen:  fincp  when,  PU  be  fwom,  he  wore  none^ 
but  a  dilh-clout  of  Jaquenetta's  ;  and  that  'a  wears  next 
his  heart,  for  a  favoun 

Enter  Mbrvade. 

Mbr.  God  fave  you^  madam ! 


86  lofe's  labovr^s  lost. 

Prin.  Welcome,  Mercade ; 
But  that  thou  interrupt'ft  our  merriment. 

Mer.  I  am  forry,  madam ;  for  the  news  I  bring. 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.     The  king  your  father— 

Prin.  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mer.  Even  fo ;  my  tale  is  told. 

BiRON.  Worthies,  away;  the  fcene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  mine  bwn  part,  I  breathe  free  breath :  I  have 
feen  the  day  of  wrong  through  the  little  hole  of  difcre- 
tion,  and  I  will  right  myfelf  Hke  a  foldier. 

{Exeunt  Worthies 

King.  How  fares  your  majefty  ? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare ;  I  will  away  to-night. 

King.  Madam,  not  fo  j  I  do  befecch  you,  flay. 

Prin.  Prepare,  I  fay. — ^I  thank  you,  gracious  lords. 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours ;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-fad  foul,  that  you  vouchfafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom,  to  excufe,  or  hide. 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits  : 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourfelves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gentleneft 
Was  guilty  of  it. — Farewell,  worthy  lord ! 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue  : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  thanks 
For  my  great  fuit  fo  eafily  obtained. 

King.  The  extreme  parts  of  time  extremely  form 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loofe,  decides 
That  which  long  procefs  could  not  arbitrate: 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiUng  courtefy  of  love, 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince ; 
Yet,  fince  love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot. 
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Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juftle  it 

From  what  it  purpos'd ;  (ince,  to  wail  fiiends  loft. 

Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable. 

As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found* 

Pktif.  I  underftand  you  not ;  my  griefs  are  double. 

BiRON.  Honeft  plain  words  beft  pierce  the  ear  of  grief;— 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  king. 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  negleded  time, 
Played  foul  play  with  our  oaths ;  your  beauty,  ladies. 
Hath  much  deform'd  us,  faftiioning  our  humours 
Even  to  the  oppofed  end  of  our  intents  : 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous,.^ 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  ftrains  ; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  (kipping,  and  vain ; 
Formed  by  the  eyc>  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye 
Full  of  ftrangc  fliapcs,  of  habits,  and  of  forms^ 
Varying  in  fubjedls  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  varied  objeft  in  his  glance : 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes. 
Have  mift>ecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities, 
Thofe  heavenly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 
Suggefted  us  to  make  :  Therefore,  ladies. 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  likewife  yours  :  we  to  ourfelves  prove  falfe. 
By  being  once  falfe  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both,— fair  ladies,  you : 
And  even  that  felfehood,  in  itfelf  a  fin. 
Thus  purifies  itfelf,  and  turns  to  grace, 

Prin.  We  have  rcceiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love; 
Your  favours,  the  erabafladors  of  love ; 
And,  in  our.  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtftiip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  courtefy. 
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As  bombaft,  and  as  lining  to  the  time : 
But  mare  devout  than  this,  in  our  refpedks, 
Have  we  not  been  ;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fafhion,  like  a  merriment. 

DuM.  Our  letters,  madam,  (how'd  much  more  than  jeft 

Long.  So  did  our  looks. 

Ros.  We  did  not  quote  them  fo. 

King.  Now,  at  the  lateft  minute  of  the  hour, 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.  a  time,  methinks,  too  fhort 
To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in  : 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'd  much, 
f'uU  of  dear  guiltinefs  ;  and,  therefore,  this, — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  fliall  you  do  for  me  : 
Your  oath  I  will  not  truft ;  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage. 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafurcs  of  the  world ; 
There  ftay,  until  the  twelve  celeftial  figns 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning : 
If  this  auftere  infociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 
If  frofts,  and  fafts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  bloflbms  of  your  love, 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  laft  love  j 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year. 
Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  thefe  deferts. 
And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kifling  thine^ 
I  will  be  thine  ;  and,  till  that  inftant,  Ihut 
My  woeful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe  ; 
Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father^s  death«i 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part ; 
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Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King.  If  this^  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny. 
To  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft. 
The  fudden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye  ! 
Hence  ever  then  my  heart  is  in  thy  breaft, 

BiRON.  And  what  to  m^,  my  love  ?  and  what  tOt 
me? 

Ros.  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  fins  arc  rank  ; 
You  are  attaint  with  feults  and  perjury ; 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelvemonth  fliall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft. 
But  feck  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick. 

DuM.  But  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  but  what  to  me  ? 

Kath.  a  wife ! — A  beard,  fair  health,  and  honefty ; 
With  three-fdld  love  I  wifli  you  all  thefe  three. 

DvM.  O,  fhall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife  ? 

Kate.  Not  fo,  my  lord ; — a  twelvemonth  and  a  day 
m  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay  : 
Come  when  the  king  doth  to  my  lady  come. 
Then,  if  I  have  much  love.  Til  give  you  fome. 

Bum.  rU  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then* 

Kath.  Yet,  fwear  not,  left  you  be  forfwom  again. 

Long.  What  fays  Maria  ? 

Mar.  At  the  twelvemonth's  end, 
ni  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend* 

Long.  FU  ftay  with  patience  ;  but  the  time  is  long* 

Mar.  The  hker  you ;  few  taller  are  fo  yoimg* 

BiRON.  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me^ 
fiehold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye. 
What  humble  fuit  attends  thy  anfwer  there  ; 
bipofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  thy  love. 

Ros.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  law  you :  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
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Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks; 
Full  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  flouts  i 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute. 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain  j 
And,  therewithal,  to  win  mcL  if  you  pleafe, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won,) 
You  Ihall  this  twelvemonth  term  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  fpeechlefs  lick,  and  ftill  convcrfe 
With  groaning  wretches ;  and  )rour  tafk  fliall  bc^ 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 

BiROJ^.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  death? 
It  cannot  be ;  it  is  impoffible : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony« 

Ros.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing  fpirit^ 
Whofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  fhallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools : 
A  jeft's  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deaf^d  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans^ 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcoms,  continue  then, 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal ; 
But,  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  fpirit^ 
And  I  fhall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

BijMtf.  A  twelvemonth  ?  well,  befal  what  will  befal, 
m  jeft  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hofpital. 

JPrin.  Ay,  fweet  my  lord ;  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

[7i  the  Kino. 

King.  No,  madam :  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

BiRON.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play  i 
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Jack  hath  not  Jill :  thefe  ladies*  courtefy 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  comedy. 

King.  Come,  fir,  it  wants  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day. 
And  then  'twill  end. 
BiRON.  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 
Enter  jArmado. 
Arm.  Sweet  majefty,  vouchfafe  me,— 
Prin.  Was  not  that  Heftor  ? 
DuM.  The  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 
Arm.  I  will  kifs  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave :  I 
am  a  votary ;  I  have  vowed  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 
plough  for  her  fweet  love  three  years.   But,  moll  efteem- 
ed  greatnefs,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two 
learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owl  and 
the  cuckoo  ?  it  fliould  have  followed  in  the  end  of  our 
fliow. 
King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 
Arm.  Holla!  approach. 
Enter  Hqlofernbs^  Natbanisl,  MoTHy  Costard^ 

and  others. 
This  fide  is  Hiems,  winter ;  this  Ver,  the  fpring ;  the 
one  maintain'd  by  the  owl,  the  other  by  the  cuckoo. 
Ver,  begin. 

SONG. 
Spring.  Wben  deifies  pied^  and  violets  blue^ 
And  lady-fmocks  alljilver^-wbite^ 
And  cuckoo-buds  of  yellow  hue^ 

Do  paint  tbe  meadows  with  delight^  ^ 

The  cuckoo  tj)en^  on  every  tree^ 
Mocks  married  men^  for  thusjings  be. 

Cuckoo  ; 
Cuckoo^  cuckoo, — 0  word  of  fear ^ 
Unpleqftng  to  a  married  ear  ! 
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n. 

When  Jhepberds  pipe  on  oaten  Jiraws^ 
And  merry  larks  are  phugbmeris  clocks^ 

When  turtles  treads  and  rooks  ^  and  daws^ 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  /mocks  ^ 

Tie  cuckoo  then^  on  every  tree^ 

Mocks  married  men,  for  thusjings  he, 
Cuckoo  ; 

Cuckoo,  cuckoo, — 0  word  of  fear, 

Unpleqfing  to  a  married  ear! 

m. 

Winter.  When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  thejhepberd  blows  his  nailf 
And  Tom  bears  legs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail^ 
When  blood  is  nipped,  and  ways  befoul. 
Then  nightly  Jings  the  flaring  owl, 

To-who  ; 
Tu-whit,  tO'Who,  a  merry  note. 
While  greafy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

IV. 
When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  coughing  drowns  the  parforCsfaw, 
And  birds  fit  brooding  in  thefncnv. 

And  Marian's  nofe  looks  red  and  raw. 
When  roqfted  crabs  bifs  in  the  bowl. 
Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owl, 

To-who; 
Tu-whit,  tO'Who,  a  merry  note^ 
While  greafy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 
Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury  are  harfh  after  the  fongs 
of  Apollo.     You,  that  way ;  we,  this  way.  [Exeunt. 
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Perfons  reprefented. 

Duke  of  Venice. 

Trince  of  Morocco.  >  ^  .  ^      . 

^.  .  '\  Suitors  to  Portia. 

Prince  of  Arragon,  3 

Antonio,  the  Merchant  of  Venice : 

Baflanio,  bis  friend. 

Salanio,       ")    " 

Salarino,      >  Friends  to  Antonio  and  Baflanio. 

Gratiano,     j 

Lorenzo,  i;i  love  with  Jeflica. 

Shylock,  a  Jew  : 

Tubal,  a  Jew,  bis  friend. 

Launcelot  Gobbo,  a  clown^fervant  to  Shylock. 

Old  Gobbo,  ^i6^r  to  Launcelot. 

Salerio,  a  mejjenger  from  Venice. 

Leonardo, y^n/o;?/  to  Baflanio. 

Balthazar,  ^     ^  ^     . 

o^     u  r    fervants  to  Portia. 

Stephano. 


Portia',  a  ricb  beirefs  : 
Nerifla,  ber  waiting^maid. 
Jeflica,  daughter  to,  Shylock. 

Magnificoes  ^Venice,  Officers  of  the  Court  ofju/iice^ 
Jailer^  Servants^  and  otber  Attendants. 

SCENE,  partly  at  Venice,  and  partly  at  Belmont,  the  Seat 
^Portia,  on  tbe  Continent. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.    Venice,   A  Street. 

Enter  An  ton  t^  Sjiarino,  and  Saunio. 

Ant.  In  footh,  I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad  ; 
It  wearies  me  ;  yOu  fay,  it  wearies  you ; 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it. 
What  ftuff  'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  bom, 
I  am  to  learn ; 

And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me. 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myfelf. 

Sal  JR.  Your  mind  is  tofling  on  the  ocean ; 
There,  where  your  argofies  with  portly  fail,-^ 
Like  (igniors  and  rich  burghers  of  the  floodf 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  f^fia,— - 
Do  overpeer  the  petty  traffickers, 
That  curtTy  to  them,  do  them  reverence. 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wingsr. 

Salan.  Believe  me,  fir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth. 
The  better  part  of  my  aflfedions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.     I  fhould  be  flill 
Plucking  the  grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  wind ; 
Peering  in  maps,  for  ports,  and  piers^^  and  roads  i 
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And  every  bbjea,  that  might  make  me  fear 

Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt, 

Would  make  me  fad. 

.    Salar.  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth. 

Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought 

What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 

I  fhould  not  fee  the  fandy  hour-glafs  run. 

But  I  fhould  think  of  fhallows  and  of  flats ; 

And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  fand. 

Vailing  her  high-top  lower  than  her  ribs. 

To  kifs  her  burial.     Should  I  go  to  church. 

And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  ftone. 

And  riot  bethink  me  ftraight  of  dangerous  rocks  ? 

Which  touching  but  my  gentle  veflel's  fide. 

Would  fcatter  all  her  fpices  on  the  ftream  j 

Enrobe  the  roaring  waters  with  my  filks ; 

And,  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this. 

And  now  worth  nothing  ?  Shall  I  have  the  thought 

To  think  on  this  ;  and  fhall  I  lack  the  thought. 

That  fuch  a  thing,  bechanc'd,  would  make  me  fad  ? 

But,  tell  not  me ;  I  know,  Antonio 

Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Ant.  Believe  me,  no :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it. 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufted. 
Nor  to  one  place  ;  nor  is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year  : 
Therefore,  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad, 

Salan.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

jiNT.  Fie,  fie !  [fad, 

Salan.  Not  in  love  neither  ?  Then  let^  fay,  you  arc 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry :  and  'twere  as  eafy 
For  you,  to  laugh,  and  leap,  and  fay,  you  are  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.     Now,  by  two-headed  Janus, 
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Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  fellows  in  her  time  : 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 

And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper ; 

And  other  of  fuch  vinegv  afped:, 

That  they'll  not  fhow  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile. 

Though  Neftor  fwear  the  jeft  be  laughable. 

Enter  Bassanio^  Lorbnzo,  and  Gratiano. 

Sal  AN.  Here  comes  Baflanio,  your  moft  noble  kiniV 
Gratiano,  and  Lorenzo :  Fare  you  well ;  [man. 

We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Salar.  I  would  have  ftaid  till  I  had  made  you  merry. 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Ant.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard. 
I  take  it,  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  the  occafion  to  depart. 

Salar.  Good  morrow,  my  good  lords.  [when  ? 

Bass.  Good  figniors  both,  when  fliall  we  laugh  ?  Say, 
You  grow  exceeding  ftrange  ;  Muft  it  be  fo  ? 

Salar.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

\^EjKeunt  Salarino  and  Salanio. 

Lor.  My  Lord  BafTanio,  fince  you  have  found  Antonio, 
We  two  will  leave  you :  but,  at  dinner-time, 
I  pray  you,  have  in  mind  where  we  muft  meet. 

Bass.  I  will  not  fail  you. 

Gra.  You  look  not  well,  iignior  Antonio ; 
You  have  too  much  refped  upon  the  world : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 

Jnt.  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano ; 
A  ilage,  where  every  man  muft  play  a  part. 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  Fool : 
WiA  mirth  and  laughter  let  aid  wrinkles  come ; 
,     Vol.  II.  G 
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And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

Why  fhould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  within, 

Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  alabafter  ? 

Sleep  when  he  wakes  ?  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 

By  being  peevifh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Antonio,— 

I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks  ;_ 

There  arc  a  fort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 

JDo  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  Handing  pond ; 

And  do  a  wilful  llillnefs  entertain, 

iWith  purpofe  to  be  drefs'd  in  an  opinion 

Of  wifdom,  gravity,  profound  conceit ; 

As  who  fhould  fay,  /  am  Sir  Oracky 

Andy  when  I  ope  my  lips^  let  no  dog  bark  ! 

O,  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  thefe. 

That  therefore  only  arc  reputed  wife, 

For  faying  nothing ;  who,  I  am  very  fure, 

If  they  fhould  fpeak,  would  almofl  damn  thofc  ears. 

Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers,  fools. 

1*11  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 

But  fifh  not,  with  this  melancholy  bait, 

For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  opinion,— 

Come,  good  Lorenzo  : — ^Fare  ye  well,  a  while ; 

I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  till  dinner-time ; 
I  mufl  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men. 
For  Gratiano  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

GrA.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  morc^ 
Thoti  ftalt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue* 

jInt.  Farewell :  I'll  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Gra.  Thanks,  i'faith ;  for  filence  is  only  commendable 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

{Exeunt  Gratiano  and  Lorenzo. 
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Ant.  Is  that  any  thing  nbw  ? 

Bass.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing,  more 
than  any  man  in  all  Venice :  His  reafons  are  as  two 
grains  of  wheat  hid  in  two  bufhels  of  chaflP;  you  (hall 
feek  all  day  ere  you  find  them ;  and,  when  you  have 
them,  they  are  not  worth  the  fearch. 

Ant.  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  this  fame 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  pilgrimage. 
That  you  to-day  promised  to  tell  me  of? 

Bass.  *Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Antonio, 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  eftate. 
By  foinething  fhowing  a  more  fwelling  port 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance  : 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridged 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate ;  but  my  chief  care 

Is,  to  come  fairly  oflf  from  the  great  debts. 

Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal. 

Hath  left  oie  gaged :  To  you,  Antonio, 

I  owe  the  moft,  in  money,  and  in  love  ; 

And  from  youf  love  I  have  a  warranty 

To  unburthen  all  my  plots,  and  purpofes. 

How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 
Ant.  I  pray  you,  good  Baflanio,  let  me  know  it  j 

And,  if  it  Hand,  as  yoii  yourfelf  ftill  do. 

Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  affur'd. 

My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  e3(tremeft  means, 

lie  all  unlocked  to  your  occafions. 
Bass.  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  loft  one  fhaft, 

I  fliot  his  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  flight 

The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch, 

To  find  the  other  forth  ;  and  by  adventuring  both, 

loft  found  both :  I  urge  this  childhood  proof, 

Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence- 

Gij 
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I  owe  you  much ;  and,  like  a  wilful  youth. 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft  :  but  if  you  pleaie 
To  fhoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  fhoot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt. 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both. 
Or  bring  your  latter,  hazard  back  again. 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

Ant.  YoM  know  me  well ;  and  herein  fpend  but  time^ 
To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumftance ; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more  wrongs 
In  making  queftion  of  my  uttcrmoft, 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have  : 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me  what  I  fhould  do, 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done. 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it :  therefore,  fpeak. 

Bass.  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  left,  , 
And  fhe  is  fair,  and,  fairer  than  that  word. 
Of  wond'rous  virtues ;  fometimes  from  her  t:y^ti> 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  mef&ges  : 
Her  name  is  Portia  i  nothing  undervalued 
To  Cato's  daughter,  Brutus'  Portia. 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth  ; 
For  the  foin*  winds  blow  in  from  every  coafl 
Renowned  fuitors :  and  her  fimny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont,  Colcho^s  ftrand,. 
And  many  Jafons  come  in  queft  of  her. 

0  my  Antonio,  had  I  but  the  means 
To  hold  a  rival  place  with  one  of  them^ 

1  have  a  mind  pirefages  me  fuch  thrift. 
That  I  fhould  queftionlefe  be  fortunate. 

jiNT.  Thou  know'ft,  that  all  my  fortunes  ate  at  fea  ; 
Nor  have  I  money,  nor  commodity 
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To  raifc  a  prefent  fum  :  therefore  go  forth, 

Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do ; 

That  Ihall  be  racked,  even  to  the  uttermoft. 

To  fumiih  thee  to  Belmont,  to  fair  Portia. 

Go,  prefently  inquire,  and  fo  will  I, 

Where  money  is ;  and  I  no  queftion  make. 

To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake-  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.  Belmont.  ^  Room  in  Portia's  Houfe. 

Enter  Portia  and  Nbrissa. 
For.  By  my  troth,  Nerifla,  my  little  body  is  aweary 
of  this  great  world. 

Nbr.  You  would  be,  fweet  msidam,  if  your  miferies 
were  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  goo4  fortunes  are : 
And,  yet,  for  aught  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick,  that  furfeit 
with  too  much,  as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothing  :  It  is 
no  mean  happinefs  therefore,  to  be  feated  in  the  mean  ; 
fupcrfluity  comes  fooner  by  white  hairs,  but  competency 
lives  longer. 
For.  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronounced. 
Ner.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  followed; 
For,  If  to  do  were  as  eafy  as  to  know  what  were  good 
to  do,  chapels  had  been  churches,  and  poor  men's  cot- 
tages, princes*  palaces.     It  is  a  good  divine  that  follows 
his  own  inftrudlions :    I  can  eafier  teach  twenty  what 
were  good  to  be  done,  than  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  fol- 
low mine  own  teaching.     The  brain  may  devife  laws 
for  the  blood ;  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  over  a  cold  de- 
cree :  fuch  a  hare  is  madnefs  the  youth,  to  /kip  o'er  the 
meflies  of  good  counfel  the  Cripple.     But  this  reafoning 
is  not  in  the  fafhion  to  choofe  me  a  hufband  : — O  me, 
die  word  choofe !  I  may  neither  choofe  whom  I  would, 
nor  rafuTe  whom  I  diflike ;  fo  is  the  will  of  a  living 

;  Giij 
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daughter  curbed  by  the  will  of  a  dead  fether  : — Is  it  not 
hard,  Nerifia,  that  I  cannot  choofe  one,  nor  refufe  none? 
Ner.  You^^  father  was  ever  virtuous;  and  holy  men, 
at  their  death,  have  good  infpirations ;  therefore,  the 
lottery,  that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chefts,  of 
gold,  filver,  and  lead,  (whereof  who  choofes  his  mean- 
ing, choofes  you,)  will,  no  doubt,  never  be  chofen  by 
any  rightly,  but  one  who  you  fhall  rightly  love.  But 
what  warmth  is  there  in  your  aflfedion  towards  any  of 
thefe  princely  fuitors  that  are  already  come  ? 

PoR.  I  pray  thee,  overname  them ;  and  as  thou  nameft 
them,  I  will  defcribe  them ;  and,  according  to  my  de-: 
fcription,  level  at  my  afiedion. 

Ner.  Firft,  thf  re  is  the  Neapolitan  prince. 
For.  Ay,  that's  a  colt,  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  bu^ 
talk  of  his  horfe ;  and  he  makes  it  a  gr^at  appropriation 
to  his  own  good  parts,  that  he  can  fhpe  him  himfelf :  I 
am  much  afraid,  my  lady  his  ipother  played  falfe  with  a 
fmith. 

Ner.  Then,  is  there  the  county  Palatine. 
For.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown ;  as  who  fhould  fay. 
An  if  you  will  not  bcn^^e  me,  cboofe ;  he  hears  merry  tales, 
and  fmiles  not :  I  fear,  he  will  prove  the  weeping  phi- 
lofopher  when  he  grows  o^d,  being  fo  full  of  unmanner- 
ly fadnefs  in  his  youth.  I  had  rather  be  married  to  2^ 
death's  head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth,  than  to  either  of 
thefe.     God  defend  me  from  thefe  two  ! 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  lord,  Monfieur  Le 
Bon? 

For.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for  a 
man.  In  truth,  I  know  it  is  a  fin  to  be  a  mocker ;  But, 
he !  why,  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than  the  Neapolitan's ; 
a  better  bad  habit  of  frowning  than  the  count  jpalatine ; 
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he  is  every  man  in  no  man :  if  a  throftle  fing,  he  falls 
ftraight  a  capering ;  he  will  fence  with  his  own  fhadow  : 
if  I  fhould  marry  him,  I  fhould  marry  twenty  hufbands  : 
If  he  would  defpife  me,  I  would  forgive  him ;  for  if  h? 
love  me  to  madnefs,  I  fhall  never  reqiyte  him. 

Nbr.  What  fay  you  then  to  Falconbridge,  the  young 
baron  of  England  ? 

For.  You  know,  I  fay  nothing  to  him ;  for  he  under-r 
Hands  not  me,  nor  I  him  :  he  hath  neither  Latin,  French, 
nor  Italian ;  and  you  will  come  into  the  court  and  fwear, 
that  I  have  a  poor  penny-worth  in  the  Englifli.  He  is  a 
proper  man's  pidure ;  But,  alas !  who  can  converfe  with 
a  dumb  fhow  ?  How  oddly  he  is  fuited !  I  think,  he 
bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hofe  in  France, 
his  bonnet  in  Germany,  and  his  behaviour  every  where, 

NsR.  What  think  you  of  the  Scottifh  lord,  his  neigh-r 
hour  ? 

For.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him ;  for 
he  borrowed  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Englifhman,  and 
fwore  he  would  pay  him  again,  when  he  was  able :  \ 
think,  the  Frenchman  became  his  furety,  and  fealed  un- 
der for  another. 

Nbr.  How  like  you  the  yoving  Germ^,  th?  duke  of 
Saxony's  nephew  ?    • 

For.  Very  vilely  in  the  morning,  when  he  is  fober  j 
and  mod  vilely  in  the  afternoon,  when  h^  is  drunk : 
when  he  is  bed,  he  is  a  Uttle  worfe  than  a  man ;  and 
when  he  is  worft,  he  is  little  better  than  a  beaft  :  an  the 
worft  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope,  I  fliall  make  fhift  to  go 
without  him. 

Ner.  If  he  (hould  oflfer  to  choofe,  and  choofe  the  right; 
caiket,  you  fhould  refufe  to  perform  your  father's  will,  if 
you  ihoiil<jl  refuf^  to  accept  him. 


104  MBRCHANt  OF  VENICB, 

For.  Therefore,  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  thee,  fet 
a  deep  glafs  of  Rhenifli  wine  on  the  contrary  ca(ket:  for, 
if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that  temptation  without,  I 
know  he  will  choofe  it,  I  will  do  any  thing,  Nerifla, 
ere  I  will  be  manried  to  a  fpunge.  s  • 

Nek.  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of  thefe 
lords  J  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  determina- 
tions :  which  is  indeed,  to  return  to  their  home,  and  to 
trouble  you  with  no  more  fuit ;  unlefs  you  may  be  won 
by  fome  other  fort  than  your  father's  impofition,  de- 
pending on  the  cafkets. 

For.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibylla,  I  will  die  as  chaflc 
as  Diana,  unlefs  I  be  obtained  by  the  manner  of  my  fa- 
therms  will :  I  am  glad  this  parcel  of  wooers  are  fo  reafon* 
able ;  for  there  is  not  one  among'  them  but  1  dote  on 
his  very  abfence,  and  I  pray  God  grant  them  a  fair  de- 
parture. 

Nbr.  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  father's 
time,  a  Venetian,  a  fcholar,  and  a  foldier,  that  came 
hither  in  company  of  the  Marquis  of  Montferrat  ? 

For.  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Bailanio ;  as  I  think,  fo  was  he 
called. 

Ner.  True,  madam  ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever  my 
foolifh  eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  deferving  a  fair 
lady. 

For.  I  remember  him  well;  and  I  remember  him 
worthy  of  thy  praife— JIow  now !  what  news  ? 
Enter  a  Sbr  tan  r. 

SBRFi  The  four  ftrangers  feek  for  you,  madam,  to  take 
their  leave :  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from  a  fifth, 
the  prince  of  Morocco ;  who  brings  word,  the  prince, 
his  matter,  will  be  here  to-night. 

For.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fo  good 
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heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewell,  I  ihould  be 
glad  o£his  approach :  if  he  have  the  condition  of  a  faint, 
and  the  complexion  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather  he  fhould 
fhrive  me  than  wive  me.     Come,  Nerifla. — Sirrah,  go 

before ^Whiles  we  fhut  the  gate  upon  one  wooer,  a- 

nother  knocks  at  the  door.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Venice,  ji pubUck  Tlace. 
Enter  Bass  an  lo  and  Sutlocj^. 

Set.  Three  thoufand  ducats, — ^well. 

Bass.  Ay,  fir,  for  three  months. 

Shy.  For  three  months, — ^welL  [bound. 

Bass.  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Antonio  fhall  be 

Shy.  Antonio  fhall  become  bound, — well. 

Bass.  May  you  flead  me  ?  Will  you  pleafure  me  ? 
Shall  I  know  your  anfwer  ? 

Snr.  Three  thoufand  ducats,  for  three  months,  and 
Antonio  bound. 

Bass.  Your  anfwer  to  that. 

Sht.  Antonio  is  a  good  man. 

Bass.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  contrary? 

iSjsm  Ho,  no,  no,  no,  no ; — ^my  meaning,  in  faying  he 
is  a  good  man,  is  to  have  you  underfland  me,  that  he  is 
fufficient :  yet  his  means  are  in  fuppofition :  he  hath  an 
argofy  bound  to  Tripolis,  another  to  the  Indies ;  I  un- 
derfland moreover  upon  the  Rialto,  he  hath  a  third  at 
Mexico,  a  fourth  for  England,— -and  other  ventures  he 
hath,  fquander'd  abroad  :  But  fhips  are  but  boards,  fail- 
on  but  men-:  there  be  land-rats,  and  water-rats,  water-, 
thieves,  and  land-thieves;  I  mean,  pirates;  and  then, 
there  is  the  peril  of  waters,  winds,  and  rocks :  The  man 
is,  notwithftanding,  fufEcient  : — ^three  thoufand  ducats ; 
***t  thinks  I  may  take  his  bond. 


I06  MERCHANT  OF  rENJCR. 

Bass.  Be  aflured  you  may. 

Sht.  I  will  be  afTured,  I  may ;  and,  that  I  may  be  af- 
fured,  I  will  bethink  me :  May  I  fpeak  with  Antonio  ? 

Bass.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

Sht.  Yes,  to  fmell  pork ;  to  eat  of  the  habitation 
which  your  prophet,  the  Nazarite,  conjured  the  devil  in- 
to :  I  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with  you> 
walk  with  you,  and  fo  following;  but  I  will  not  eat  with 
you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  you.  What  news 
on  the  Rialto  ? — Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 
Enter  jiNTONio. 

Bass.  This  is  fignior  Antonio. 

Sht.  [JJide.']  How  like  a  fawning  publican  he  looks  I 
I  hate  him  for  he  is  a  chriftian  : 
But  more,  for  that,  in  low  fimphcity. 
He  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 
He  hates  our  facred  nation ;  and  he  rails. 
Even  there  where  merchants  moft  do  congregate. 
On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  intereft :  Curfed  be  my  tribe, 
If  I  forgive  him  J 

Bass.  Shylock,  do  you  hear  ? 

Sht.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  (lore ; 
And,  by  the  near  guefs  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  r^ife  up  the  grofs         / 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats :  What  of  that  ? 
Tubal,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe. 
Will  furnifh  me :  But  foft ;  How  many  months 
Po  you  defire  ?«Jleft  you  fair,  good  fignior ; 

{To  ^NTQNJCK, 
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Your  worftiip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

jiNT.  Shylock,  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow. 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs. 
Yet,  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
m  break  a  cuftom : — ^Is  he  yet  pofTefs'd, 
How  much  you  would  ?       ^ 

Sht.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  ducats. 

^NT.  And  for  three  months. 

Sht.  I  had  forgot, — ^three  months,  you  told  me  fo. 
Well  then,  your  bond ;  and,  let  me  fee— — But  hear 

you; 
Methought,  you  f^id,  you  neither  lend,  nor  borrow. 
Upon  advantage, 

j^NT.  I  do  never  ufe  it, 

Sht.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Laban's  flieep. 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf,) 
The  third  pofleffor ;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

^NT.  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  intereft  ? 

Snr.  No,  not  take  intereft ;  not,  as  you  would  fay, 
Diredly  intereft ;  mark  what  Jacob  did. 
When  Laban  and  himfelf  were  compromised. 
That  all  the  eanlings  which  were  ftreakM,  and  pied. 
Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire,  the  ewes,  being  rank. 
In  the  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams  ; 
And  wheji  the  work  of  generation  was 
Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  acSt, 
The  fkilful  fhepherd  petVd  me  certain  wands. 
And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes ; 
Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  eaning  time 
Fall  party-colour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Jacob*s. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft  \ 
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And  thrift  is  blefling,  if  men  (leal  it  not. 

j4nt.  This  was  a  venture,  fir,  that  Jacob  fervM  for ; 
A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pafs. 
But  fway'd,  and  fafhion'd,  by  the  hand  of  heaven. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  intereft  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold  and  filver,  ewes  and  rams  ? 

Set.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  make  it  breed  as  fait  :•— 
But  note  me,  fignior- 

jiNT.  Mark  you  this,  Baflanio, 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe. 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witnefs. 
Is  Uke  a  villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek ;         . 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart  : 
O,  what  a  goodly  outfide  falfhood  hath ! 

Shv.  Three  thoufand  ducats,— *tis  a  good  round  fum. 
Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate, 

jiNT.  Well,  Shylock,  fhall  we  be  beholden  to  you  ? 

Set.  Signior  Antonio,  many  a  time  and  oft. 
In  the  Rialto  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  monies,  and  my  ufances  : 
Still  have  I  borne  it  with  a  patient  fhrug ; 
For  fufierant:e  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe  : 
You  call  me— mifbeliever,  cut-throat  dog. 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jewifli  gaberdine. 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears,  you  need  my  help  : 
Go  to  then ;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 
Shy  lock  y  we  would  have  monies;  You  fay  fo; 
You,  that  did  void  yoUr  rheum  upon  my  beard. 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpum  a  (Iranger  cur 
Over  your  threihold ;  monies  is  your  fuit. 
What  (hould  I  fay  to  you  ?  Should  I  not  (ay, 
Hatb  a  dog  money  f  is  it  pojftble^ 
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J  cur  can  lend  three  tboufand  ducats  ?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  qnd  in  a  bondman's  key. 
With  *bated  breath,  and  whifpering  humblenefe. 
Say  this,  * 

fdrjir^  yoajpit  an  me  on  Wednefday  laji; 
YcfuJpurtCd  mefucb  a  day;  another  time 
You  calPd  me— dog}  and  for  thefe  court efies  " 
m  lend  you  thus  much  monies. 

Ant.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again. 
To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpum  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  friends ;  (for  when  did  friendfhip  take 
A  breed  for  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ?) 
But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy ; 
Who  if  he  break,- thou  may'ft  with  better  fitce 
£xad  the  penalty. 

Sur.  Why,  look  you,  how  you  florm  \ 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love. 
Forget  the  (hames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with. 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufance  for  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me : 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

Ant.  This  were  kindnefs. 

Set.  This  kindnefs  will  I  Ihow  :— 
Go  with  me  to  a  notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fingle  bond ;  and,  in  a  merry  fport. 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day, 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum,  or  fums,  as  are 
£zpre&'d  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Wyour  fair  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  pleafeth  me. 

Ant.  Content,  in  faith ;  Til  feal  to  fuch  a  bondt    . 
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And  fay,  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  Jew. 

Bass.  You  fliall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  me, 
ril  rather  dwell  in  my  neceffity. 

jiNT.  Why,  fear  not  man ;  I  will  not  forfeit  it  j 
Within  thefe  two  months,  that^s  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires,  I  do  expedl  return 
Of  thrice  three' times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Sht.  O  father  Abraham,  what  thefe  Chriftians  are  ; 
Whofe  own  hard  dealings  teaches  them  fufpedl 
The  thoughts  of  others !  Pray  you,  tell  me  this ; 
If  he  fhould  break  his  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 
By  the  exadion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man*s  flefli,  taken  from  a  man^ 
Is  not  fo  eftimable,  profitable  neither. 
As  flefli  of  muttons,  beefs,  or  goats.     I  fay^. 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendfliip : 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo  ;  if  not,  adieu ; 
And,  for  my  love,  I  pray  you^  wrong  me  not. 

j4nt.  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  leal  unto  this  bond. 

Sht.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  notary's ; 
Give  him  diredion  for  this  merry  bond. 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  ftraight ; 
See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave  j  and  prefently 
I  will  be  with  you.  lExit. . 

Ant.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew.    . 
This  Hebrew  will  turn  Chriftian }  he  grows  kind. 

Bass.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Ant.  Come  on  ;  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay. 
My  fliips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day.    \Exeimti, 

act:  II. 
SCENE  I.  Belmont.  A  Room  in  Portia's  Hwfe. 
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Tlounjb  of  Comets.    Enter  the  Prince  of  Morocco,  and  bis 
train;  Portia,  Nerissa,  and  other  of  ber  attendants^ 

MoR.  Miflike  me  not  for  my  complexion^ 
The  ihadow'd  livery  of  the  bumifli'd  fun. 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faifeft  creature  northward  bomi 
Where  Phoebus*  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  ificles. 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  reddeft,  his,  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  afp^cft  of  mine 
Hath  feared  the  valiant ;  by  my  love,  I  fwear. 
The  beft-regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
Have  lov'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  huc^ 
Except  to  fteal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  queen. 

PoR.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  folely  led 
By  nice  diredion  of  a  maiden's  eyes  * 
Befides,  the  lottery  of  my  deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  choofing  t    • 
But,  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me. 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit,  to  yield  myfelf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you, 
Youffelf,  renowned  prince,  then  flood  as  fair, 
As  any  comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet, 
For  my  afie£tion. 

MoR.  Even  for  that  I  thank  you ; 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  the  cafkets, 
To  try  my  fortune.     By  this  fcimitar, — 
That  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Perfian  prince. 
That  won  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman,— 
I  would  out-flare  the  flernefl  eyes  that  look, 
Out-brave  the  heart  mofl  daring  on  the  earth, 
Fluck  the  young  fucking  cubs  firom  the  ihe  beari 
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Yea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey, 
To  win  thee,  lady :  But,  alas  the  while ! 
If  Hercules,  and  Lichas,  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand : 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  page ; 
And  fo  may  I,  blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthier  may  attain. 
And  die  with  grieving. 

For.  You  muft  take  your  chance ; 
And  either  not  attempt  to  choofe  at  all. 
Or  fwear,  before  you  choofe, — ^if  you  choofe  wrong. 
Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage ;  therefore  be  advis'd. 

MoR.  Nor  will  not ;  come,  bring  me  unto  my  chance. 

For.  Firft,  forward  to  the  temple ;  after  dinner 
Your  hazard  fhall  be  made. 

MoR.  Good  fortune  then  !  {Comets. 

To  make  me  blefs't,  or  curfed'ft  among  men.     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  Venice-  ji  Street. 
Enter  Launcblot  Gobbo. 
Laun.  Certainly,  my  confciencc  will  ferve  me  to  run 
from  this  Jew  my  mafter :  The  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow ; 
and  tempts  me,  faying  to  me,  Gobbo^  Lonnceht  Gobbo. 
good  Launcelot^  or  good  Gobbo  ^  or  good  Launcelot  Gobbo^  ufe 
your  legs^  take  tbejiartj  run  away:  My  confcience  fays,~. 
fio;  take  heedj  honejl  Launcelot;  take  beed^  bonejl  Gobbo;  or. 
as  aforefaid,  bone/i  Launcelot  Gobbo;  do  not  run;  /com  run^ 
mng  with  thy  beeU :  Well,  the  moft  courageous  fiend  bids 
me  pack ;  via/  iays  the  fiend ;  away  J  fays  the  &tndfJor 
the  heavens;  roufe  up  a  braoe  ndnd,  iays  the  fiend,  and  run. 
Well,  my  confcience,  hanging  about  the  neck  of  my 

2  .  % 
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heart,  fays  very  wifely  to  me, — my  honeft  friend  Launcelot^ 
bnng  an  boneji  mcofCs  fon^ — or  rather  an  honeft  woman's 
fon  ; — for,  indeed,  my  father  did  fomething  fmack,  fome-^ 
thing  grow  to,  he  had  a  kind  of  tafte ; — well,  my  con- 
fcience  fays,  tJ^auncebt^  budge  not;  budge j  fays,  the  fiend; 
budge  not^  fays  my  confcience :  Confcience,  fay  I,  you 
counfel  well ;  fiend,  fay  I>  you  counfel  well :  to  be  ruled 
by  my  confcience,  I  fliould  ftay  with  the  Jew  my  maf- 
ter,  who,  (God  blefs  the  mark  !)  is  a  kind  of  devil ;  and^ 
to  run  away  from  the  Jew,  I  fliould  be  ruled  by  the 
fiend,  who,  faving  your  reverence,  is  the  devil  himfelf : 
Certainly,  the  Jew  is  the  very  devil  incarnation ;  and> 
in  my  confcience^  my  confcience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard 
confcience,  to  offer  to  counfel  me  to  flay  with  the  Jew  : 
The  fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  counfel :  I  will  rim, 
fiend ;  my  heels  are  at  your  commandment,  I  will  run. 
Enter  old  Gobjbo,  with  a  bajket. 
Gob.  Mafter,  young  man,  you^  I  pray  you ;  which  is 
the  way  to  mafter  Jew's  ? 

Laun,  [q/ide.]  O  heavens,  this  is  my  true  begotten  fa- 
ther !    who,  being  more  than  fand-blind,  high-gravel 

blind,  knows  me  not : I  will  try  conclufions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  gentleman,  I  pray  you,  which  is 
the  way  to  mafter  Jew's  ? 

Laun.  Turn  up  on  your  right  hand,  at  the  next  turn- 
ing, but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  your  left ;  mar- 
ry, at  the  very  next  turning,  turn  of  no  hand,  but  turn 
down  indiredly  to  the  Jew's  houfe. 

Gob.  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit. 
Can  you  tell  me  whether  one  Launcelot,  that  dwells 
with  him,  dwell  with  him  or  no  ? 

Laun.  Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  ? — 
Mark  me  now ;  [qfide.]  now  will  I  raife  the  waters  : — 

VpL.  n. ,  H 
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Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcelot  ? 

Gob.  No  mafter,  fir,  but  a  poor  man's  fon ;  his  father^ 
though  I  fay  it,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  man,  and^ 
God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Ljun.  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  will,  we  talk  of 
young  mafter  Launcelot. 

Gob.  Your  worfhip's  friend,  and  Launcelot,  fir. 

Lavn.  But  I  pray  you  ergo^  old  man,  ergo^  I  befeech 
you  ;  Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Laimcelot  ? 

Gob.  Of  Launcelot,  an*t  pleafe  your  mafterfliip. 

Laun.  ErgOy  mafter  Launcelot ;  talk  not  of  mafter 
Launcelot,  father ;  for  the  young  gentleman  (according 
to  fates  and  deftinies,  and  fuch  odd  fayings,  the  fifters 
three,  and  fuch  branches  of  learning,)  is,  indeed,  deceaf- 
ed ;  or,  as  you  would  fay,  in  plain  terms,  gone  to  heaven. 

Gob.  Marry,  God  forbid !  the  boy  was  the  very  ftaff 
of  my  age,  my  very  prop. 

Laun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel-poft,  a  ftaff, 
or  a  prop  ? — ^Do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  gentle- 
man :  but,  I  pray  you,  tell  nK,  is  my  boy,  (God  reft  his 
foul !)  alive,  or  dead  ? 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  father  ? 

Gob.  Alack,  fir,  I  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you  not. 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  eyes,  you  might 
fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father,  that  knows 
his  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will  tell  you  news  of 
your  fon  :  Give  me  your  blefling  :  truth  will  come  to 
light ;  murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  man's  fon  may  ; 
but,  in  the  end,  truth  will  out. 

Gob.  Pray  you,  fir,  ftand  up  ;  I  am  furc,  you  are  not 
Launcelot,  my  boy. 

Laun.  Pray  you,  let^s  have  no  more  fooling  about  it^ 
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but  give  me  your  blefling ;  I  am  Launcelot,  your  boy 
that  was,  your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that  fhaU  be. 
Gob.  I  cannot  think,  you  aye  my  fon. 
Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  fhall  think  of  that :  but  I 
am  Launcelot,  the  Jew's  man ;  and,  I  am  fure,  Margery, 
your  wife,  is  my  mother. 

Gob.  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed :  I'll  be  fwom,  if 
thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  mine  own  flefh  and  blood. 
Lord  worlhipp'd  might  he  be  !  what  a  beard  haft  thou 
got !  thou  haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin,  than  Dobbin 
my  thill-horfe  has  on  his  tail. 

Laun.  It  fhould  feem  then,  that  Dobbin's  tail  grows 
backward ;  I  am  fure,  he  had  more  hair  on  his  tail,  than 
I  have  on  my  face,  when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord,  how  art  thou  changed !  How  doft  thou 
and  thy  mafter  agree  ?  I  have  brought  him  a  prefent ; 
How  'gree  you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well ;  but,  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have 
fct  up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  till  I  have 
mn  fome  ground  :  my  mafter's  a  very  Jew  j  Give  him 
a  prefent !  give  him  a  halter  :  I  am  famifh'd  in  his  fer- 
vice ;  you  may  tell  every  finger  I  have  with  my  ribs. 
Father,  I  am  glad  you  are  come  ;  give  me  your  prefent 
to  one  mafter  BafTanio,  who,  indeed,  gives  rare  new  li- 
veries ;  if  I  ferve  not  him,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has 
any  ground — O  rare  fortune !  here  comes  the  man  5 — ^to 
him  father ;  for  I  am  a  Jew,  if  I  ferve  the  Jew  any  longer. 
iMer  BAssANiOy  with  Leonardo,  and  other  followers. 
Bass.  You  may  do  fo  ; — ^but  let  it  be  fo  hafted,  that 
fiipper  be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  clock  :  See 
thcfc  letters  deUver'd  ;  put  the  liveries  to  making ;  and 
defire  Gratiano  to  come  anon  to  my  lodging. 

[Eocit  a  Sebfant. 
Hij 
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Laun.  To  him,  father.  ,^ 

Gob.  God  blefs  youx  worftiip  ! 

Bass.  Gramercy  ;  Wovdd'fl  thou  aught  with  me  ? 

Gob.  Here's  my  fon,  fir,  a  poor  boy, 

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy,  fir,  but  the  rich  Jew's  man ; 
that  would,  fir,  as  my  father  fhall  fpeciiy, 

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infedion,  fir,  as  one  would  fay, 
to  ferve 

Laun.  Indeed,  the  fhort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the 
Jew,  and  I  have  a  defire,  as  my  father  fliall  fpecify. 

Gob.  His  mafter  and  he,  (faving  your  worfhip's  re- 
verence,) are  fcarce  cater-coufins : 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  father, 
being  I  hope  an  old  man,  fhall  frutify  unto  you, 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  difli  of  doves,  that  I  would  beflow 
upon  your  worfhip ;  and  my  fuit  is, 

Laun*  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  i^y- 
felf,  as  your  worfhip  fhall  know  by  this  honefl  old  man; 
and,  though  I  fay  it,  though  old  man,  yet,  poor  man, 
my  father. 

Bass4  One  fpeak  for  both  ;— What  would  you  ? 

Laun.  Serve  you,  fir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defed  of  the  matter,  fir. 

Bass4  I  know  thee  well,  thou  hafl  obtained  thy  fuit : 
Shylock,  thy  mafler,  fpoke  with  me  this  day. 
And  hath  preferred  thee  ;  if  it  be  preferment. 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  fervice,  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun.  The  old  proverb  is  very  well  parted  between 
my  mafler  Shylock  and  you,  fir ;  you  have  the  grace  of 
God,  fir,  and  he  hath  enough. 

Bass.  Thou  fpeak'fl  it  well ;  Go,  father,  with  thy  fon : — 
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Take  leave  of  thy  old  mafter,  and  enquire 

My  lodging  out : — ^Give  him  a  livery      [to  his  followerf^ 

More  guarded  than  his  fellows' :  See  it  done. 

Laun.  Father,  in  : — I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no  ; ^I 

have  ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head — Well ;  [hoking  on  bis 
palm.']  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  a  fairer  table,  which  doth 
offer  to  fwear  upon  a  book. — I  Ihall  have  good  fortune ; 
Go  to,  here's  a  fimple  line  of  life  !  here's  a  fmall  trifle 
of  wives:  Alas,  fifteen  wives  is  nothing;  eleven  widows, 
and  nine  maids,  is  a  fimple  coming-in  for  one  man:  and 
then,  to  'fcape  drowning  thrice ;  and  to  be  in  peril  of 
my  life  with  the  edge  of  a  feather-bed ; — ^here  are  fimple 
'fcapes  !  Well,  if  fortune  be  a  woman,  flie's  a  good  wench 
for  this  geer — ^Father,  come  ;  I'll  take  my  leave  of  the 
Jew  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

[Exeunt  Lauj^cblot  and  old  GoiBO. 
Bass.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this ; 
Thibfe  things  being  bought,  and  orderly  beftow'd, 
Return  in  hafte,  for  I  do  feafl:  to-night 
My  beft-efl:eem'd  acquaintance  ;  hie  thee,  go. 
Leon.  My  beft  endeavours  ftiall  be  done,  herein. 

Enter  Gratia  no. 
Gra.  Where  is  your  mafl:er  ? 

Leon.  Yonder,  fir,  he  walks.  [Exit  Leonardo. 

Gra.  Signior  Baflanio, 
.  Bass.  Gratiano ! 
Gra.  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 
Bass.  You  have  obtain'd  it, 

Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  me  ;  I  mufl;  go  with  you  to 
Belmont. 

Bass.  Why,  then  you  muft; — But  hear  thee,  Gratiano  i 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice : 
fms,  that  become  thee  hapily  enough, 

H  iij 
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And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults  ; 

But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,  there  they  (how 

Something  too  liberal ; — pray  thee,  take  pain 

To  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modefty 

Thy  (kipping  fpirit ;  left,  through  thy  wild  behaviour, 

I  be  mifconftrued  in  the  place  I  go  to. 

And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Baflanio,  hear  me  : 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit. 
Talk  with  refpedl,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then. 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely ; 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh,  and  fay,  amen  j 
Ufe  all  the  obfervance  of  civility. 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  grandam,  never  truft  me  more. 

Bass.  Well^  we  fhall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night ;  you  (hall  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to-night. 

Bass.  No,  that  were  pity ; 
I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
That  purpofe  merriment :  But  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  bufinefs. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenzo,  and  the  reft ; 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  fupper-time.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  III.    7*66 fame.    A  Room  in  Shtlock^s  Houfi. 
Enter  Jbssica  and  Launcelot. 
yss.  I  am  forry,  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  fo ; 
Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  devil, 
Didft  rob  it  of  fome  taftc  of  tedioufiiefs  : 
But  fare  thee  well ;  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee. 
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And,  Launcelot,  foon  at  fupper  (halt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  maftet's  gueft : 
Give  him  this  letter  ;  do  it  fecretly. 
And  fo  farewell ;  I  would  not  have  my  father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Laun.  Adieu ! — ^tears  exhibit  my  tongue— :- 
Moil  beautiful  pagan, — ^moft  fweet  Jew  !  If  a  Chriftian 
do  not  play  the  knave,  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  de- 
ceived :  But,  adieu !  thefe  foolifh  drops  do  fomewhat 
drown  my  manly  fpirit ;  adieu !  [Exit. 

Jbs.  Farewell,  good  Launcelot, — 
Alack,  what  heinous  fin  is  it  in  me, 
To  be  afham'd  to  be  my  father's  child ! 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners  :  O  Lorenzo, 
If  thou  keep  promife,  I  fhall  end  this  ftrife ; 
Become  a  Chriftian,  and  thy  loving  wife.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IF.    "The  fame.    A  Street. 
Enter  Gra  tiano^  Lor  enzo,  Sal  a  ri  no,  and  Salanio. 

Lor.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  fupper-time  j 
Difguife  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return 
All  in  an  hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation* 

Salar.  We  have  not  fpoke  us  yet  of  torch-bearers. 

Salan.  Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  order'd ; 
And  better,  in  my  mind,  not  undertook. 

Lor.  Tis  now  but  four  a-clock ;  we  have  two  hours 
To  fumifh  us*: — 

Enter  Launcrlot,  with  a  letter. 
Friend  Launcelot,  what's  the  news  ? 

Laun.  An  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this,  it  fhall 
ieem  to  lignify. 

Hulj 
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Lor.  I  know  the  hand  :  in  faith,  'tis  a  feir  hand ; 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  it  writ  on. 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

GRjf.  Love-news,  in  faith, 

LjfUN.  By  your  leave,  fir. 

LoR.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  fir,  to  bid  my  old  matter  the  Jew  to  fup 
to  night  ^ith  my  new  mailer  the  Chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this : — tell  gentle  JefSca, 
I  will  not  fail  her ; — ^fpeak  it  privately ;  go — 
Gentlemen,  [Exit  Launcelot^ 

Will  you  prepare  you  for  this  mafque  to-night  ? 
I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer. 

Salar.  Ay,  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  flraight. 

Salan.  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me,  and  Gratiano, 
At  Gratiano's  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

Salar.  'Tis  good  we  do  fo.  [Exeunt  Salar.  and  Salan., 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jeflica  ? 

Lor.  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all :  She  hath  direded, 
How  I  fhall  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe ; 
What  gold,  and  jewels,  flie  is  fumifli'd  with ; 
What  page's  fuit  fhe  hath  in  readinefs. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heaven. 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake : 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  ifoot, 
Unlefs  flie  do  it  under  this  excufe, — 
That  flie  is  iflue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew, 
Come,  go  with  me  ;  perufe  this,  as  thou  goeft : 
Fair  Jeflica  fliall  be  my  torch-bearer.  [Exeunt, 

...^ ■  '.\ 

^CENEV.    The  fame.   Before  Sur lock's  Houfe ^ 
Enter  Shtlqck  and  LjIUNCBIOT^ 
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Sht.  Well,  thou  (halt  fee,  thy  eyes  fliall  be  thy  judge. 
The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  Baflanio  : — 
What,  Jeffica ! — thou  flialt  not  gormandize. 
As  thou  haft  done  with  me ; — ^What,  Jeffica ! — 
And  fleep  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparel  out ; — 
Why,  Jeffica,  I  fay ! 

Laun.  Why,  Jeffica ! 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?    I  do  not  bid  thee  call. 

Laun.  Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me,  I  could  do 
nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  Jessica. 

Jbs.  Call  you  ?  What  is  your  will  ? 

Ssr.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  Jeffica ; 
There  are  my  keys : — But  wherefore  fhould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love ;  they  flatter  me : 
But  yet  I'll  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Chriftian, — ^Jeffica,  my  girl. 
Look  to  my  houfe : — I  am  right  loth  to  go ; 
There  is  fome  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  reft. 
For  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to-night. 

Laun.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  go  ;  my  young  mafler  doth 
exped  your  reproach. 

Set.  So  do  I  his. 

Laun.  And  they  have  confpired  together, — I  will  not 
%,  you  ihall  fee  a  mafque  ;  but  if  you  do,  then  it  was 
not  for  nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  Black-* 
Monday  laft,  at  fix  o'clock  i'  the  morning,  falling  out 
duityear  on  Afh-wednefday  was  four  year  in  the  after- 
noon. 

Set.  What !  are  there  mafques  ?  Hear  you  me,  Jeffica : 
Lock  up  my  doors ;  and  when  you  hear  the  drum. 
And  the  vile  fqueaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  fife, 
Qainbei:  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then. 
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Nor  thraft  your  head  into  the  publick  ftreet, 
To  gaze  on  Chriflian  fools  with  vamiih'd  faces  ; 
But  flop  my  houfe's  ears,  I  mean,  my  cafements ; 
Let  not  the  found  of  (hallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe. — By  Jacob's  ftaflf,  I  fwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feafting  forth  to-night : 
But  I  will  go.— Go  you  before  me,  iirrah ; 
Say,  I  will  come. 

Laun.  I  will  go  before,  fir.— 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  window,  for  all  this ; 
There  will  come  a  Chriflian  by, 
Will  be  worth  a  Jewefs'  eye.  [Exit  Laun. 

Set.  What  fays  that  fool  of  Hagar's  ofl&pring,  ha  ? 

Jes.  His  words  were,  Farewel,  miflrefs  i  nothing  elle. 

Shv.  The  patch  is  kind  enough  ;  but  a  huge  feeder. 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  and  he  fleeps  by  day 
More  than  the  wild  cat ;  drones  hive  not  with  me ; 
Therefore  I  part  with  him  ;  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafle 
His  borrowed  purfe. — Well,  Jeflica,  go  in ; 
Perhaps,  I  will  return  immediately ; 
Do,  as  I  bid  you, 

Shut  doors  after  you  :  Fafl  bind,  fafl  find ; 
A  proverb  never  flale  in  thrifty  mind.    '  [Exit. 

Jes.  Farewel ;  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  crofl, 
I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter,  lofl,  [Exit. 

SCENE  FI.    Tie  fame. 
Enter  Gratjano,  and Salarino,  mqfqued. 
Gra.  This  is  the  pent-houfe,  under  which  LorenzQ 
Defir'd  us  to  make  fland. 

Salar.  His  hour  is  almofl  paft. 

Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  he  out*dweils  his  hour. 
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For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Salar.  O,  ten  times  fafter  Venus'  pigeons  fly 
To  feal  love's  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont. 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra.  That  ever  holds :  Who  rifeth  from  a  feafl. 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe,  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  meafures  with  the  unbated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft?  All  things^  that  are. 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd* 
How  like  a  younker,  or  a  prodigal. 
The  fcarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  wind ! 
How  like  a  prodigal  doth  fhe  return  j 
With  over-weather'd  ribs,  and  ragged  fails. 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  wind ! 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

Salar.  Here  comes  Lorenzo ; — ^more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long  abode; 
Not  I,  but  my  af&irs,  have  made  you  wait : 
When  you  fhall  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
m  watch  as  long  for  you  then. — Approach  ; 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew  : — Ho  !  who's  within  ? 
Enter  Jessica  above  ^  in  bofs  clothes. 

yEs.  Who  are  you  ?  Tell  me,  for  more  certainty. 
Albeit  ni  fwear  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 

Jes.  Lorenzo,  certain ;  and  my  love,  indeed ; 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  And  now  who  knows, 
fiot  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor.  Heaven,  and  thy  thoughts,  are  witnefs  that  thou 
art. 

Jes.  Here,  catch  this  cafket ;  it  is  worth  the  pains. 
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I  am  glad  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me. 
For  I  am  much  aftiam'd  of  my  exchange : 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  commit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 

Jes.  What,  muft  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  fhames  ? 
They  in  themfelves,  good  footh,  are  too  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love ; 
And  I  (hould  be  obfcur'd. 

Lor.  So  are  you,  fweet. 
Even  in  the  lovely  gamifh  of  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once  ; 

For  the  clofe  night  doth  play  the  run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Baflanio's  feaft. 

Jes.  I  will  make  faft  the  doors,  and  gild  myfelf 
With  fome  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftraight. 

[Exit^from  above. 

Gra.  Now,  by  my  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew, 

Lor.  Beflirew  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily : 
For  fhe  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her ; 
And  fair  (he  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true  j 
And  true  (he  is,  as  Ihe  hath  prov'd  herfelf ; 
And  therefore,  like  herfelf,  wife,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  flie  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 
Enter  Jessica,  below. 

What,  art  thou  come  ? — On,  gentlemen,  away  ; 
Our  maiquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftky. 

[Exit,  with  Jessica  omISaiarinq. 
Enter  Antonio^ 

Ant.  Who's  there  ? 

Gka^  Signior  Antonio  ? 
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Ant.  Fie,  fie,  Gratiano !  where  are  all  the  reft  ? 
Tis  nine  o'clock  j  our  friends  all  flay  for  you  :— 
No  mafque  to-night ;  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Baflanio  prefently  wift  go  aboard  : 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Grj.  I  am  glad  on't ;  I  defire  no  more  delight. 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to-night.  [ExeufU. 

SCENE  FII.    Behnont.    A  Room  in  Portia's  Hou/e. 
Thurijb  of  Comets.     Enter  Portia^  with  the  Prince  of 
Morocco^  and  both  their  Trains. 

For.  Go,  draw  afide  the  curtains,  and  difcover 
The  feveral  cafkets  to  this  noble  prince  :— 
Now  make  your  choice. 

MoR.  The  firfl,  of  gold,  who  this  infcription  bears ;— * 
Who  cboofetb  me^  Jhallgain  what  many  men  defire. 
The  fecond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries  j — 
Vlho  cboofetb  me^  fhallget  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt;— 
Jffbo  cboqfetb  me^  mufl  give  and  hazard  all  be  hath. 
How  fhall  I  know  if!  do  choofe  the  right? 

PoR.  The  one  of  them  contains  my  pidure,  prince ; 
If  you  choofe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

MoR.  Some  god  dired  my  judgement!  Let  me  fee, 
I  will  furvey  the  infcriptions  back  again  : 
What  fays  this  leaden  cafket? 
Vlbo  cboofetb  me^  mufl  give  and  hazard  all  be  bath. 
Mufl  give — For  what?  for  lead?  hazard  for  lead^ 
This  cafket  threatens :  Men,  that  hazard  all. 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages : 
A  golden  mind  floops  not  to  fhows  of  drofs ; 
m  then,  nor  give,  nor  hazard,  aught  for  lead. 
What  lays  the  filver,  widi  her  virgin  hue  ? 
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Who  cboofetb  me,  Jhallget  as  much  as  be  deferues. 

As  much  as  he  defcrves? — Piufe  there,  Morocco^ 

And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  hand: 

If  thou  be^ft  rated  by  thy  eftiniatiDn, 

Thou  deft  deferve  enough ;  and  yet  enough 

May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  lady; 

And  yet  to  be  afeard  of  my  deferving^ 

Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  myfelf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve! — ^Why,  that's  the  lady: 

I  do  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes. 

In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding; 

But,  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  further,  but  chofe  here?— 

Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  graVd  in  gold. 

Wbo  cboofetb  me,  JbaJlgcun  wbat  many  men  dejire. 

Why,  that's  the  lady ;  all  the  world  d«:fires  her : 

From  the  four  comers  of  the  earth  they  come,. 

To  kifs  this  fhrine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint. 

The  Hyrcaijian  deferts,  and  the  vafty  wilds 

Of  wide  Arabia,  are  as  through-fares  now. 

For  princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia : 

The  watry  kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  head 

Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 

To  flop  the  foreign  fpirits ;  but  they  come. 

As  o'er  a  brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heavenly  pidure, 

Is't  Uke,  that  lead  contains  her  ?  'Twere  damnation, 

To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought ;  it  were  too  grofs 

To  rib  her  cerecloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 

Or  fhall  I  think,  in  filver  fhe's  immur'd. 

Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  try'd  gold  ? 

O  finful  thought !  Never  fo  rich  a  gem 

Was  fet  in  worfe  than  gold*    They  have  ia  England 
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A  coin,  that  bears  the  figure  of  an  angel 
Stamped  in  gold ;  but  that's  infculp'd  upon  j 
But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 

Lies  all  within DeUver  me  the  key ; 

Here  do  I  choofe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may! 

For.  There,  take  it,  prince,  and  if  my  form  lie  there. 
Then  I  am  yours.  [He  unlocks  tbegglden  cq/keU 

MoR.  O  hell!  what  have  we  here? 
A  carrion  death,  within  whofe  empty  eye 
There  is  a  written  fcroU  ?  V\\  read  the  writing. 

All  that  glifiers  is  not  goldy 

Often  have  yoM  beard  that  told: 

Many  a  man  bis  l^e  batbfold^ 

But  my  outjide  to  heboid: 

Gilded  tombs  do  worms  infold. 

Had  you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 

Toung  in  limbs,  in  judgement  old. 

Tour  anfwer  bad  not  been  infcroVdi 

Fare  you  well;  yourfuit  is  cold. 
Cold,  indeed ;  and  labour  loft : 
Then,  farewell,  heat ;  and,  welcome,  froft-— 
Portia,  adieu  !  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave :  thus  lofers  part.  [EwV. 

For.  a  gentle  riddance : — Draw  the  curtains,  go  i — > 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  choofe  me  fo.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  Fin.    Venice.   Jl  Street. 
Enter  Salarino  and  Salanio. 
Salar.  Why  man  I  faw  Baflanio  under  fail ; 
With  him  is  Gratiaho  gone  along ; 
And  in  their  fhip,  I  am  fure,  Lorenzo  is  not. 

Salan.  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  the  duke  ; 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bafiknio's  fliip. 
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Saljr.  He  came  too  late,  the  ihip  was  under  (ail : 
But  there  the  duke  was  given  to  underftand^ 
That  in  a  gondola  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  amorous  Jeflica : 
Befides,  Antonio  certify'd  the  duke. 
They  were  not  with  Baflanio  in  his  Ihip. 

Salan.  I  never  heard  a  paflion  fo  confus'd^ 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable^ 
As  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  ftreets  : 
My  daughter! — 0  my  ducats! — 0  my  daughter! 
Fled  with  a  Chrijlian? — 0  my  chrifiian  ducats!..^ 
Juftice!  the  lew!  my  ducats^  and  my  daughter! 
Afealed  hag^  twofealed  bags  of  ducats^ 
Of  double  ducat sJloVn  from  me  by  my  daughter! 
And  jewels;  twojlones^  two  rich  and  precious  Jlones^ 
StoVn  by  my  daughter! — Juflice!  find  the  girl! 
She  hath  thejlones  upon  her^  and  the  ducats! 

Salar.  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying — his  ftones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Salan.  Let  good  Antonio  look  he  keep  his  day^ 
Or  he  Ihall  pay  for  this. 

Salar.  Marry,  well  remembered  : 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday } 
"Who  told  me, — in  the  narrow  feas,  that  part 
The  French  and  Englifh,  there  mifcarried 
A  veflel  of  our  country,  richly  fraught: 
I  thought  upon  Antonio,  when  he  told  mej , 
And  wifh'd  in  filence,  that  it  were  not  his. 

Salan.  You  were  beft  to  tell  Antonio  what  you  hear| 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

Salar.  A  kinder  gentleman  treads  not  the  earth. 
I  faw  Baflanio  and  Antonio  part  : 
Baflanio  told  him,  he  would  make  fome  fpeed 
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Of  his  return;  he  anfwer'd — Do  not  fo^ 

Slubber  not  bujinefs  for  my  fake  ^  Bqffanio^ 

hut  ft  ay  the  very  riping  of  the  time  ; 

And  for  the  yew's  bond  wbicb  be  batb  ofme^ 

Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  ofhve: 

Be  merry  ;  and  employ  your  cbiefeji  tbougbts 

To  courtjhip,  and  fucb  fair  ojients  of  love 

Asjhall  conveniently  become  you  tbere : 

And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 

Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  hand  behind  him, 

And  with  afFeftion  wondrous  fenfible 

He  wrung  Baflanio's  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

Sal  AN.  I  think,  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go,  and  find  him  out, 
And  quicken  his  embraced  heavinefs 
With  fome  dehght  or  other. 

Salar.  Do  we  fo.  ,  [Exeunt. 

J  -        .        ^ ^  ■ 

SCENE  IX.    Belmont,    A  Room  in  Portia's  Houfe. 

Enter  Nerissa,  with  a  Servant. 
Ner.  Quick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain 
ftraight; 
The  prince  of  Arragon  hath  ta'en  his  oath. 
And  comes  to  his  election  prefently. 

Flourifh  of  Cornets.    Enter  the  Prince  of  Ar  ragon^ 

PoR  TiAy  and  their  trains. 
PoR.  Behold,  there  (land  the  cafkets,  noble  prince  : 
If  fou  choofe  that  wherein  I  am  contained. 
Straight  fhall  our  nuptial  rites  be  folemniz'd ; 
■   Bat  if  you  fail,  without  more  fpeech,  my  lord. 
You  mufl  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  enjoin'd  by  oath  to  obferve  three  things : 
Rril,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 

voL.n.  I 
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Which  cafket  'twas  I  chofe ;  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  ca(ket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage  ;  laflly 
If  I  do  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice. 
Immediately  to  leave  you  and  be  gone. 

For.  To  thefc  injunftions  every  one  doth  fwear^ 
That  comes  to  hazard  far  my  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addrefs'd  me  :  Fortune  now 
To  my  heart'is  hope  \ — GJold,  filver,  and  bafe  lead* 
Who  choofetb  me^  mu/i  give  and  hazard  all  be  bath : 
You  fhall  look  fairer,  ere  I  give,  or  hazard. 
What  fays  the  golden  cheft  ?  ha!  let  me  fee:— 
Who  choofetb  me^Jball  gain  what  many  men  dejire. 
What  many  men  defire.— That  many  may  be  meant 
By  the  fool  multitude,  that  chooTe  by  fhow. 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach ; 
Which  pries  not  to  the  interior,  but,  like  the  martlet^ 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Even  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafualty. 
I  will  not  choofe  what  many  men  defire, 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits^ 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes. 
Why,  then  to  thee,  thou  filver  treafure-houfe ; 
Tell  me  once  more  what  title  thou  doll  bear  r 
Who  choofetb  me^JhaUget  as  much  as  be  de/erves; 
And  well  faid  too  ;  For  who  (hall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortime,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ftamp  of  merit !  Let  none  prefume* 
To  wear  an  undeferved  dignity. 
O,  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices. 
Were  not  derived  corruptly  ?  and  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer  ! 
How  many  then  fhould  cover,  that  ftand  hare  ?: 
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How  many  be  commanded;  that  command  ? 
How  much  low  peafantry  would  then  be  glean'd 
From  the  true  feed  of  honour  ?  and  how  much  honour 
Kck*d  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times. 
To  be  new  vamifh'd  ?  Well,  but  to  my  choice : 
tVbo  cboofetb  me^Jhcdl  get  as  much  as  be  deferves : 
I  will  affume  defert  ;-~Give  me  a  key  for  this. 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

For.  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 
^R.  What's  here  ?  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 
Prefenting  me  a  fchedulc  ?  I  will  read  it. 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ? 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes,  and  my  deferving^  ? 
Who  cboofetb  me.Jhall  bave  as  mucb  as  be  deferves. 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 
Is  that  my  prize  ?  are  my  deferts  no  better  ? 

For.  To  offend,  and  judge,  are  diftin(5  ofHces, 
And  of  oppofed  natures, 
j4r.  What  is  here  ? 

^befirefeven  times  tried  this; 

Seven  times  tried  tbat  judgement  is, 

"That  did  never  cboofe  amifs : 

Some  there  be,  tbatfhadows  kifs  ; 

Such  bave  but  afhadaw's  blifs : 

Tiere  befools  alive,  J  wis. 

Silvered  der  ;  andfo  was  tbis. 

Taie  wbat  wife  you  will  to  bed, 

I  Tinll  ever  be  your  bead: 

So  begone,  fr,  you  arejped. 

Still  more  fool  I  fhall  appear 

By  the  time  I  linger  here : 

With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, , 

But  I  go  away  with  two.— 
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Sweet,  adieu !  FIl  keep  my  oath, 

Patiently  to  bear  my  wroth.  [Exeunt  j4rr.  and  train* 

For.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fing'd  the  moth. 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools !  when  they  do  choofe, 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  herefy ; — 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 

For.  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerifla. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serf.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

PoR.  Here ;  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Serf.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  lignify  the  approaching  of  his  lord  : 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  regreets  ; 
To  wit,  befides  commends,  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value ;  yet  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  embaflador  of  love : 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet, 
To  fhow  how  coftly  fumraer  was  at  hand,  ^ 

As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

For.  No  more  I  pray  thee ;  I  am  half  afeard,- 
Thou  wilt  fay  anon,  he  is  fome  kin  to  thee, 
Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high-day  wit  in  praifing  him.— . 
Come,  come,  Neriffa ;  for  I  long  to  fee 
Quick  Cupid's  poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 

Ner.  Baffanio,  lord  love,  if  thy  will  it  be  !       [Exeunt. 

t  ■    ' 

Acr  III. 

SCENE  I.    Venice.    A  Street. 
Enter  Salanio  and  Salarino. 

Salan.  Now,  what  news  on  the  Rialto  ? 
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Salar.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  unchecked,  that  Anto- 
nio hath  a  fhip  of  rich  lading  wreck'd  on  the  narrow 
feas ;  the  Goodwins,  I  think  they  call  the  place ;  a  very 
dangerous  flat,  and  fatal,  where  the  carcafes  of  many  a  tall 
fliip  lie  buried,  as  they  fay,  if  my  goifip  report  be  an  ho^ 
neft  woman  of  her  word. 

Sal  AN.  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  goflip  in  that,  as 
ever  knapp'd  ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe  fhe 
wept  for  the  death  of  a  third  hufband:  But  it  is  true, — 
without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  crofling  the  plain  high- 
way of  talk, — that  the  good  Antonio,  the  honeft  Anto- 
nio,  X)  that  I  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  his  name 

company  ! — 

Salar.  Come,  the  full  flop. 

Salan.  Ha, — ^what  fay'ft  thou  ? — Why  the  end  is,  he 
hath  loft  a  fliip. 

Salar.  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  loflles ! 
Salan.  Let  me  fay  amen  betimes,  left  the  devil  crof^ 
my  prayer ;  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a  Jew. — , 

Enter  Shy  lock. 
How  now,  Shylock  ?  what  news  among  the  merchants  ? 

Snr.  You  knew,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you,  of 
my  daughter's  flight. 

Salar.  That's  certain ;  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the  tailor 
that  made  the  wings  flie  flew  withal. 

Salan.  And  Shylock,  for  his  own  part,  knew  the  bird 
was  fledg'd ;  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all  tq 
leave  the  dam. 
Shy.  She's  damn*d  for  it. 

Salar.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  maybe  her  judge. 
Shy.  My  own  flefli  and  blood  to  rebel ! 
Salan.  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion !  rebels  it  at  thefe 
years  ? 

I  Mi 
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Sht.  I  fay,  my  daughter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Salar.  There  is  more  difference  between  thy  fle(h 
and  hers,  than  between  jet  and  ivory ;  more  between 
your  bloods,  than  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhe- 
nifh: — But  tell  us,  do  you  hear,  whether  Antonio  have 
had  any  lofs  at  fea  or  no  ? 

Snr.  There  I  have  another  bad  match :  a  bankrupt, 
a  prodigal,  who  dare  fcarce  fliow  his  head  on  the  Rialto; 
—a  beggar,  that  ufed  to  come  fo  fmug  upon  the  mart; — 
let  him  look  to  his  bond :  he  was  wont  to  call  me  ufur-f 
er ; — let  him  look  to  his  bond :  he  was  wont  to  lend 
money  for  a  Chriftian  courtefy ; — let  him  look  to  his 
bond. 

Salar.  Why,  I  am  fure,  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not 
take  his  flefh  ;  What's  that  good  for  ? 

Shy.  To  bait  fifh  withal :  if  it  will  feed  nothing  clfe, 
it  will  feed  my  revenge.  He  hath  difgraced  me,  and 
hindered  me  of  half  a  million ;  laughed  at  my  lodes, 
mocked  at  my  gains,  fcomed  my  nation,  thwarted  my 
bargains,  cooled  my  friends,  heated  mine  enemies ;  and 
what's  his  reafon  ?  I  am  a  Jew :  Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ? 
hath  not  a  Jew  hands,  organs,  dimenfions,  fenfes,  affec- 
tions, paflions  ?  fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with  the 
fame  weapons,  fubjedl  to  the  fame  difeafes,  healed  by 
the  fame  means,  warmed  and  cooled  by  the  fame  winter 
and  fummer,  as  a  Chriflian  is  ?  if  you  prick  us,  do  we 
not  bleed  ?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh  ?  if  you 
poifon  us,  do  we  not  die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  fhall  we 
not  revenge  ?  if  we  are  like  you  in  the  refl,  we  will  re- 
femble  you  in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Chriflian,  what 
is  his  humility  ?  revenge  :  If  a  Chriflian  wrong  a  Jew, 
what  fhould  his  fufferance  be  by  Chriflian  example  ? 
Vhy,  revenge.     The  villany,  you  teach  me,  I  will  exe* 
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cute ;  and  it  ihall  go  hard,  but  I  will  better  the  inftruc* 
tion. 

Enter  a  Serf  ant. 
Serf.  Gentlemen,  my  mailer  Antonio  is  Jit  his  houfe, 
and  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

Saljr.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 

Enter  T'umal. 
Salah.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe;    a  third 
cannot  be  matched,  unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 
[Exeunt  Sal  an.  Salar.  and  Serf  ant. 
Sbt.  How  now.  Tubal,  what  news  from  Genoa  ?  haft 
thou  found  my  daughter  ? 

TvB.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  cannot 
find  her. 

Sby.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there !  a  diamond  gone, 
coft  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Frankfort !  The  curfe 
never  fell  upon  our  nation  till  now ;  I  never  felt  it  till 
now :— two  thoufand  ducats  in  that ;  and  otjier  precious, 
precious  jewels.— I  would,  my  daughter  were  dead  at  my 
foot,  and  the  jewels  in  her  ear !  'would  fhe  were  hears*d 
at  my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  coffin !  No  news  of 
them  ?-.-Why,  fo :— and  I  know  not  what's  fpent  in  the 
learch :  Why,  thou  lofs  upon  lofs  !  the  thief  gone  with 
fomuch,  and  fo  much  to  find  the  thief;  and  no  fatif- 
&dion,  no  revenge :  nor  no  ill  luck  ftirring,  but  what 
lights  o*  my  fhoulders ;  no  fighs,  but  o'  my  breathing ; 
no  tears,  but  o'  my  fhedding. 

Tub.  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too ;  Antonio,  as 
I  heard  in  Genoa,— 
Set.  What,  what,  what  ?  ill  luck,  ill  luck  ? 
TvB. — hath  an  argofy  caft  away ,  coming  from  Tripolis. 
Set.  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God :— Is  it  true  ?  is  it 
tnie? 

I  lUJ 
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Tub.  I  fpoke  with  fome  of  the  failors  that  efcaped  the 
wreck. 

Sht.  I  thank  thee,  good  Tubal  ;-T-Good  news,  good 
news :  ha !  ha ! — Where  ?  in  Genoa  ? 

Tub.  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoa,  as  I  heard,  one 
nigKt,  fourfcore  ducats. 

Sht.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  dagger  in  me  : 1  (hall  never 

fee  my  gold  again :  Fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting  I  four- 
fcore ducats ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  of  Antonio's  creditors  in  my 
company  to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot  choofe  but 
break. 

Sht*  I  am  very  glad  of  it :  FU  plague  hinx ;  Fll  tor- 
ture him ;  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Tub.  One  of  them  fhowed  me  a  ring,  that  he  had  of 
your  daughter  for  a  monkey. 

Sht.  Out  upon  her !  Thou  tortureft  me.  Tubal :  it 
was  my  turquoife  ;  I  had  it  of  Leah,  when  I  was  a  ba- 
chelor :  I  would  not  have  given  it  for  a  wildemefs  of 
monkies. 

Tub.  But  Antonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Sht.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true :  Go,  Tubal,  fee 
me  an  officer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before :  I  will 
have  the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit ;  for  were  he  out  of 
Venice,  I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will :  Go,  go. 
Tubal,  and  meet  me  at  our  fynagogue;  go,  good  Tubal; 
at  our  fynagogue.  Tubal.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.    Belmont.    ^  Room  in  For  tia^s  Houfe. 
Enter  Bass  an  jo.  Fort  10,  Gratiano,  Nerissa,  a^ct 
Attendants.    The  cajkets  are  Jet  out. 

For.  I  pray  you,  tarry  j  paufe  a  day  or  two, 
Before  you  hazard ;  for,  in  choofing  wrong, 
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I  lofe  your  company ;  therefore,  forbear  a  while : 
There's  fomething  tells  me,  (but  it  is  not  love,) 
I  would  not  lofe  you ;  and  you  know  yourfelf. 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a  quality : 
But  left  you  ftiould  not  underftand  me  well, 
(And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought,) 
I  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two. 
Before  you  venture  for  me.     I  could  teach  you 
How  to  choofe  right,  but  then  I  am  forfworn; 
So  will  I  never  be  :  fo  may  you  mifs  me  ; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  a  fin. 
That  I  had  been  forfworn.     Beflirew  your  eyes. 
They  have  o'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours, 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay  ;  but  if  mine,  then  yours. 
And  fo  all  yours  :  O  !  thefe  naughty  times 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights ; 
And  fo,  though  yours,  not  yours, — Prove  it  fo, 
Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it, — ^not  I. 
I  fpeak  too  long  ;  but  'tis  to  peize  the  time ; 
To  eke  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length, 
To  ftay  you  from  eledion, 
Bass.  Let  me  choofe  ; 
.    For,  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

For.  Upon  the  rack,  Baffanio  ?  then  confefs 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love, 

Bass.  None,  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miftruft. 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  love : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
Tween  fnow  and  fire,  as  treafon  and  my  love. 

For.  Ay,  but,  I  fear,  you  fpeak  upon  the  rack. 
Where  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 
Bass.  Pipomiftj  me  life,  and  PU  confefs  the  truth* 
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For.  Wdl  then,  confefs,  and  live. 
Bass.  Confefs,  and  love. 
Had  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confeffion  : 

0  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance ! 
But  let  me. to  my  fortune  and  the  cafkets. 

For.  Away  then :  I  am  lock*d  in  one  of  them ; 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out..^. 
NerifTa,  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof — 
Let  mufick  found,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice ; 
Then,  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fwan-like  end, 
Fading  in  mufick  :  that  the  comparifon 
May  ftand  more  proper,  my  eye  fliall  be  the  ftream^ 
And  wat'ry  death^bed  for  hiiri  :  He  may  win  ; 
And  what  is  mufick  then  ?  then  mufick  is 
Even  as  the  flourifli  when  true  fubjeds  bow 
To  a  new-crowned  monarch :  fuch  it  is. 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day. 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear. 
And  fummon  him  to  marriage*     Now  he  goes. 
With  no  lefs  prefence,  but  with  much  more  love. 
Than  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  virgin  tribute  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  fea-monfter  :  I  ftand  for  facrifice. 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives. 
With  bleared  vifages,  come  forth  to  view 
The  iflue  of  the  exploit.    Go,  Hercules  ! 
Live  thou,  I  live  : — ^With  much  much  more  difmay 

1  view  the  fight,  than  thou  that  mak'ft  the  fray. 
Mufick^  wbil/i  Bassanio  comments  on  the  cq/kets  to  bimfelf. 

SONG. 
I .  I'ell  mCf  where  is  fancy  hred^ 
Or  in  the  hearty  or  in  the  beadf 
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Haw  begot,  btrw  nourtjbedf 
Reply. 

3.  //  is  engendered  in  the  eyes. 

With  gazing  fed  ;  and  fancy  Ses 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lies  : 
Let  us  all  ringfancfs  knell ; 

ril  begin  it, Ding  dong,  belt. 

All.     Ding,  dong,  bell. 
Bass. — So  may  the  outward  (hows  be  leaft  themfelvci; 
The  world  is  ftill  deceived  with  ornament. 
In  law,  what  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt. 
But,  being  feafon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Obfcures  the  fhow  of  evil  ?  In  religion. 
What  damned  error,  but  fome  fober  brow 
Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  the  groflhcfs  with  fair  ornament  ? 
There  is  no  vice  fo  fimple,  but  affumes 
Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 
How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfc 
As  llaii35  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  frowning  Mars  ; 
Who,  inward  fearch'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 
And  thefe  aflume  but  valour's  excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  beauty. 
And  you  fhall  fee  'tis  purchafed  by  the  weight ; 
Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature. 
Making  them  lighteft  that  wear  moft  of  it : 
So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  locks. 
Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind. 
Upon  fuppofed  faimefs,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head, 
TTie  fcull  that  bred  them,  in  the  fepulchre. 
ThuS' ornament  is  but  thq  guiled  (hore 
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To  a  moft  dangerous  fea ;  the  beauteous  fcarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  beauty ;  in  a  word. 
The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  wifeft.     Therefore,  thou  gaudy  gold. 
Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee  : 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 
Tween  man  and  man  :  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead, 
Which  rather  threat'neft,  than  doll  promife  aught, 
Thy  plainnefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence, 
And  here  choofe  I^  Joy  be  the  confequence  ! 
For.  How  all  the  other  paflions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  rafh-embrac'd  defpair, 
And  IhuddVing  fear  and  green-ey'd  jealoufy. 

0  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecflafy. 

In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  this  excefs ; 

1  feel  too  much  thy  blefling,  make  it  lefs. 
For  fear  I  furfeit ! 

Bass.  What  find  I  here  ?         [Opening  the  leaden  cajkets 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  ?  What  dcmi-god 
Hath  come  fo  uear  creation  ?  Move  thefe  eyes  ? 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine. 
Seem  they  in  motion  ?  Here  are  fever'd  lips, 
Parted  with  fugar  breath  ;  fo  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends :  Here  in  her  hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider ;  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  mefh  to  entrap  the  hearts  of  men, 
Fafter  than  gnats  in  cobwebs  :  But  her  eyes, — 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  having  made  one, 
Methinks,  it  (hould  have  power  to  fteal  both  his, 
And  leave  itfelf  unfurnifti'd  :  Yet  look,  how  far 
The  fubftance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  Ihadow 
In  underprizing  it,  fo  far  this  fhadow 
Doth  limp  behin4  th$  fybftance.— JHeye's  the  fcroU, 
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The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune. 

Ton  that  choofe  not  by  the  vieWy 

Chance  as  fair,  and  choofe  as  true! 

Since  this  fortune  falls  to  you. 

Be  content,  andfeek  no  new. 

If  you  be  well  pleased  with  this. 

And  hold  your  fortune  for  your  blifs, 

l!urn  you  where  your  lady  is. 

And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kifs. 
A  gentle  fcroU ; — Fair  lady,  by  your  leave  j  [KiJJing  her. 
I  come  by  note,  to  give,  and  to  receive. 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize, 
That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes, 
Hearing  applaufe,  and  univerfal  fhout. 
Giddy  in  fpirit,  ftill  gazing,  in  a  doubt 
Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no ; 
So,  thrice  fair  lady,  ftand  I,  even  fo ; 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true. 
Until  confirm'd,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 

For.  You  fee  me,  lord  Baflanio,  where  I  fland, 
Such  as  I  am  :  though,  for  my  felf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifh. 
To  wifh  my  felf  much  better  ;  yet,  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  times  myfelf ; 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  times 
More  rich ; 

That  only  to  ftand  high  in  your  account, 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends, 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  fum  of  me 
Is  fum  of  fomething ;  which,  to  term  in  grofs, 
Is  an  unleflbn'd  girl,  unfchooPd,  unpradis'd  : 
Happy  in  this,  fhe  is  not  yet  fo  old 
But  fhe  may  learn  j  and  happier  than  this, 
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She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  (he  can  learn ; 
Happieft  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  Spirit 
Commits  itfelf  to  yours  to  be  direded^ 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 
Myfelf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you,  and  yours 
Is  now  converted :  but  now  I  was  the  lord 
Of  this  fair  manfion,  mailer  of  my  fervants^ 
Queen  o'er  myfelf;  and  even  now,  but  now. 
This  houfe,  thefe  fervants,  and  this  fame  myfelf. 
Arc  yours,  my  lord ;  I  give  them  with  this  ring,; 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  give  away. 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love. 
And  be  my  'vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bass.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  words^i 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins  : 
And  there  is  fuch  confufion  in  my  powers. 
As,  after  fome  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  multitude ; 
Where  every  fomething,  being  blent  together. 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy, 
Exprefs*d,  and  not  exprefs'd :  But  when  this  ring. 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence ; 
O,  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Baflanio's  dead. 

Ner.  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time. 
That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  wifhes  profpcr. 
To  cry,  good  joy ;  Good  joy,  my  lord,  and  lady ! 

Gra.  My  lord  Baflanio,  and  my  gentle  lady, 
I  wifh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wifli ; 
For,  I  am,furc,  you  can  wi{h  none  from  me : 
And,  when  your  honours  mean  to  folemnize 
The  bargain  of  your  &ith,  I  do  befeech  you, 
£ven  at  that  time  I  may  be  married  too. 
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Bass.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canft  get  a  wife. 
GjLd.  I  thank  your  lordfhip ;  you  have  got  me  one. 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours : 
You  faw  the  miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  maid ; 
You  lov'd,  I  lov*d ;  for  intermiflion 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  than  you. 
Your  fortune  ftood  upon  the  caikcts  there ; 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls  : 
For  wooing  here,  until  I  fweat  again  ; 
And  fwearing,  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
With  oaths  of  love ;  at  laft, — ^if  promife  laft^.^ 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here. 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortune 
Achiev'd  her  miftrefs. 
For.  Is  this  true,  Nerifla  ? 
Nbr.  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  ftand  pleased  withal* 
Bass.  And  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  faith  ? 
Gra.  Yes,  'faith,  my  lord.  [nage. 

Bass.  Our  feaft  (hall  be  much  honoured  in  your  mar-* 
Gra.  W9II  play  with  them,  the  firft  boy,  for  a  thou* 
&nd  ducats. 
Ner.  What,  and  (lake  down  ? 
Gra.   No  ;  we  fhall  ne^er  win  at  that  (port,  and  fbke 

down.    

But  who  comes  here  ^  Lorenzo,  and  his  infidel  ? 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  friend,  Saferio  ? 

Enter  Lorenzo^  Jessica,  and  Salerio. 
Bass.  Lorenzo,  and  Salerio,  welcome  hither ; 
If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  intereft  here 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome  :— By  your  leave^ 
I  bid  my  very  friends  and  countrymen,. 
Sweet  Portia,  welcome, 
Pojt.  So  do  I,  my  lord ; 
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^  They  are  entirely  welcome. 

Lor.  I  thank  your  honour,  for  my  part,  my  lord, 
My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here ; 
But  meeting  with  Salerio  by  the  way. 
He  did  entreat  me,  pall  all  faying  nay, 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sale.  I  did,  my  lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for  it.     Signior  Antonio 
Commends  him  to  you.  [Gives  Bassanio  a  letter. 

Bass.  Ere  I  ope  this  letter, 
I  pray  you,  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sale.  Not  fick,  my  lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind ; 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind :  his  letter  there 
Will  fhow  you  his  eflate. 

Gra.  Nerifla,  cheer  yon'  ftranger ;  bid  her  welcome. 
Your  hand,  Salerio ;  What's  the  news  from  Venice  ? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Antonio  ? 
I  know,  he  will  be  glad  of  our  fuccefs  ; 
We  are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sale.  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath  loft ! 

For.  There  are  fome  flirewd  contents  in  yon'  fame- 
That  fteal  the  colour  from  Bafl[anio's  cheek :         [paper. 
Some  dear  friend  dead ;  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  conftitution 
Of  any  conftant  man.     What,  worfe  and  worfe  ?— 
With  leave,  Baflanio  ;  I  anv  half  yourfelf. 
And  I  muft  freely  have  the  half  of  any  thing 
That  this  fame  paper  brings  you, 

Bass.  O  fweet  Portia, 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words, 
That  ever  blotted  paper  !  Gentle  lady. 
When  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
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Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman  ; 
And  then  I  told  you  true  :  and  yet,  dear  lady. 
Rating  myfelf  at  nothing,  you  (hall  fee 
How  much  I  was  a  braggart :  When  I  told  you 
My  flate  was  nothing,  I  fhould  then  have  told  you 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing ;  for,  indeed, 
I  have  engag'd  myfelf  to  a  dear  friend. 
Engaged  my  friend  to  his  mere  enemy. 
To  feed  my  means.     Here  is  a  letter,  lady ; 
The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  friend. 
And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 
IfTuing  life-blood. — But  is  it  true',  Salerio  ? 
Have  all  his  ventures  faiPd  ?  What,  not  one  hit  ? 
From  TripoUs,  from  Mexico,  and  England, 
From  Lifbon,  Barbary,  and  India  ? 
And  not  one  veflel  'fcape  the  dreadful  touch 
Of  merchant-marring  rocks  ? 
Sale.  Not  one,  my  lord. 

Befides,  it  fhould  appear,  that  if  he  had 

The  prefent  money  to  difcharge  the  Jew, 

He  would  not  take  it :  Never  did  I  know 

A  creature,  that  did  bear  the  fhape  of  man, 

So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a.man  ; 

He  pUes  the  duke  at  morning,  and  at  night ; 

And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  flate. 

If  they  deny  him  juflice  :  twenty  merchants, 

The  duke  himfelf,  and  the  magnificoes 

Of  greatefl  port,  have  all  perfuaded  with  him  ; 

But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 

Of  forfeiture,  of  juflice,  and  his  bond. 
Jes.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwcar, 

To  Tubal,  and  to  Chus,  his  countrymen, 

That  he  would  rather  have  Antonio's  flefh. 
Vol.  II.  K 


i 


146  MERCnANT  OP  rBNlCE. 

Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  owe  him :  and  I  know,  my  lord, 
If  law,  authority,  and  power  deny  not, 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Antonio* 

PoR.  Is  it  your  dear  friend,  that  is  thus  in  trouble  ? 

Bass.  The  deareft  friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  man, 
The  beft  conditioned  and  unwearied  fpirit 
In  doing  courtefies  ;  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears. 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 

PoR.  What  fum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 

Bass.  For  me,  three  thoufand  ducats. 
*"   PoR.  What,  no  more  ? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond  j 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that, 
Before  a  friend  of  this  defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  Baflanio's  fault. 
Firft,  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife  ; 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  ; 
For  never  fhall  you  lie  by  Portia's  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.     You  (hall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over ; 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along : 
My  maid  Nerifla,  and  myfelf,  mean  time. 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows.    Come,  away ; 
For  you  fhall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day  : 
Bid  your  friends  welcome,  (how  a  merry  cheer ; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear..-^ 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bass,  [reads.]  Sweet  Bqffanio^  my  Jbips  bafi>e  oU  mijcm^^ 
nei,  my  creditors  grtm  cruel^  my  ejlate  is  very  hw^  my  bond 
to  the  "Jew  is  forfeit ;  mdjince^  in  paying  it,  it  is  impoffiitk 
I  Ibould  Ivoe,  nil  debts  are  cleared  between  you  md  I,  tf  I 
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ndgbt  but  fee  you  at  my  death :  notwithftandiag,  ufe  ywrplea^ 
Jure :  if  your  hve  do  not  perfuade  you  to  come,  let  not  my  let-- 
ter. 

For.  O  lova,  difpatch  all  bufinefs,  and  be  gone. 
Bass.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 
I  will  make  hade  :  but,  tUl  I  come  again, 
No  bed  (hall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  ftay, 

No  reft  be  interpofer  *twixt  us  twain.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Venice,  A  Street. 
Enter  Shtlqcx,  Salanio,  jfHTONiOy  and  Gaoibr. 

Snr.  Gaoler,  look  to  him ;— Tell  not  me  of  mercy ; — 
This  is  the  fool  that  lent  out  money  gratis  r^ 
Gaoler,  look  to  hinL 

j4nt.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock. 

Snr.  I'll  have  my  bond ;  fpeak  not  againft  my  bond; 
I  have  fwom  an  oath,  that  I  wiU  have  my  bond : 
Thou  c^irft  me  dog,  befidre  thou  hadft  a  cauie : 
But,  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  £mgs  : 
The  4uke  fhaU  grant  me  juftice.*^!  do  wonder. 
Thou  naughty  gaoler,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

Ant.  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Sht.  m  have  my  bond ;  I  will  not  hear  thee  ipeajc  : 
ru  have  q>y  bond ;  and  thecefbre  fpeak  no  more, 
m  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull*^y'd  foo]. 
To  ihake  the  head,  relent,  and  figfa,  and  yifild 
To  Chriftian  intercefibrs.     Follow  not ; 
111  have  no  fpeaking ;  I  will  have  my  bond. 

lEagit  Sbtiogk. 

Salan.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  cur^ 
That  ever  kept  with  men. 

Ant.  Let  him  alone ; 

Kij 


148  MERCHANT  OF  FENICS. 

I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  prayersr 
He  feeks  my  life  ;  his  reafon  well  I  know ; 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me ; 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

§ALAN.  I  am  fure,  the  duke 
Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold. 

Ant.  The  duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law  j 
For  the  commodity  that  ftrangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  denied, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juftice  of  the  ftate ; 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
Confifteth  of  all  nations^     Therefore,  go  : 
Thefe  griefs  and  lofles  have  fo  'bated  me, 
That  I  Ihall  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  flefli 

To-morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor 

Well,  gaoler,  on : — ^Pray  God,  Baflanio  come 

To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  I  care  not !     [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.  Belmont.  A  Room  in  Portia's  Houfe. 

Enter  Port  I  Ay  NBRissAy  Lorenzo,  jEssiCAy  and 

Balthazar. 

Lor.  Madam,  Although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prefence, 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  god-like  amity  ;  which  appears  moft  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  lord. 
But,  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fliow  this  honour. 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief. 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord  your  hufband, 
I  know,  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work, 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  enforce  you. 

PoR.  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good, 
Nor  Ihall  not  now  :  for  in  companions 
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That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  together, 

Whofe  fouls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love. 

There  muft  be  needs  a  like  proportion 

Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit ; 

Which  makes  me  think,  that  this  Antonio, 

Being  the  bofom  lover  of  my  lord, 

Muft  needs  be  Uke  my  lord  :  If  it  be  fo, 

How  Uttle  is  the  coft  I  have  beftow'd,  » 

In  purchafing  the  femblance  of^^my  foul 

From  out  the  ftate  of  hellifh  cruelty  ? 

This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  myfelf ; 

Therefore,  no  more  of  it :  hear  other  things, —         % 

Lorenzo,  I  conunit  into  your  hands 

The  hufbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe. 

Until  my  lord's  return :  for  mine  own  part, 

I  have  toward  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow. 

To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation. 

Only  attended  by  Nerifla  here. 

Until  her  hufband  and  my  lord's  return : 

There  is  a  monaftery  two  miles  off. 

And  there  we  will  abide.     I  do  defire  you, 

Not  to  deny  this  impofition  ; 

The  which  my  love,  and  fome  neceflity. 

Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart ; 
I  (hall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

PoR.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind. 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jeffica 
In  place  of  lord  Baflanio  and  myfelf. 
So  fare  you  well,  till  we  fhall  meet  again. 

Lor.  Fair  thoughts,  and  happy  hours,  attend  on  you ! 

Jbs.  I  wifh  your  ladyfhip  all  heart's  content. 

For.  I  thank  you  for  your  wifti,  and  am  well  pkas'd  . 

Kiij 
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To  wifh  it  back  on  you :  fare  you  well,  Jefiica.^^ 

[Extant  Jessica  and  LoRENZtK 
Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft^  true, 
.  So  let  me  find  thee  ftill :  Take  this  fame  letter, 
Apd  ufe  thou  all  the  tod^avour  of  a  man, 
In  fpeed  to  Padua ;  fee  thou  render  this 
Into  my  coufin's  hand,  dodor  Billatio ; 
And,  look,  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thee. 
Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagined  fpeed 
Unto  the  traned,  to  the  conmion  ferry 
Which  trades  to  Venice  :— Wafte  no  time  in  words, 
But  get  thee  gone ;  I  fhall  be  there  before  thee. 

Balth.  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed.  [Exit. 

PoR.  Come  on,  Nerifla ;  I  hive  work  iii  hand. 
That  you  yet  know  not  of:  we'll  fee  our  huibandsr 
Before  they  think  of  us* 

Ner.  Shall  they  fee  us  ^ 

For.  They  fh^l,  Nerifla  j  but  in  fuch  a  habit^ 
That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accomplifhed 
With  what  we  lack.     Ill  hold  thee  any  wager. 
When  we  are  both  accouter*d  like  young  men, 
ni  prove  the  prettittr  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace  ; 
And  fpeak,  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy. 
With  a  reed  voice  j  and  turn  two  hiincing  fteps 
Into  a  manly  ftride ;  and  fpeak  of  frays, 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth :  and  tell  quaint  lies. 
How  honourable  ladies  fQUght  my  love. 
Which  I  denying)  they  fell  fick  and  died ; 
t  C6uld  n^t  d6  with  all  {^^^hen  PU  repent. 
And  wifh,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kiU'd  them ; 
Aftd  iwehtjr  of  Ib^fe  puny  ii^  Til  t^. 
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That  men  fhall  fwear,  I  have  difcontinued  ichool 
Above  a  twelvemonth  : — ^I  have  within  my  mind 
A  thonfand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  Jacks, 
Which  I  will  pradife. 

Ner.  Why,  fliall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

For.  Fie  !  what  a  quclUon's  that, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter  ? 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device  • 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  park  gate ;  and  therefore  hafte  away. 
For  ire  muft  meafure  twenty  miles  to-day.  IZxfunt* 


I    !■■     l-^^WT* 


SCENE  r.    nc/ame.    J  Garden. 
Enter  Launceiot  and  Jessigj* 

Lavn.  Yes,  truly : — ^for,  look  you,  the  fins  of  the  fa* 
ther  are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children  ;  therefore,  I  pro* 
mife  you,  I  fear  you.  I  was  always  plain  with  you,  and 
fo  now  I  fpeak  my  agitation  of  the,  matter :  Tlierefojre 
be  of  good  cheer ;  for,  truly,  I  think,  you  are  damn'd. 
There  is  but  one  hope  in  it  tliat  can  do  you  any  good ; 
and  that  is  but  a  kind  of  baflard  hope  neither. 

Jes.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Lavn.  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father 
got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew's  daughter^ 

"Jes.  Hiat  were  a  kind  of  baflard  hope,  indeed ;  fi> 
die  fins  of  my  mother  £bould  be  vifited  upon  me* 

luojv.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damned  both  by  fa- 
ther and  mother :  thus  when  I  fhun  Scylla,  your  &.ther, 
I  &li  icto  Charybdis,  your  mother :  %vell,  you  are  gone 
both  ways, 

"Jes.  I  fball  be  £aved  by  my  h%i£band  ;  he  hath  made 
me  a  Chfiflisua. 

Ldvn^  Tmly,  the  more  to  hUme  he :  we  were  Ghrif- 
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tians  enough  before ;  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live, 
one  by  another :  This  making  of  Chriftians  will  raife 
the  price  of  hogs  ;  if  we  grow  all  to  be  pork-eaters,  we 
fliall  not  fliortly  have  a  raflier  on  the  coals  for  money. 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jes.  ni  tell  my  hufband^  Launcelot,  what  you  fay  ; 
here  he  comes. 

Lor.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fliortly,  Launcelot,  if 
you  thus  get  my  wife  into  comers. 

yES.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo  ;  Laimcelot 
and  I  are  out :  he  tells  me  flatly,-  there  is  no  mercy  for 
me  in  heaven,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  daughter  :  and  he 
fays,  you  are  no  good  member  of  the  commonwealth  ; 
for,  in  converting  Jews  to  Chriftians,  you  raife  the  price 
of  pork. 

Lor.  I  fliall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  commonwealth, 
than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's  belly  1  the 
Mpor  is  with  child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

LjiUN.  It  is  much,  that  the  Moor  fhould  be  more  than 
reafon :  but  if  ftie  be  lefs  than  an  honeft  woman,  ihe  is, 
indeed,  more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word !  I 
think,  thebeft  grace  of  wit  will  fliortly  turn  intofilence; 
and  difcourfe  grow  commendable  in  none  only  but  par- 
rots— Go  in,  firrah ;  bid  them  prepare  for  dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done,  fir ;  they  have  all  ftomachs. 

Lor.  Goodly  lord,  what  a  wit-fnapper  are  you  !  then 
bid  them  prepare  dinner* 

Lavn.  That  is  done  too,  fir  ;  only,  cover  is  the  word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then,  fir  ? 

Lavn.  Not  fo,  fir,  neither ;  .1  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion  !  Wilt  thou 
fliow  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  inftant  ?  I  pray 
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thee,  underftand  a  plain  man  in  his  plain  ;neaning*:  go 
to  thy  fellows  ;  bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferve  in  the 
meat,  and  we  will  come  in  to  dinner. 

Lavn.  For  the  table,  fir,  it'fliall  be  ferved  in  ;  for  the 
meat,^r,  it  Ihall  be  covered ;  for  your  coming  in  to 
dinner,  fir,  why,  let  it  be  as  humours  and  conceits  fhall 
govern.  ^  [Exit  LAUNCELOtm 

Lor.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  fuited ! 
The  fool  haf h  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words ;  And  I  do  know 
A  many  fools,  that  ftand  in  better  place, 
Gamifh'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfy  word 
Defy  the  matter.     How  cheer'ft  thou,  Jefllca  > 
And  now,  good  fweet,  fay  thy  opinion. 
How  doft  thou  like  the  Lord  Baflanio's  wife  ? 

yss.  Pafl:  all  exprefling  :  It  is  very  meet, 
The  lord  Baflanio  live  kn  upright  life  ; 
For,  having  fuch  a  blefling  in  his  lady. 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth ; 
And,  if  on  earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  it 
Is  reafon  he  fliould  never  come  to  heaven. 
Why,  if  two  gods  fhould  play  fome  heavenly  match^    . 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women. 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fomething  elfe    . 
Pawn'd  with  the  other  ;  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  hufband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  Ihe  is  for  a  wife. 

Jes.  Nay,  but  afk  my  opinion  too  of  that. 

Lor.  I  will  anon  ;  firft,  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jes.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you,  while  I  have  a  ftomach. 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk; 
Then,  howfoe'er  thou  fpeak'ft,Jmoxig  other  things 
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I  fliall  digeft  it. 

Jss.  Well,  ril  fet  you  forth.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IF. 

SCENE  I.    Venice.    A  Ctmrt  of  Juftice. 

iMttr  the  DvKE,  the  Magmjicoes  ;  Anton lo^  Bjssa^ 

Nio,  Gkatuno^  Salarino,  Salanio,  and  others. 

Duke.  What,  is  Antonio  here  ? 

Ant.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  grace. 

Duke.  I  am  forry  for  thee ;  thou  art  come  to  anfwer 
A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Ant.  I  have  heard. 
Your  grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualify 
His  rigorous  courfe  ;  but  fince  he  (lands  obdurate^ 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  fury ;  and  am  arm'd 
To  fufFer,  with  a  quietnefs  of  fpirit. 
The  very  tyranny  and  rage  of  his. 

JPuKE.  Go  one,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  court. 

Salan.  He's  ready  at  the  door :  he  comes  my  lord. 
Enter  Shtlock. 

Duke.  Make  room,  and  let  him  (land  before  our  face.«^ 
Shylock,  the  world  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too. 
That  thou  but  lead'il  this  iaihion  of  thy  malke 
To  the  lad  hour  of  aiSt ;  and  then,  ^6s  thought, 
Thoult  fhow  thy  mercy,  and  remoifc^  ooore  firange 
IlImx  is  thy  ilrange  apparent  crudtty : 
And,  where  thou  now  exaxfttl  die  penalty, 
(Whidi  is  a  poi»d  of  this  poor  xneocbant*«  flefli,) 
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Thou  wilt  not  only  lofc  the  forfeiture, 

But,  touched  with  human  gentlenefs  and  love^ 

Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ; 

Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  loiles. 

That  have  of  late  fo  huddled  on  his  back  } 

Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down. 

And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  flate 

From  brafly  bofoms,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint. 

From  ftubbom  Turks,  and  Tartars,  never  trained 

To  offices  of  tender  courtefy* 

We  all  exped  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jew* 

Sbt.  I  have  poflefs'd  your  grace  of  what  I  purpofe ; 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn^ 
To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond : 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  hght 
Upon  your  charter,  and.  your  city's  freedom. 
You'll  afk  me,  why  I  rather  choofe  to  have 
A  weight  of  carrion  flefh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  ducats  :  I'U  not  anfwer  that : 
But,  fay,  it  is  my  humour ;  Is  it  anfwer'd  ? 
What  if  my  houfc  be  troubled  with  a  rat^ 
And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thouiand  ducats 
To  have  it  baned  ?  What,  are  you  anfwcr'd  yet  ? 
Some  men  there  are,  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 
Some,  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  cat ; 
And  others,  when  the  bag^pipe  fings  i'  the  nofe» 
Cannot  contain  their  urine }  For  aflfedion^ 
Miftrels  of  paffion,  fwa3rs  it  to  the  mood 
Of  what  it  likes,  or  loaths :  Now,  for  your  anfwer : 
As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  render'd^ 
Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gajHng  pig ; 
Why  he,  a  harmlels  necef£uy  cat ; 
Wb7  be,  E  iwoUen  bag^pipe;  but  of  iforce 
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Muft  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fhame. 

As  to  offend,  himfelf  being  offended ; 

So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing, 

I  bear  Antonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  loling  fuit  againft  him.    Are  you  anfwer'd  ? 

Bass.  This  is  no  anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  man^ 
To  excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

SHr.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anfwer. 

Bass.  Do  all  men  kill  the  things  they  do  not  love  ? 

Snr.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 

Bass.  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft.         [twice  ? 

Snr.  What,  would'fl  thou  have  a  ferpent  fling  thee 

Anx^.  I  pray  you,  think  you  queflion  with  the  Jew : 
You  may  as  well  go  fland  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  ufual  height ; 
You  may  as  well  ufe  queflion  with  the  wolf,  * 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb ; 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noife. 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufls  of  heaven ; 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  mofl  hard. 
As  feek  to  foften  that  (than  which  what's  harder?) 
His  Jewifh  heart : — ^Therefore,  I  do  befeech  you, 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  further  means. 
But,  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency. 
Let  me  have  judgement,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 

Bass.  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix. 

Snr.  If  every  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  every  part  a  ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke.  How  fhalt  thou  hope  Gjt  mercy,  rend'ring  none  ? 

Sht.  What  judgement  fhall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  ? 
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You  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  flave, 

Which,  like  your  afles,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules, 

You  ufe  in  abjeft  and  in  flavifh  parts', 

Becaufe  you  bought  them : — Shall  I  lay  to  you. 

Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs  ? 

Why  fweat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 

Be  made  as  foft  as  yours,  and  let  their  palates  i 

Be  feafon*d  withVuch  viands  ?  You  will  anfwer,  # 

# 

The  Haves  are  ours  : — So  do  I  aiifwer  you  : 
The  pound  of  flefh,  which  I  demand  of  him, 
Is  dearly  bought,  is  mine,  and  I  will  have  it  : 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law ! 
ITiere  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice : 
I  (land  for  judgement :  anfwer ;  fhall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  power,  I  may  difmifs  this  court, 
Unlej&  Bellario,  a  learned  doftor. 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this. 
Come  here  to-day. 

Salar.  My  lord,  here  flays  without 
A  meffenger  with  letters  from  the  dodor. 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters;  Call  the  meflenger. 

Bass.  Good  cheer,  Antonio !  What,  man  ?  courage 
yet! 
The  Jew  Ihall  have  my  flefh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  fhalt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Ant.  I  am  a  tainted  wether  of  the  flock, 
Meetefl  for  death ;  the  weakefl  kind  of  fruit 
Drops.  earUefl  to  the  ground,  and  fo  let  me  : 
You  cannot  better  be  employed,  Baflanio, 
Than  to  Uve  flill,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 

Enter  Nerissa,  drejfed  Me  alawyer^s  clerk. 

DvKE.  Came  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  ? 
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Ner.  From  both  my  lord :  "BcUario  greets  your  grace. 

[Prefents  a  Utter. 

Bass.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  eameftly  ? 

Shy.  To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrupt  there. 

Gra.  Not  on  thy  fole,  but  on  thy  foul,  harfh  Jew, 
Thou  mak'fl  thy  knife  keen :  but  no  metal  can. 
No,  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fharp  envy.    Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

5*^^  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.  O,  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  dog  ! 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accused. 
Thou  almoft  mak*ft  me  waver  in  my  feith. 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythagoras, 
That  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 
Into  the  tnuiks  of  men :  thy  currifli  fpirit 
Govem'd  a  wolf,  who,  hang'd  for  human  ilau^er. 
Even  from  the  gallow8^"3iH"tis  fell  foul  fleet, 
And,  whilft  thou  lay*ft  in  thy  unhallowed  dam, 
InfusM  itfelf  in  thee  j  for  thy  defires 
Are  wolfifh,  bloody,  ftarv'd  and  ravenous. 

Snr.  Till  thou  can'ft  rail  the  feal  from  off  ray  bond. 
Thou  but  ofiend'ft  thy  lun^  to  fpeak  fo  loud : 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  curelefs  ruin ^I  ftand  here  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  from  Belkrio  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  dodor  to  our  court  :w.p 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by. 
To  know  your  anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him. 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart :— fome  three  or  four  of  yom. 
Go  give  him  courteous  condud  to  this  place.-^ 
Mean  time,  the  court  Ihall  hear  Bellario's  letter. 

[Clerk  reads.}  Ttmr  grace  JhaJl  mderjlond^  tbat^  €St  the 
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receipt  of  your  letter,  I  am  veryjick :  but  in  the  inflant  that 
your  mejjenger  came,  in  loving  vijitation  was  with  me  a  young 
do&or  of  Rome,  his  name  is  Balthqfar :  I  acquainted  him  with 
the  caufe  in  controver/y  between  the  Jew  and  Antomo  the 
merchant:  we  turned  oer  many  books  together:  be  is  Jur^ 
m/h^d  with  my  opinion  ;  which,  bettered  with  his  own  learn^ 
i^gf  (the  greatnefs  whereof  I  iannot  enough  commend,)  eonuf 
with  him,  at  my  importunity,  to  Jill  up  your  graces  requejl  in 
myjlead.  I  befeech  you,^let  his  lack  rf  years  be  no  in^edi* 
ment  to  let  him  lack  a  reverend  ejlisnation  ;  for  I  never  knew 
fo  young  a  body  withfo  old  a  head.  I  leave  him  to  your  gn^ 
dous  acceptance,  whqfe  trial  JbaU  better  pubUJb  his  commen^ 
dation. 

DuKS.  You  hear  the  leam*d  Bellario»  what  hfi  writes  : 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  dodor  come —  - 

Enter  Portia,  drejfed  like  a  doSor  of  laws. 
Give  me  your  hand :  Came  you  from  old  Bellario  ? 

For.  I  did,  my  lord. 

DuKM.  You  are  welcome  :  take  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  difference 
That  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  court  ? 

For.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  caufe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew? 

Duke.  Antonio  and  old  Shy  lock,  both  ftand  fi»th« 

For.  Is  your  name  Shy  lock  ? 

Shy.  Shylock  is  my  name. 

For.  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  fi^How ; 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. — 
You  ftand  within  his  danger,  do  you  not  ?  [Ho  ANT<miO. 

Ant.  Ay,  fo  he  fiiys. 

For.  Do  you  confcfs  the  bond  ? 

AnT^  Ido« 
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•  For.  Theii  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Sht.  On  what  cpmpulfion  muft  I  ?  tell  me  that. 

•  For.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd ; 
It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  blefs'd ; 
It  blefleth  him  that  gives,  and  him  thait  takes  : 
Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown : 
His  fceptre  fliows  the  force  of  temporal  power,, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefty. 

Wherein  doth  lit  the  dread  and  fear  of  kings ; 

But  mercy  is  above  this  fcepter'd  fway, 

It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings. 

It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf ; 

And  earthly  power  doth  then  fliow  likeft  God's, 

When  mercy  feafons  juftice.     Therefore,  Jew, 

Though  juftice  be  thy  plea,  confider  this,— 

That,  in  the  courfe  of  juftice,  none  of  us 

Should  fee  falvation  :  we  do  pray  for  mercy  ; 

And  that  fame  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  deed^  of  mercy.     I  have  fpoke  thus  much. 

To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea ; 

Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftri<3:  court  of  Venice 

Muft  needs  give  fenteiice  *gainft  the  merchant  there. 

Snr.  My  deeds  upon  my  head  !    I  crave  the  law. 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

PoR^  Is  he"  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

Bass.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court ; 
Yea,  twice  the  fum  >  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,. my  head,  my  heart : 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  muft  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.     And  I  befeech  you. 
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Wreft  once  the  law  to  your  authority : 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  Uttle  wrong ; 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

For.  It  mult  not  be ;  there  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftabUfhed  : 
Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent ; 
And  many  an  errof ,  by  the  fame  example, 
Will  rufh  into  the  ftate  :  it  cannot  be. 

Shy.  a  Daniel  come  to  judgement !  yea,  a  Daniel  !— 
0  wife  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee  !  ' 

For.  I  pray  you,  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

Snr.  Here  'tis,  moft  reverend  doftor,  here  it  is. 

For.  Shylock,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offered  thee. 

Sht.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  heaven : 
Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul  ?  ^ 

No,  not  for  Venice. 

For.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit ; 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flefh,  to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  merchant's  heart : — ^Be  merciful ; 
Take  thrice  thy  money  ;  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Shy.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenour. — 
It  doth  appear,  you  are  a  worthy  judge  ; 
You  know  the  law,  your  expofition 
Hath  been  moft  found  :  I  charge  you  by  the  law, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar. 
Proceed  to  judgement :  by  my  foul  I  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me :  I  ftay  here  on  my  bond. 

Ant.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  court 
To  give  the  judgement. 

For.  Why  then,  thus  it  is. 
You  muft  prepare  your  bofom  for  his  knife  : 

Vol.  IL  L 
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Shy.  O  noble  judge !  O  excellent  young  man ! 

For.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Sht.  'Tis  very  true  :  O  wife  and  upright  judge ! 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  ! 

For.  Therefore,  lay  bare  your  bofom. 

Shy.  Ay,  his  bread : 
So  fays  the  bond  ; — Dotb  it  not,  noble  judge  ? — 
Neareft  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

For.  It  is  fo.    Are  there  balance  here,  to  weigh 
The  flefli  ? 

Shy.  I  have  them  ready. 

For.  Have  by  fome  furgeon,  Shylock,  on  your  charge, 
To  flop  his  wounds,  left  he  do  bleed  to  death. 

Sht.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

For.  It  is  not  fo  exprefs*d ;  But  what  of  that  ? 
Twere  good,  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Set.  I  cannot  find  it ;  *tis  not  in  the  bond. 

For.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

^NT.  But  little ;  I  am  arm*d,  and  well  prepared.— 
Give  me  your  hand,  Baflanio ;  fare  you  well ! 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fallen  to  this  for  you ; 
For  herein  fortune  fhows  herfelf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  cuftom  :  it  is  ftill  her  ufe. 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth. 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow. 
An  age  of  poverty  ;  from  which  lingering  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  fhe  cut  me  off. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife : 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Antonio's  end. 
Say,  how  I  lov'd  you,  fpeak  me  fair  in  death ; 
And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge. 
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Whether  Baflanio  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  fhall  lofe  your  friend, 
.  And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt ; 
For,  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
ril  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Bass.  Antonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife, 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  itfelf ; 
BUt  life  itfelf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world. 
Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  life : 
I  would  lofe  all,  ay,  facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

For.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that. 
If  (he  were  by,  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

GkA.  I  have  a  wife,  whom,  I  proteft,  I  love  ; 
I  would  Ihe  were  in  heaven,  fo  Ihe  could 
Entreat  fome  power  to  change  this  currifh  Jew. 

Ner.  *Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back  ; 
The  wiih  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Snr.  Thefe  be  the  chriflian  hufbands :  I  have  a  daughter ; 
'Would,  any  of  the  (lock  of  Barrabas 
Had  been  her  hufband,  rather  than  a  Chriftian  !    [AJidc. 
We  trifle  time  ;  I  pray  thee,  purfue  fentence. 

For.  a  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  flefh  is  thine ; 
The  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

Sht.  Mofl  rightful  judge  ! 

For.  And  you  mufl  cut  this  flefh  from  off  his  breafl ; 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  court  awards  it. 

SHr.  Moft  learned  judge! — A  fentence;  come,  prepare. 

For.  Tarry  a  little ; — there  is  fomething  elfe. — 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood  ; 
The  words  exprefsly  are,  a  pound  of  flefh  : 
Take  then  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh ; 
But,  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  dofl  fhed 
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One  drop  of  chriftian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,  confifcate 
Unto  the  ftate  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  judge! — Mark,  Jew; — O  learned  judge  J 

Shy.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

For.  Thyfelf  (lialt  fee  the  ad : 
'  For,  as  thou  urged  juftice,  be  aflur^d. 
Thou  fhalt  have  juftice,  more  than  thou  defir'ft. 

Gra.  O  learned  j  udge ! — ^Mark,  Jew ; — a  learned  judge ! 

Shy.  I  take  this  offer  then ; — ^pay  the  bond  thrice, 
And  let  the  Chriftian  go. 

Bass.  Here  is  the  money. 

For.  Soft ; 
The  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice ; — foft ! — ^no  hafte  ;— 
He  (hall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gra.  O  Jew !  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge  ! 

For.  Therefore,  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flefh. 
Shed  thou  no  blood  ;  nor  cut  thou  lefs,  nor  more, 
But  juft  a  pound  of  flefh :  if  thou  tak'ft  more. 
Or  lefs,  than  a  juft  pound, — ^be  it  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light,  or  heavy,  in  the  fubftance, 
Or  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple  ;  nay,  if  the  fcale  do  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  hair, — 
Thou  dieft,  and  all  thy  goods  are  confifcate. 

Gra.  a  fecond  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew  ! 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

For.  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  take  thy  forfeiture. 

Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 

Bass.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee ;  here  it  is. 

For.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court; 
He  fhall  have  merely  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  a  Daniel,  ftill  fay  I ;  a  fecond  Daniel ! 
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I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  principal  ? 

For.  Thou  Ihalt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture, 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it ! 
Pll  ftay  no  longer  queftion. 

PoR.  Tarry,  Jew ; 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you. 
It  is  enaded  in  the  laws  of  Venice, — 
If  it  be  proved  againft  an  alien. 
That  by  dired,  or  indired  attempts. 
He  feek  the  life  of  any  citizen. 
The  party,  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive. 
Shall  feize  one  half  his  goods  ;  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  coffer  of  the  ftate  ; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  duke  only,  'gainft  all  other  voice. 
In  which  predicament,  I  fay,  thou  ftand'ft : 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding, 
ITiat,  indiredly,  and  diredly  too, 
Thou  haft  contrived  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant ;  and  thou  haft  incurr'd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  duke. 

Gra.  Beg,  that  thou  may'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thyfelf : 
And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  ftate, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  vahie  of  a  cord  j 
Therefore,  thou  muft  be  hang*d  at  the  ftate*s  charge. 

Duke.  That  thou  ftialt  fee  the  difference  of  our  fpirit, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  afk  it : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Antonio's ; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  ftate. 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 
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For.  Ay,  for  the  flate ;  not  for  Antonio. 

Shy.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that : 
You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  houfe  ;  you  take  my  life. 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  Uve. 

For.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Antonio  ? 

Gra.  A  halter  gratis  ;  nothing  elfe,  for  God's  fake. 

Ant.  So  pleafe  my  lord  the  duke,  and  all  the  court. 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods ; 
I  am  content,  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe, — ^to  render  it. 
Upon  his  death,  unto  the  gentleman 
That  lately  flole  his  daughter. 

Two  things  provided  more, ^That,  for  this  favour, 

He  prefently  become  a  chriftain  ; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift. 
Here  in  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  poQefs'd, 
Unto  his  fon  Lorenzo,  and  his  daughter. 

Duke.  He  ftiall  do  this  ;  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon,  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

For.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  ?  what  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Sht.  I  am  content. 

For.  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Sht.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence ; 
I  am  not  well ;  fend  the  deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra.  In  chriftening  thou  Ihalt  have  two  godfathers ; 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  fhould'ft  have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font. 

[Exit  Sht  LOCK. 

Duke.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  home  with  me  to  dinner. 

For,  I  humbly  do  defire  your  grace  of  pardon; 
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I  muft  away  this  night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet,  I  prefently  fet  forth. 

Duke,  I  am  forry,  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
Antonio,  gratify  this  gentleman  ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[Exeunt  Dvke^  Magnificoes,  and  Train, 

Bass.  Mofl  worthy  gentleman,  I  and  my  friend. 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties;  in  lieu  whereof. 
Three  thoufand  ducats,  due  unto  the  Jew, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withaL 

^NT.  And  ftand  indebted,  over  and  above, 
In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore. 

For.  He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  fatisfied  j 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  fatisfied. 
And  therein  do  account  myfelf  well  paid ; 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  again; 
I  wifli  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Bass.  Dear  fir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further ; 
Take  fome  remembrance  of  us,  as  a  tribute, 
Not  as  a  fee  :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you. 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

For.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  Til  wear  them  for  your  fake ; 
And,  for  your  love,  Til  take  this  ring  from  you  :— 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand ;  Til  take  no  more ; 
And  you  in  love  fliall  not  deny  me  this. 

Bass.  This  ring,  good  fir, alas,  it  is  a  trifle  ; 

I  will  not  fhame  myfelf  to  give  you  this. 

For.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this ; 
And  now,  methinks,  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Bass^  There's  more  depends  on  this,  than  on  the  value. 
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The  deareft  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you. 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

PoR.  I  fee,  fir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers  : 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg ;  and  now,  methinks. 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  Ihould  be  anfwer'd. 

Bass.  Good  fir,  this  ring  was  given  me  by  my  wife ; 
And,  when  flie  put  it  on,  ftie  made  me  vow, 
That  I  ihould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

For.  That  Tcufe  ferves  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts* 
An  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman. 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  ring. 
She  would  not  hold  out  enemy  for  ever, 
For  giving  it  to  me.     Well,  peace  be  with  you  I 

[Exeunt  Portia  and  Nerissa. 

Ant.  My  lord  Baflanio,  let  him  have  the  ring ; 
Let  his  defervings,  and  my  love  withal, 
Be  valued  *gainft  your  wife's  commandment. 

Bass.  Go,  Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him. 
Give  him  the  ring ;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  can'ft, 
Unto  Antonio's  houfe  : — away,  make  hafte. 

[Exit  Gratiano. 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently ; 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont :  Come,  Antonio.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  11.    Tie/ame.  A  Street. 
Enter  PoR  tia  and  Nerissa. 
For.  Enquire   the  Jew's  houfe   out,  give  him  this 
deed. 
And  let  him  fign  it ;  we'll  away  to  night. 
And  be  a  day  before  our  hufbands  home  : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo, 
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Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  fir,  you  are  well  overtaken : 
My  lord  Baflaijio,  upon  more  advice, 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  ring  ;  anfl  doth  entreat 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

For.  That  cannot  be  : 
This  ring  I  do  accept  moft  thankfully, 
And  fo,  I  pray  you,  tell  him :  Furthermore, 
I  pray  you,  fhow  my  youth  old  Shylock's  houfe. 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Nbr.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you  : — 
ril  fee  if  I  can  get  my  hufband's  ring,  [To  Portia. 

Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

For.  Thou  may 'ft,  I  warrant :  We  fhallhave  old  fwear- 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men ;  L^S* 

But  we'll  outface  them,  and  outfwear  them  too. 
Away,  make  hafte  ;  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come,  good  fir,  will  you  ftiow  me  to  this  houfe  ? 

[Exeunt. 

ACtV. 

SCENE  I.  Belmont.  Avenue  to  Fortia^s  Houfe. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jessica. 

Lor.  The  moon  (hines  bright : — ^In  fuch  a  night  as  thi^ 
When  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  noife  ;  in  fuch  a  night, 
Troilus,  methinks,  mounted  the  Trojan  walls, 
And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents, 
Where  Creflid  lay  that  night. 

Jes.  In  fuch  a  night. 
Did  Thifbe  fearfully  o'ertrip  the  dew ; 
And  faw  the  lion's  ftiadow  ere  himfelf. 
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And  ran  difmay'd  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  fea- banks,  and  wav'd  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

Jes.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Medea  gathered  the  enchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  ^Efon. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night. 
Did  Jeflica  fteal  from  the  wealthy  Jew ; 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jes.  And  in  fuch  a  night. 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well ; 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith. 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  And  in  fuch  a  night. 
Did  pretty  Jeflica,  like  a  little  fhrew, 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

Jes.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  body  come ; 
But,  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  fafl  in  filence  of  the  night  ? 

Serf.  A  friend. 

Lor.  a  friend  ?  what  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray  you, 
friend  ^ 

Serf.  Stephano  is  my  name ;  and  I  bring  word. 
My  miftrefs  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  flie  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  croflTes,  where  fhe  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Serf.  None,  but  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid. 
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I  pray  you,  is  my  mailer  yet  retum'd  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  we  have  not  heard  from  him.— • 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  Jeffica, 
And  ceremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 
Enter  Lavncelot. 

Laun.  Sola,  fola,  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola ! 

Lor.  Who  calls  ? 

Laun.  Sola !  did  you  fee  mailer  Lorenzo,  and  miflrels 
Lorenzo !  fola,  fola ! 

Lor.  Leave  hollaing,  man ;  here. 

Lavn.  Sola  !  where  ?  where  ? 

Lor.  Here. 

Lavn.  Tell  him,  there's  a  poll  come  from  my  mafter, 
with  his  horn  full  of  good  news ;  my  mailer  will  be  here 
ere  morning.  [Exit. 

Lor.  Sweet  foul,  let's  in,  and  there  exped  their  coming. 
And  yet  no  matter ; — ^Why  Ihould  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Stephano,  lignify,  I  pray  you. 
Within  the  houfe,  your  miftrefs  is  at  hand ; 

And  bring  your  mulick  forth  into  the  air 

[Exit  Servant. 
How  fweet  the  moon-light  lleeps  upon  this  bank  ! 
Here  will  we  lit,  and  let  the  founds  of  mulick 
Creep  in  our  ears  ;  foft  ftillnefs,  and  the  night, 
Become  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 
Sit,  Jelfica  :  Look,  how  the  floor  of  heave^i  i 
Is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of  bright  gold  ; 
There's  not  the  fmalleft  orb,  which  thou  behold'ft. 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  lings. 
Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  cherubims : 
Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls ; 
But,  whilft  this  muddy  vefture  of  decay 
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Doth  grofsly  clofe  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it — 

Enter  Mulicians. 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn  ; 
With  fweeteft  touches  pierce  your  miftrefs'  ear, 
And  draw  her  home  with  mufick. 

Jes.  I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  mufick. 

Lor.  The  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive  : 
For  do  Ijut  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts. 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing,  and  neighing  loud. 
Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood ; 
If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  trumpet  found, 
Or  any  air  of  mufick  touch  their  ears. 
You  fhall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftand, 
Their  favage  eyes  tum'd  to  a  modeft  gaze. 
By  the  fweet  power  of  mufic  :  Therefore,  the  poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  ftones,  and  floods ; 
Since  naught  fo  ftockifh,  hard,  and  full  of  rage. 
But  mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature  : 
The  man  that  hath  no  mufick  in  himfelf, 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fweet  founds, 
Is  fit  for  treafons,  ftratagems,  and  fpoils  ; 
The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  affedions  dark  as  Erebus  : 
Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufted. — Mark  the  mufick. 
Enter  Portia  and  Nerissa,  at  a  di/iance. 

For.  That  fight  we  fee,  is  burning  in  my  hall. 
How  far  that  Uttle  candle  throws  his  beams  ! 
So  fliines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

Ner.  When  the  moon  fhone,  we  did  not  fee  the  candle. 

For.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs : 
A  fubftitute  Ihines  brightly  as  a  king, 
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TJntll  a  king  be  by ;  and  then  his  ftate 
Empties  itfelf,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.     Mufick !  hark ! 

Ner.  It  is  your  mufick,  madam,  of  the  houfe. 

PoR.  Nothing  is  good,  I  fee,  without  refped ; 
Methinks,  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  beftows  that  virtue  on  it,  madam. 

PoR.  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neither  is  attended;  and,  I  think, 
The  nightingale,  if  (he  (hould  fing  by  day. 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  mufician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfedlion  !— 
Peace,  hoa !  the  moon  fleeps  with  Endymion, 
And  would  not  be  awak'd !  [Mufick  ceafes. 

Lor.  That  is  the  voice, 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  of  Portia. 

Tor.  He  knows  me, as  the  blind  man  knows  the  cuckoo 
By  the  bad  voice. 

Lor.  Dear  lady,  welcome  home. 

PoR.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  hufbands*  welfare^ 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  returned  ?  ^ 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  meflenger  before, 
To  fignify  their  coming, 

PoR.  Go  in,  Neriffa, 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 

No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence ; 

Nor  you,  Lorenzo ;— Jeffica,  nor  you.     [A  tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  hufband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet 
Wc  are  no  telltales,  madam  j  fear  you  not.  j 
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For.  This  night,  methinks,  is  but  th^  daylight  fick. 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  'tis  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 

Enter  Bassanio,  Antonio^  Gratiano,  and  their 

followers. 

Bass.  We  fhould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abfence  of  the  fun. 

For.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light ; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  hufband, 
And  never  be  Baflanio  fo  for  me ; 
But  God  fort  all ! — ^You  are  welcome  home,  my  lord. 

Bass.  I  thank  you,  madam :  give  welcome  to   my 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Antonio,  [friend. — 

To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

For.  You  fliould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  him, 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 

Ant.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 

For.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe  : 
It  muft  appear  in  other  ways  than  words. 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefy. 

[^Gratiano  and  NsRissA/eem  to  talk  apart. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon,  I  fwear,  you  do  me  wrong ; 
In  faith,  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk  : 
Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part. 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

For.  A  quarrel,  ho,  already  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring 
That  (he  did  give  me ;  whofe  pofy  was 
For  all  the  world,  like  cutler's  poetry  . 
Upon  a  knife,  Love  me^  and  leave  me  not. 

Ner.  What  talk  you  of  the  pofy,  or  the  value  ? 
You  fwore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  till  your  hour  of  death ; 
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And  that  it  (houid  lie  with  you  in  your  grave : 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths. 
You  fliould  have  been  refpeftive,  and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  judge's  clerk ! — but  well  I  know, 
The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on  his  face,  that  had  iu 

Gra.  He  will,  an  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner.  Ay,  if  a  woman  Uve  to  be  a  man. 

Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth,— 
A  kind  of  boy  ;  a  little  fcrubbed  boy. 
No  higher  than  thyfelf,  the  judge's  clerk ; 
A  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee ; 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him. 

PoR.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you. 
To  part  fo  flightly  with  your  wife's  firft  gift ; 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  fo  with  faith  imto  your  flefh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it ;  and  here  he  flands ; 
I  dare  be  fwom  for  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  matters.     Now,  in  faith,  Gratiano, 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief ; 
An  'twere  to  me,  I  fhould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bass.  Why,  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  hand  oJBT, 
And  fwear,  I  lofl;  the  ring  defending  it.  [Afidc. 

Gra.  My  lord  Bafiianio  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  judge  that  begg'd  it,  and,  indeed, 
Deferv'd  it  too  ;  and  then  the  boy,  his  clerk. 
That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine  : 
And  neither  man,  nor  mafl:er,  would  take  aught 
But  the  two  rings. 

For.  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord  ? 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  received  of  me. 
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Bass.  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it ;  but  you  fee,  my  iinger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

For.  Even  fo  void  is  your  falfe  heart  of  trtith^ 
3y  heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  fee  the  ring. 

Ner.  Nor  I  in  yours, 
Till  I  again  fee  mine. 

Bass.  Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring, 
When  naught  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring. 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difpleafure. 

For.  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring, 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave  the  ring. 
Or  your  own  honour  to  contain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modefty 
'  To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
Nerifla  teaches  me  what  to  believe ; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

Bass.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam,  by  my  foul. 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  dodor. 
Which  did  refufe  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me. 
And  begg'd  the  ring ;  the  which  I  did  deny  him^ 
And  fuflfer'd  him  to  go  difpleas'd  away  j 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  friend.     What  Ihould  I  fay,  fwect  lady  t 
I  was  enforced  to  fend  it  after  him  i 
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I  was  befet  with  fliame  and  courtefy ; 

My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 

So  much  befmear  it :  Pardon  me,  good  lady ; 

For,  by  thefe  bleflcd  candles  of  the  night, 

Had  you  been  there,  I  think,  you  would  have  begg'd 

The  ring  of  me  to  give  the  worthy  dodor. 

For.  Let  not  that  do6tor  e'er  come  near  my  houfe : 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me, 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you ; 
m  not  deny  him  any  thing  1  have, 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  hufband's  bed  : 
Know  him  1  ftiall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it  : 
Lie  not  a  night  from  home ;  watch  me,  like  Argus  : 
If  you  do  not.  If  I  be  left  alone. 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  which  is  yet  my  own, 
m  have  that  dodor  for  my  bedfellow. 

N£R.  And  I  his  clerk ;  therefore  be  well  advis'd, 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  protedion, 

GRji.  Well,  do  you  fo  :  let  not  me  take  him  then"; 
For  if  I  do,  Til  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

j4nt.  I  am  the  unhappy  fubjed  of  thefe  quarrels. 

For.  Sir,  grieve  not  you ;  you  are  welcome  notwith- 
{landing. 

Bass.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong ; 
And,  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  myfelf, — ^ 

For.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  my  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf  ; 
In  each  eye,  one  : — ^fwear  by  your  double  felf, 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit. 

Bass.  Nay,  but  hear  me  :  - 

VpL.  If.  M 
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Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  tny  foul  I  fwear, 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

^NT.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealth  j 
Which,  but  for  him  that  had  your  h^fband's  ring, 

[To  J^ORTIA. 

Had  quite  mifcarricd :  I  dare  be  bound  again. 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

For.  Then  you  fhall  be  his  furety :  Give  him  this  ; 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

^NT.  Here,  lord  Baflanio  ;  Iwev  to  keep  this  ring. 

Bass.  By  heaven,  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  dodor  I 

For.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  me,  Baflanio ; 
For  by  this  ring  the  dodor  lay  with  me. 

Ner.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano  ; 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  boy,  the  dodor's  clerk. 
In  lieu  of  this,  laft  night  did  lie  with  me. 

Grj.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high  way^ 
In  fummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough : 
What }  are  we  cuckolds,  ere  we  have  deferv'd  it  ? 

For.  Speak  not  fo  grofsly ^You  are  all  amaz'd : 

Here  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leifure ; 
It  comes  from  Padua,  from  Bellario : 
There  you  Ihall  find,  that  Portia  was  the  dodor  ^ 
Nerifla  there,  her  clerk  :  Lorenzo  here 
Shall  witnefs,  I  fet  forth  as  foon  as  you. 
And  but  even  now  returned ;  I  have  not  yet 
Enter'd  my  houfe.— Antonio,  you  are  welcome  ^ 
And  I  have  better  news  in  flore  for  you. 
Than  you  exped  :  unfeal  this  letter  foon  ; 
There  you  fhall  find,  three  of  your  argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly : 
You  ihall  not  know  by  what  ffarange  accident 
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I  chanced  on  this  letter. 

Ant.  I  am  dumb. 

Bass.  Were  you  the  dodlor,  axid  I  knew  you  not  ? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  clerk,  that  is  to  make  me  cuckold? 

Nbr.  Ay  ;  but  the  clerk,  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Bass.  Sweet  dodor,  you  ftiall  be  my  bedfellow  j 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

Ant.  Sweet  lady,  you  have  given  me  life,  and  living  j 
For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  ftiips 
Are  fafely  come  to  road. 

For.  How  now,  Lorenzo  ? 
My  clerk  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner.  Ay,  and  Pll  give  them  him  without  a  fee.— 
There  do  I  give  to  you,  and  Jeffica, 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  fpecial  deed  of  gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  poflefs'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  ftarved  people. 

PoR^  It  is  almoft  morning. 
And  yet,  I  am  fure,  you  are  not  fatisfied 
Of  thefe  events  at  full :  Let  us  go  in ; 
And  charge  us  there  upon  intergatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithftilly. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo  :  The  firft  intergatory, 
That  my  Nerifia  fhall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  till  the  next  night  fhe  had  rather  ftay ; 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to-day : 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  (hould  wifh  it  dark. 
That  I  were  couching  with  the  doctor's  clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live.  Til  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafe  Nerifla's  ring.  [Exeunt. 

Mil 
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Perfons  reprefinted. 

Duke,  living  in  exile. 

Frederick,  brother  to  the  Duke,  andufurper  of  bis  dominions. 

Amiens,  '\  1   Lords  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  bis  banijh^ 

Jaques,        j  ment. 

Le  Beau,  a  courtier  attending  upon  Frederick  : 

Charles,  bis  wrejller. 

Oliver,      "^ 

Jaques,      >    Sons  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Bois* 

Orlando,  j 

Adam,      7'  ^,. 

Dennis,    5    Servants  to  0\ivtx. 

Touchftone,  a  clown. 

Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  a  vicar. 

Corin,     ') 

Sylvius,    5     S^^P^'^ds. 

William,  a  country  fellow,  in  love  with  Audrey  r 
Aperfon  reprefenting  Hymen. 
Rofalind,  daughter  to  the  bani/bed  Duke. 
Celia,  daughter  to  Frederick. 
Phebe,  ajhepherdefs. 
Audrey,  a  country  wench. 

Lords  belonging  to  the  two  Dukes  ;  Pages ^  Forefters^  and 
other  Attendants. 

lie  SCENE  lies^firjl,  near  Oliver's  boufe;  afterwards,  part- 
ly in  the  U/urper^s  courts  and  partly  in  the  foreft  of  Ai&tn* 
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ACt  I. 

SCENE  I.  An  Orchard,  near  Olikbr's  Houfe. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orl.  As  I  femember,  Adam,  it  was  upon  this  fafhion 
bequeathed  me :  By  will,  but  a  poor  thoiifatld  crowns ; 
and,  as  thou  fay'ft,  charged  my  brother,  on  his  blefling, 
to  breed  me  well :  and  thefe  begins  my  fadnefs«  My  bro- 
ther Jaques  he  keeps  at  fchool,  and  report  fpeaks  golden^ 
ly  of  his  profit :  for  toy  part,  he  keeps  me  ruftically  at 
home,  or,  to  fpeak  more  properly,  ftays  me  here  at  home 
unkept :  For  call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentleman  of  my 
birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  flailing  of  an  ox  ?  His 
horfes  are  bred  better  j  for,  befides  that  they  are  fair 
with  their  feeding,  they  are  taught  their  manage,  and  to 
that  end  riders  dearly  hired :  but  I,  his  brother,  gain  no- 
thing under  him  but  growth ;  for  the  which  his  animals 
on  his  dunghills  are  as;  much  bound  to  him  as  I.  Befides 
this  nothing  that  he  fo  plentifully  gives  me,  the  fomc- 
thing  that  nature  gave  me,  his  countenance  feems  to  take 
from  me :  he  lets  me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the 
place  of  a  brother,  and,  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my 
gentility  with  my  education.     This  is  it,  Adam,  that: 

M  iiij 
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grieves  me  j  and  the  fpirit  of  my  father,  which  I  think 
is  within  me,  begins  to  mutiny  againft  this  fervitude :  I 
will  no  longer  endure  it,  though  yet  I  know  no  wife  re- 
medy how  to  avoid  it. 

Enter  Olifbr. 

jiDjiM.  Yonder  comes  my  mafler,  your  brother. 

Orl.  Go  apart^  Adam,  and  thou  fhak  hear  how  he  wil! 
(hake  me  up. 

On.  Now,  fir !  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orl.  Nothing :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

Oli.  What  mar  you  then,  fir  ? 

Orl.  Marry,  fix,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which 
God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours,  with  idle- 
nefs. 

Oli.  Marry,  fir,  be  better  employed,  and  be  naught 
awhile. 

Orl.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  hufks  with  thenir? 
What  prodigal  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I  fhould  come 
t6  fuch  penury  ? 

Oli.  Know  you  where  you  are,  fir  ? 

Orl.  O,  fir,  very  well :  here  in  your  orchard. 

Oli.  Know  you  before  whom,  fir  ? 

Orl.  Ay,  beuer  than  he  I  am  before  knows  me.  I 
know,  you  are  my  eldeft  brother ;  and,  in  the  gentle 
condition  of  blood,  you  fhould  fo  know  me  :  The  cour- 
tefy  of  nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  the 
firfl-born;  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away  my 
blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us  :  I  have  as 
much  of  my  father  in  me,  as  you  ;  albeit,  1  confefs,  your 
coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reverence. 

Oli.  What,  boy ! 

Orl.  Gome,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too  young 
in  this. 
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On.  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Orl.  I  am  no  villain :  I  am  the  youngeft  fon  of  fir 
Rowland  de  Bois ;  he  was  my  father ;  and  he  is  thrice  a 
villain,  that  fays,  fuch  a  father  begot  villains :  Wert  thou 
not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from  thy 
throat,  till  this  other  had  pulled  out  thy  tongue  for  fay- 
ing fo ;  thou  haft  railed  on  thyfelf. 

Adam.  Sweet  mafters,  be  patient ;  for  your  father's  re- 
membrance, be  at  accord. 

Ou.  Let  me  go,  I  fay. 

Orl.  I  will  not,  till  I  pleafe :  you  Ihall  hear  me.  My 
father  charged  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  educa- 
tion :  you  have  trained  me  like  a  peafant,  obfcuring  and 
hiding  from  me  all  gentleman-like  qualities :  the  fpirit 
of  my  father  grows  ftrong  in  me,  and  I  will  no  longer 
endure  it :  therefore  allow  me  fuch  exercifes  as  may  be- 
come a  gentleman,  or  give  me  the  poor  allottery  my  fa- 
ther left  me  by  teftament ;  with  that  I  will  go  buy  my 
fortimes. 

Oli.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg,  when  that  is  fpent  ? 
Well,  fir,  get  you  in  :  I  will  not  long  be  troubled  with 
you  :  you  fliall  have  fome  part  of  your  will :  I  pray  you, 
leave  me, 

Orl.  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes  me 
for  my  good. 

Oli^  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog» 

Adam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward  ?  Moft  true,  I  have  loft 
my  teeth  in  your  fervice. — God  be  with  my  old  mafter! 
he  would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word. 

[Exeunt  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Oli.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ?  I 
will  phyfick  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand 
crowns  neither,     Hola,  Dennis ! 
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Enter  Dennis.. 

DtN.  Calls  your  worfhip  ? 

Oli.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  wreftler,  here  to 
Ipeak  with  me  ? 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  im«^ 
portunes  accefs  to  you. 

Oli.  Call  him  in.  [Exit  Dennis.] — ^Twill  be  a  good 
vay ;  and  to-morrow  the  wreftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cha.  Good  morrow  to  your  worfhip* 

Oli.  Good  rtionfieur  Charles! — what's  the  news  at  the 
new  court  ? 

Chj.  There's  no  news  at  the  court,  fir,  but  the  old 
news :  that  is,  the  old  duke  is  banifhed  by  his  younger 
brother  the  new  duke ;  and  three  or  four  loving  lords 
have  put  themfelves  into  voluntary  exile  with  him,  whofe 
lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new  duke  j  therefore  he 
gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

Oli.  Can  you  tell,  if.Rofalind,  the  duke's  daughter,  be 
banifhed  with  her  father. 

Cha.  O,  no ;  for  the  duke's  daughter,  her  coufin,  fo 
loves  her, — being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  together, 
— ^that  fhe  would  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have  died 
to  flay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the  court,  and  no  lefs  be- 
loved of  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter  j  and  never 
two  ladies  loved  as  they  do. 

Oli.  Where  will  the  old  duke  Uve  ? 

Cha.  They  fay,  he  is  already  in  the  forefl  of  Arden, 
and  a  many  merry  then  with  him  ;  and  there  they  Uve 
like  the  old  Robin  Hood  of  England :  they  fay,  many 
young  gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day ;  and  fleet  the 
time  carelefsly,  as  they  did  in  the  golden  world. 

Oli.  What,you  wreflle  to« morrow  before  the  newduke? 
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Cba.  Marry,  do  I,  fir ;  and  I  came  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  fir,  fecretly  to  underftand, 
that  your  younger  brother,  QrlsLndo,  hath  a  difpoiition 
to  come  in  difguis'd  againft  me  to  try  a  fall :  To-mor- 
row, fir,  I  wreftle  for  my  credit ;  and  he  that  efcapes  me 
without  fome  broken  limb,  (hall  acquit  him  well.  Your 
brother  is  but  young,  and  tender ;  and,  for  your  love,  I 
would  be  loth  to  foil  him,  as  I  muft,  for  my  own  honour, 
if  he  come  in  :  therefore,  out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came 
hither  to  acquaint  you  withal ;  that  either  you  might 
flay  him  from  his  intendment,  or  brook  fuch  difgrace 
well  as  he  (hall  run  into ;  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own 
fearch,  and  altogether  againft  my  will- 

Oli.  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me,  which 
thou  flialt  find  I  will  moft  kindly  requite.  I  had  myfelf 
notice  of  my  brother's  purpofe  herein,  and  have  by  un- 
derhand means  laboured  to  difiTuade  him  from  it ;  but 

he  is  refolutc.     I'll  tell  thee,  Charles, it  is  the  ftub- 

bomeft  young  fellow  of  France ;  full  of  ambition,  an 
envious  emulator  of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  fecrct 
and  villainous  contriver  againft  me  his  natural  brother ; 
therefore  ufe  thy  difcretion;  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft 
break  his  neck  as  his  finger  :  And  thou  wert  beft  look 
to*t ;  for  if  thou  doft  him  any  flight  difgrace,  or  if  he 
do  not  mightily  grace  himfelf  on  thee,  he  will  pradife 
againft  thee  by  poifon,  entrap  thee  by  fome  treacherous 
device,  and  never  leave  thee  till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  life 
by  fome  indired  means  or  other  :  for,  I  afTure  thee,  and 
almoft  with  tears  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  not  one  fo  young 
and  fo  villainous  this  day  living.  I  fpeak  but  brother- 
ly of  him ;  but  ftiould  I  anatomize  him  to  thee  as  he  is, 
I  muft  blufli  and  weep,  and  thou  muft  look  pale  and 
wonder. 
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Cra.  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you :  If  he 
come  to-morrow,  Fll  give  him  his  payment :  If  ever  he 
go  alone  again,  I'll  never  wreftle  for  prize  more :  And 
fo,  God  keep  your  worfliip  !  [Exit. 

Oli.  Farewell  good  Charles. — ^Now  will  I  ftir  this 
gamefter :  I  hope,  I  fliall  fee  an  end  of  him ;  for  my 
foul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than  he. 
Yet  he's  gentle ;  never  fchooPd,  and  yet  leam'd ;  full 
of  noble  device  ;  of  all  forts  enchantingly  beloved  ;  and, 
indeed,  fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the  world,  and  efpeci- 
ally  of  my  own  people,  who  bed  know  him,  that  I  am 
altogether  mifprifed :  but  it  fhall  not  be  fo  long ;  this 
wreftler  fhall  clear  all :  nothing  remains,  but  that  I  kin- 
dle the  boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about,  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.  A  Lawn  before  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

Cel.  I  pray  thee,  Rofalind,  fweet  my  coz,  be  merry. 

Ros.  Dear  Ceha,  I  fhow  more  mirth  than  I  am  mif- 
trefs  of;  and  would  you  yet  I  were  merrier  ?  Unlefs  you 
could  teach  me  to  forget  a  baniflied  father,  you  muft  not 
learn  me  how  to  remember  any  extraordinary  pleafure. 

Cel.  Herein,  I  fee,  thou  loveft  me  not  with  the  full 
weight  that  I  love  thee  :  if  my  uncle,  thy  baniflied  fa- 
ther, had  baniflied  thy  uncle,  the  duke  my  fether,  fo 
thou  hadfl:  been  Hill  with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my 
love  to  take  thy  father  for  mine ;  fo  would'fl:  thou,  if 
the  truth  of  thy  love  to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  temper'd 
as  mine  is  to  thee. 

Ros.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftate, 
to  rejoice  in  yours. 

Cel.  You  know,  my  father  hath  no  child  but  I,  nor 
none  is  like  to  have ;  and,  truly,  when  he  dies,  thou 
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fhalt  be  his  heir  :  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy 
father  perforce,  I  will  render  thee  again  in  affecSlion ;  by 
mine  honour,  I  will ;  and  when  I  break  that  oath,  let 
me  turn  monfler :  therefore,  my  fweet  Rofe,  my  dear 
Rofe,  be  merry. 

Ros.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devife  fports : 
let  me  fee  ;  What  think  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 

Cel.  Marry,  I  pry'thee,  do,  to  make  fport  with  all : 
but  love  no  man  in  good  earneft ;  nor  no  further  in 
(port  neither,  than  with  fafety  of  a  pure  blufli  thou  may'ft 
in  honour  come  off  again. 

Ros.  What  fhall  be  our  fport  then  ? 

Cel.  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife.  For- 
tune, from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be 
beflowed  equally. 

Ros.  I  would,  we  could  do  fo ;  for  her  benefits  are 
mightily  mifplaced:  and  the  bountiful  blind  woman  doth 
mofl  miflake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  'Tis  true:  for  thofe,  that  fhe  makes  fair,  fhe  fcarce 
makes  honefl;  and  thofe,  that  fhe  makes  honefl,  fhe 
makes  very  ill-favour'dly. 

Ros.  Nay,  now  thou  goefl  from  fortune^s  office  to  na- 
ture's :  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not  in  the 
lineaments  of  nature. 

Enter  7'ouchstone. 

Cel.  No  ?  When  nature  jjj^th  made  a  fair  creature, 
may  fhe  not  by  fortune  fall  fiito  the  fire  ? — ^Though  na- 
ture hath  given  us  wit  to  flout  at  fortune,  hath  not  for- 
tune fent  in  this  fool  to  cut  off  the  argument  ? 

Ros.  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  nature ; 
when  fortune  makes  nature's  natural  the  cutter  off  of 
nature's  wit. 

Pel.  Peradventure,  this  is  not  fortune's  work  neither, 
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but  nature's ;  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits  too  dull 
to  reafon  of  fuch  goddeffes,  hath  fent  this  natural  for  our 
whetftone:  for  always  the  dulnefs  of  the  fool  is  the 
whetftone  of  the  wits How  now,  wit  ?  whither  wan- 
der you  ? 

Touch.  Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  your  father. 

Cel.  Were  you  made  the  meflenger  ? 

Touch.  No,  by  mine  honour  ;  but  I  was  bid  to  come 
for  you. 

Ros.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool  ? 

Touch.  Of  a  certain  knight,  that  fwore  by  his  honour 
they  were  good  pancakes,  and  fwore  by  his  honour  the 
muflard  was  naught :  now.  111  (land  to  it,  the  pancakes 
were  naught,  and  the  muftard  was  good ;  and  yet  was 
not  the  knight  forfwom. 

Cel.  How  prove  you  that,  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowledge  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  marry ;  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdom. 

Touch.  Stand  you  both  forth  now :  ftroke  your  chins, 
and  fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 

Cel.  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Touch.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were  :  but 
if  you  fweai;  by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not  forfwom  : 
no  more  was  this  knight,  fwearing  by  his  honour,  for 
he  never  had  any ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fwom  it  away, 
before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pancakes  or  that  muftard. 

Cel.  Pr'ythee,  who  is't  that  thou  mean'ft  ? 

Touch.  One  that  old  Frederick,  your  father,  loves. 

Cel.  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him.  E- 
nough !  fpeak  no  more  of  him ;  you'll  be  whip'd  for 
taxation,  one  of  thefe  days. 

Touch.  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  fpeak  wife-. 
Jy,  what  wife  men  do  foolifWy. 
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Cml.  By  my  troth,  thou  fay*ft  true  :  for  fincc  the  lit- 
tle wit,  that  fools  have,  was  filenced,  the  little  foolery, 
that  wife  men  have,  makes  a  great  fhow.  Here  comes 
Moniieur  Le  Beau. 

Enter  Lb  Bra  v. 

Ros.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

Cbi.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pigeons  feed  their 
young. 

Ros.  Then  (hall  we  be  news-cramm'd. 

CsL,  All  the  better;  we  fhall  be  the  more  marketable. 
Bon  Jour  ^  Moniieur  le  Beau :  What's  the  news  ? 

Lb  Bbait.  Fair  princefs,  you  have  loft  much  good  fport, 

Cbl.  Sport  ?  Of  what  colour  ? 

Lb  Bbau.  What  colour,  madam  ?  How  fhall  I  anfwer 
you  ? 

Ros.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Touch.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decree. 

Cbi.  Well  faid ;  that  was  laid  on  vnxh  a  trowel, 

Touch.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank, 

Ros.  Thou  lofeft  thy  old  fmell. 

Lb  Beau.  You  amaze  me,  ladies :  I  would  have  told 
you  of  good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of. 

Rps.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling. 

Lb  Beau.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and,  if  it 
pleafe  your  ladyfhips,  you  msij  fee  the  end ;  for  the  beft 
is  yet  to  do  ;  and  here,  where  you  are,  they  are  coming 
to  perform  it.  \ 

Cbl.  Well, — the  beginning,  that  is  dead  and  buried. 

Lb  Bbau.  There  comes  an  old  man,  and  his  three 
ions, 

Cbl.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

Lb  Bbau.  Three  proper  young  men^  of  excellent 
growth  and  prefence ;— — 
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igt  Ji  rotr  like  it, 

Ros.  With  bills  on  their  necks,— J5^  it  known  unto  all 
men  by  thef^prefents^ 

Le  Beav.  The  eldeft  of  the  three  wreftled  with  Charles, 
the  duke's  wreftler  ;  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  ribs,  that  there  is  little  hope 
of  life  in  him :  fo  he  ferved  the  fecond,  and  fo  the  third : 
Yonder  they  lie ;  the  poor  old  man,  their  father,  making 
fuch  pitiful  dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take 
his  part  with  weeping. 

Kos.  Alas ! 

Touch.  But  what  is  the  fport,  monfieur,  that  the  ladies 
have  loft  ? 

Le  Beau.  Why,  this  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Touch.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer  every  day  !  it  ia 
the  firft  time  that  ever  I  heard,  breaking  of  ribs  was 
fport  for  ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 

Ros.  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  this  broken 
mufick  in  his  fides  ?  is  there  yet  another  dotes  upon 

rib-breaking  ? Shall    we    fee    this    wreftling,    cou- 

fin? 

Lb  Beau.  You  muft,  if  you  ftay  here ;  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wreftling,  and  they  are  ready  to 
perform  it. 

Cel.  Yonder,  fure,  they  are  coming :  Let  us  now  flay 
and  fee  it. 

Flourijh.   Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  Orlando^ 
Charles,  and  Attendants. 

Duke  F.  Come  on  j  fince  the  youth  will  not  be  en-^ 
treated,  his  own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 

Ros.  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 

Le  Beau.  Even  he,  madam. 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young :  yet  he  looks;  fuccefsfuUy, 

4, 
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Duke  F.  How  now,  daughter,  and  coufin  ?  are  you 
crept  hither  to  fee  the  wreftling  ?  ^ 

Ros.  Ay,  ray  liege ;  fo  pleafe  you  give  us  leave. 

DuKB  F.  You  will  take  Uttle  delijght  in  it,  I  can  tell 
you,  there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  raen :  In  pity  of  the  chal- 
lenger's youth,  I  would  fain  diffuade  him,  but  he  will 
not  be  entreated :  Speak  to  him,  ladies ;  fee  if  you  can 
move  him. 

Gel.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beau. 

Duke  F.  Do  fo  ;  I'll  not  be  by.         [Duke  goes  apart. 

Le  Beau.  Monfieur  the  challenger,  the  princeffes  call 
for  you. 

Orl.  I  attend  them,  with  all  refpedl  and  duty. 

Ros.  Young  man,  have  you  challenged  Charles  the 
wreftler  ? 

Orl.  No,  fair  princefs  j  he  is  the  general  challenger : 
I  come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  ftrength 
of  my  youth. 

Cel.  Young  gentleman,  your  fpi'rits  are  too  bold  for 
your  years :  you  have  feen  cruel  proof  of  this  man*s 
ftrength :  if  you  faw  yourfelf  with  your  eyes,  or  knew 
yourfelf  with  your  judgement,  the  fear  of  your  adven- 
ture would  counfel  you  to  a  more  equal  enterprife.  We 
pray  you,  for  your  own  fake,  to  embrace  your  own  fafe- 
ty,  and  give  over  this  attempt. 

Ros.  Do,  young  fir  ;  your  reputation  fhall  not  there- 
fore be  mifprifed  :  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to  the  duke^ 
that  the  wreftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orl.  I  befeech  you,  punifli  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts ;  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty,  to  deny, 
fo  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.  But  let  your  fair 
eyes,  and  gentle  wiflies,  go  with  me  to  my  trial :  where- 
in if  I  be  foiled,  there  is  but  one  fliamed  that  was  never 
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gracious ;  if  killed,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be 
fo :  I  fliall  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to 
lament  me ;  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  no- 
thing ;  only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may 
be  better  fupplied  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Ros.  The  little  ftrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it  were 
with  you, 

Cel.  And  mine,  to  eke  out  hers. 

Ros.  Fare  you  well.  Pray  heaven,  I  be  deceived  in 
you ! 

Cel.  Your  hearths  defires  be  with  you  I 

Cha.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant,  that  is  fo  de- 
firous  to  lie  with  his  mother  earth  ? 

Orl.  Ready,  fir ;  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more  modefl 
working. 

Duke  F.  You  fhall  try  but  one  fall. 

Chj.  No,  I  warrant  your  grace ;  you  (hall  not  entreat 
him  to  a  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded  him 
from  a  firft. 

Orl.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after  ;  you  fhould  not 
have  mocked  me  before  :  but  come  your  ways. 

Ros.  Now,  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man  ! 
,    Cel.  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  fel- 
low by  the  leg.  [Charles  and  Orlando  wre/lk. 

Ros.  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Cel.  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  I  can  tell 
who  fliould  down,  [Charles  is  thrown.    Shouts 

Duke  F.  No  more,  no  more. 

Orl.  Yes,  I  befcech  your  grace ;  I  am  not  yet  well 
breathed. 

Duke  F.  How  doft  thou,  Charles  ? 

Le  Bbau^  He  cannot  fpeak^  my  lord. 

DukeF.  Bear  him  away.  [Charles  is  borne  out. 
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What  is  thy  name,  young  man  ? 

Orl.  Orlando,  my  liege ;   the  youngeft  fon  of   Sir. 
Rowland  de  Bois. 

Duke  F.  I  would,  thou  hadft  been  fon  to  fome  man 
elfe. 
The  world  efteem^d  thy  father  honourable, 
But  I  did  find  him  ftill  mine  enemy  : 
Thou  fliouldft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 
Hadfl  thou  defcended  from  another  houfe. 
But  fare  thee  well ;  thou  art  a  gallant  youth  ; 
I  would,  thou  hadft  told  me  of  another  father. 

[Exeunt  Duke  Fred.  Train,  and  Le  Beau* 

Cel.  Were  I  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 

Orl.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  fir  Rowland's  fon. 
His  youngeft  fon ; — ^and  would  not  change  that  calling, 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Ros.  My  father  lov'd  fir  Rowland  as  his  foul. 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind  : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
I  fhould  have  given  him  tear:?  unto  entreaties. 
Ere  he  fliould  thus  have  ventured. 

Cel.  Gentle  coufin, 
Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him : 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition    * 
Sticks  me  at  heart — Sir,  you  have  ^ell  deferv'd : 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love. 
But  juftly,  as  you  have  exceeded  premife. 
Your  miftrefs  ftiall  be  happy. 

Ros.  Gentleman,         [Giving  him  a  chain  from  her  necL 
Wear  this  for  me ;  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune; 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means.— * 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ? 

Cbl.  Ay  : — Fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman* 
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Orl.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  ?  My  better  parts 
Are  all  thrown  down  ;  and  that  which  here  ftands  up. 
Is  but  a  quintain,  a  mere  lifelefs  block. 

Ros.  He  calls  us  back :  My  pride  fell  with  my  for- 
tunes: 
FU  afk  him  what  he  would : — Did  you  call,  fir  ? — 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 

Cel.  Will  you  go,  coz  ? 

Ros.  Have  with  you : — Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

Orl.  What  paflion   hangs   thefe   weights   upon   my 
tongue  ? 
I  cannot  fpeak  to  her,  yet  fhe  urg'd  conference- 

Re-enter  Le  Beau. 
O  poor  Orlando !  thou  art  overthrown  ; 
Or  Charles,  or  fomething  weaker,  mafters  thee, 

Le  Beau.  Good  fir,  I  do  in  friendfhip  counfel  you 
To  leave  this  place  :  Albeit  you  have  deferv^d 
High  commendation,  trueapplaufe,  and  love  ; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  duke's  condition. 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done. 
The  duke  is  humorous  ;  what  he  is,  indeed. 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Orl.  I  thank  you,  fir :  and,  pray  you,  tell  me  this; 
Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wrefl:ling  ? 

Le  Beau.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by  man- 
ners; 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  fliorter  is  his  daughter : 
The  other  is  daughter  to  the  banifti'd  duke. 
And  here  detained  by  her  ufurping  uncle. 
To  keep  his  daughter  company  i  whofe  loves 
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Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  iifters. 
But  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  duke 
Hath  ta'en  difpleafure  'gainft  his  gentle  niece  ; 
Grounded  upon  no  other  argument, 
But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  virtues, 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fake  ; 
And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gainft  the  lady 
Will  fuddenly  break  forth. — Sir,  fare  you  well  j 
Hereafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 
I  (hall  delire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you. 
Orl.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you  :  fare  you  well ! 

[Exit  Le  Beau. 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  fmoke  into  the  fmother ; 
From  tyrant  duke,  unto  a  tyrant  brother  : — 
But  heavenly  Rofalind  !  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Celia  and  Rosalind. 

Cel.  Why,  coufin  ;  why,  Rofalind  ; — Cupid  have  mer- 
cy ! — ^Not  a  word  ? 

Ros.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft  away 
upon  curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me ;  come,  lanje  me 
with  reafons. 

Ros.  Then  there  were  two  coufins  laid  up  ;  when  the 
one  fhould  be  lamed  with  reafons,  and  the  other  mad 
without  any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Ros.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  child's  father :  O,  how 
full  of  briars  is  this  working-day  world ! 

Cel.  They  are  but  burs,  coufin,  thrown  upon  thee  in 
holyday  foolery ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths, 
our  very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 
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Ros.  I  could  fhake  them  oflf  my  coat ;  thefe  burs  are 
in  my  heart. 

Cel.  Hem  them  away. 

Ros.  I  would  try  ;  if  I  could  cry  hem,  and  have  him. 

Cel.  Come,  come,  wreftle  with  thy  afFedions, 

Ros.  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wreftler  than 
myfelf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wifh  upon  you !  you  will  try  in  time, 
in  defpite  of  a  fall — But,  turning  thefe  jefts  out  of  fer- 
vice,  let  us  talk  in  good  earneft :  Is  it  poflible,  on  fuch  a 
fudden,  you  fhould  fall  into  fo  ftrong  a  liking  with  old 
fir  Rowland's  youngeft  fon  ? 

Ros.  The  duke  my  father  lov'd  his  father  dearly. 

Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue,  that  you  Ihould  love  his 
fon  dearly  ?  By  this  kind  of  chafe,  I  fhould  hate  him,  for 
my  father  hated  his  father  dearly ;  yet  I  hate  not  Or- 
lando. 

Ros.  No  Yaith,  hate  him  not,  for  my  fake. 

Cel.  Why  Ihould  I  not  ?  doth  he  not  deferve  well  ? 

Ros.  Let  me  love  him  for  that ;  and  do  you  love  him, 
becaufe  I  do  : — Look,  here  comes  the  duke. 

Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Efiter  Duke  Frederick,  with  Lords. 

Duke  F.  Miftrefs,  defpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  hafte. 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 

Ros.  Me,  uncle  ? 

Duke  F.  You,  coufin : 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'ft  found 
So  near  our  publick  court  as  twenty  miles. 
Thou  dieft  for  it. 

Ros.  I  do  befeech  your  grace. 
Let  me  the  knowledge,  of  my  fault  bear  with  me  : 
If  with  myfelf  I  hold  intelligence, 
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Or  have  acquaintance  with  mine  own  defires  j 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick, 
(As  I  do  truft  I  am  not,)  then,  dear  uncle, 
Never,  fo  much  as  in  a  thought  umbom, 
Did  I  offend  your  highnefs. 

DuKB  F.  Thus  do  all  traitors ; 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words. 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itfelf : — 
Let  it  fufEce  thee,  that  I  truft  thee  not, 

Ros.  Yet  your  miftruft  cannot  make  me  a  traitor : 
Tell  me,  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke  F.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's  enough, 

Ros.  So  was  I,  when  your  highnefs  took  his  dukedom; 
So  was  I,  when  your  highnefs  banifh'd  him : 
Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord ; 
Or,  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends. 
What's  that  to  me  ?  my  father  was  no  traitor  : 
Then,  good  my  liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much. 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Gel.  Dear  fovereign,  hear  me  fpeak, 

Duke  F.  Ay,  Celia ;  we  ftay'd  her  for  your  fake, 
Elfe  had  (he  with  her  father  rang'd  along. 

Cel.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  ftay. 
It  was  your  pleafure,  and  your  own  remorfe ; 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her. 
But  now  I  know  her  :  if  fhe  be  a  traitor. 
Why  fo  am  I ;  we  ftill  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  inftant,  leam'd,  play'd,  eat  together ; 
And  wherefoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  fwans. 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparable. 

Duke  F.  She  is  too  fubtle  for  thee  ;  and  her  fmooth- 
Her  very  filence,  and  her  patience,  [ntfs. 

Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her, 
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Thou  art  a  fool :  fhe  robs  thee  of  thy  name ;       [tuous. 

And  thou  wilt  fhow  more  bright,  and  feem  more  vir- 

When  (he  is  gone :  then  open  not  thy  lips ; 

Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom 

Which  I  have  pafs'd  upon  her  ;  fhe  is  banifh'd. 

Cel.  Pronounce  that  fentence  then  on  me,  my  liege ; 
I  cannot  Uve  out  of  her  company. 

Duke  F.  You  are  a  fool : — ^You,  niece,  provide  yourfelf  ; 
If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  mine  honour. 
And  in  the  greatnefs  of  my  word,  you  die. 

[Exeunt  Duke  Frederick  and  Lords* 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofalind  !  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers  ?  I  will  give  thee  mine. 
I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  griev'd  than  I  am. 

Ros.  I  have  more  caufe. 

Cel.  Thou  haft  not,  coufin ; 
Pr'ythee,  be  cheerful :  know'ft  thou  not,  the  duke 
Hath  banifh'd  me  his  daughter  f 

Ros.  That  he  bath  not. 

Cel.  No  ?  hath  not  ?  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  love 
Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one  : 
Shall  we  be  funder'd  ?  (hall  we  part,  fweet  girl  ? 
No  ;  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me,  how  we  may  fly. 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us : 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  change  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourfelf,  and  leave  me  out  j 
For,  by  this  heaven,  now  at  our  forrows  pale. 
Say  what  thou  canft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 

Ros.  Why,  whither  (hall  we  go  ? 

Cel.  To  feek  my  uncle. 

Rqs.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  f^x  ? 
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Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

CsL.  Ill  put  myfelf  in  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmirch  my  face ; 
The  like  do  you  ;  fo  (hall  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  ftir  aflailants. 

Ros.  Were  it  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall. 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man  ? 
A  gallant  curtle-ax  upon  my  thigh-^ 
A  boar-fpear  in  my  hand ;  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will,) 
^We'U  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  martial  outfide ; 
As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblances. 

Cbl.  What  (hall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  man  ? 

Ros.  PU  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jave's  own  page. 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me,  Ganymede, 
But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ?  • 

Cbl.  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  ftate ; 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 

Ros.  But,  coufin,  what  if  we  aflay'd  to  fteal 
The  clownilh  fool  out  of  your  father's  court  ? 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cbl.  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me  ; 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him  :  Let's  away, 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together ; 
Devife  the  fitteft  time,  and  fafefl  way 
To  hide  us  from  purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight :  Now  go  we  in  content. 
To  liberty,  and  not  to  banifhment,  [Exeunt. 

ACr.  II. 
SCJENH  I.    Tic  Forejl  o/Aiden. 
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Enter  'DuKB/enior^  Amiens,  and  other  Lords,  in  the 
drefs  of  Fore/iers. 

Duke  S.  Now,  my  co-mates,  and  brothers  in  exile^ 
Hath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  ?  Are  not  thefe  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court  ? 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
The  feafon's  difference  ;  as,  the  icy  fang. 
And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind ; 
Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body. 
Even  till  I  fhrink  with  cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay,— 
This  is  no  flattery :  thefe  are  counfellors 
That  feelingly  perfuade  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  are  the  ufes  of  adverfity ; 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous. 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head : 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  pubUck  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, 
Sermons  in  Hones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Ami.  I  would  not  change  it :  Happy  is  your  grace, 
That  can  tranflate  the  ftubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  ftyle, 

Duke  S.  Come,  fhall  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools, — 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  defert  city,- — 
Should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  gor'd. 

I  Lord.  Indeed,  my  lord. 
The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that ; 
And,  in  that  kind,  fwears  you  do  more  ufurp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banifh'd  you. 
To-day,  my  lord  of  Amiens,  and  myfclf. 
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Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood : . 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequefter'd  flag, 
That  from  the  hunters'  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languilh ;  and,  indeed,  my  lord. 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  groans. 
That  their  difchargc  did  ftretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting  ;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chafe  :  and  thus  the  hairy  fool. 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  the  extremeft  verge  of  the  fwift  brook. 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke  S.  But  what  faid  Jaques  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpedacle  ? 

I  Lord.  O,  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimiles. 
Firft,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  ftream ; 
Poor  deer,  quoth  he,  tbou  makyi  a  tejlament 
As  worldlings  do,  giving  tbyfum  of  more 
To  that  which  bad  too  much :  Then,  being  alone. 
Left  and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  friends ; 
^7is  right,  quoth  he ;  thus  mifery  doth  part 
^be  flux  of  company :  Anon,  a  carelefs  herd, 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  Hays  to  greet  him ;  Ay,  quoth  Jaques, 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  andgreafy  citizens; 
^Tisjufl  tbefa/Ijion :  Wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 
Thus  moft  invedively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court, 
Yea,  and  of  this  our  life :  fwearing,  that  we 
Are  mere  ufurpers,  tyrants,  and  what's  worfe, 
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To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up, 
In  their  affign'd  and  native  dwelling  place. 

Duke  S.  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contemplation? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  lord,  weeping  and  commenting 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

Duke  S.  Show  me  the  place  j 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  thefe  fullen  fits, 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

2  Lord.  V\l  bring  you  to  him  ilraight,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL  A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

DuKS  F.  Can  it  be  poflible,  that  no  man  faw  them  ? 
It  cannot  be  :  fome  villains  of  my  court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufFerance  in  this, 
%      I  Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber. 
Saw  her  a-bed ;  and,  in  the  morning  early. 
They  found  the  bed  untreafur'd  of  their  miftrefs. 

2  Lord.  My  lord,  the  roynifh  clown,  at  whom  fo  oft 
Your  grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing, 
Hefperia,  the  princefs'  gentlewoman, 
Confefles,  that  (he  fecretly  o'er-heard 
Your  daughter  and  her  couiin  much  commend 
The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wreftler 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finewy  Charles ; 
And  Ihe  believes,  wherever  they  are  gone, 
That  youth  is  furely  in  their  company. 

Duke  F.  Send  to  his  brother;  fetch  that  gallant  hither; 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him :  do  this  fuddenly ; 
And  let  not  fearch  and  inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefe  foolifh  runaways.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.   Before  Olifbr's  Houfe. 
Enter  Orlando  and  AdaMj  meeting. 

Orl.  Who's  there  ? 

Adam.  What!  my  young  mafter?—-0>mygentlemaftcr, 
O,  my  fweet  mafter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  fir  Rowland  !  why,  what  make  you  here  ? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  Why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant  ? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bony  prifer  of  the  humorous  duke  ? 
Your  praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you. 
Know  you  not,  mafter,  to  fome  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours ;  your  virtues,  gentle  mafter. 
Are  fandified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
O,  what  a  world  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it  ! 

Orl.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Adam.  O  unhappy  youth. 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives  : 
Your  brother — (no,  no  brother ;  yet  the  fon — 
Yet  not  the  fon ; — ^I  will  not  call  him  fon — 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father,) — 
Hath  heard  your  praifes ;  and  this  night  he  means 
To  bum  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie, 
And  you  within  it :  if  he  fail  of  that, 
He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  oflf : 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  pradtices. 
This  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery ; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orl.  Why,  whither,  Adam,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go? 
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Adam.  Na  matter  whitlier,  fo  you  come  not  here. 

Orl.  What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my 
Or,  with  a  bafe  and  boifterous  fword,  enforce      [food  ? 
A  thievifti  Uving  on  the  common  road  ? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do :  • 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can ; 
I  rather  will  fubjed  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo  :  I  have  five  hundred  crowns, 
The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father. 
Which  I  did  ftore,  to  be  my  fofter-nurfe. 
When  fervice  fhould  in  my  old  Umbs  lie  lame. 
And  unregarded  age  in  comers  thrown ; 
Take  that :  and  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed. 
Yea,  providently  caters  for  the  fparrow. 
Be  comfort  to  my  age  !  Here  is  the  gold  ; 
All  this  I  give  you  :  Let  me  be  your  fervant ; 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty : 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood ; 
Nor  did  not  with  unbafliful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weaknefs  and  debility ; 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufty  winter, 
Frofty,  but  kindly  :  let  me  go  with  you ; 
rU  do  the  fervice  of  a  yoimger  man 
In  all  your  bufinefs  and  neceffities. 

Orl.O  good  old  man ;  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world, 
When  fervice  fweat  for  duty,  not  for  meed ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fafliion  of  thefe  times,  ^ 

Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  promotion  } 
And  having  that,  do  choke  their  fervice  up 
£v€n  with  the  having :  it  is  not  fo  with  thee. 
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But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  bloflbm  yield. 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  hufbandry  : 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together ; 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpent. 
Well  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  content. 

Adam.  Mafter,  go  on ;  and  I  will  follow  thee. 
To  the  laft  gafp,  with  truth  and  loyalty. — 
From  feventeen  years  till  now  almoft  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years  many  their  fortunes  feek ; 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  : 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better. 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  matter's  debtor.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    "The  Foreji  of  Arden. 
Enter  Rosalind  in  boys  clothes,  Celia  drejl  like  a 

Sbepberdefs,  and  I'ouCH stone. 
Ros.  O  Jupiter !  how  weary  are  my  fpirits  I 
Touch.  I  care  not  for  my  fpirits,  if  my  legs  were  not 
weary. 

Ros.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  my  man^s 
apparel,  and  to  cry  like  a  woman :  but  I  muft  comfort 
the  weaker  veffel,  as  doublet  and  hofe  ought  to  fliow 
itfelf  courageous  to  petticoat :  therefore,  courage,  good 
Aliena. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  bear  with  me';  I  cannot  go  no  fur- 
ther. 

Touch.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than 
bear  you  :  yet  I  fhould  bear  no  crofs,  if  I  did  bear  you ; 
for,  I  think,  you  have  no  money  in  your  purfe: 
Ros.  Well,  this  is  the  foreft  of  Arden. 
Touch.  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden :  the  more  fool  I ; 
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when  I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place ;  but  tra* 
vellers  muft  be  content.' 

Ros.  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchftone : — Look  you,  wh# 
comes  here ;  a  young  man,  and  an  old,  in  folemn  talk* 
Enter  Corin  and  Siirius. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcom  you  ftill. 

SiL.  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  do  love  her ! 

Cor.  I  partly  guefs  ;  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

SiL.  No,  Corin,  being  old,  thou  canft  not  guefs ; 
Though  in  thy  youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  lover 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow : 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to  mine, 
(As  fure  I  think  did  never  man  love  fo,) 
How  many  adions  moft  ridiculous 
Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantafy  ? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

SiL.  O,  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartily : 
If  thou  remember'ft  not  the  flighteft  folly 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into. 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd : 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  fat  as  I  do  now, 
Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  miftrefs  praife. 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd  : 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company. 
Abruptly,  as  my  paflion  now  makes  me, 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd  :— O  Phebe,  Phebe,  Phebe  ! 

[ExU  Sririus. 
Ros.  Alas,  poor  fhepherd !  fearching  of  thy  wound, 
I  have  by  hard  adventure  found  mine  own. 

Touch.  And  I  mine :  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  love, 
I  broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  bid  him  take  that 
for  coming  anight  to  Jane  Smile  :  and  I  remember  the 
killing  of  her  batlet,  and  the  cow's  diigs  -that  her  pretty 

9         » 
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chop^d  hands  had  milk'd  :  and  I  remember  the  wooing 
of  a  pealbod  inftead  of  her ;  from  whom  I  took  two 
cods,  and,  giving  her  them  again,  faid  with  weeping 
tears,  Wear  tbefefo/  my  fake.  We,  that  are  true  lovers, 
run  into  ftrange  capers  ;  but  as  all  is  mortal  in  nature, 
fo  is  all  nature  in  love  mortal  in  folly. 

Ros.  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer  than  thou  art  *ware  of. 

Touch.  Nay,  I  fhall  ne'er  be  'ware  of  mine  own  wit, 
till  I  break  my  fhins  againft  it. 

Ros.  Jove  !  Jove  !  this  fhepherd's  paffion 

Is  much  upon  my  fafhion.  [me. 

Touch.  And  mine  ;  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with 

Cbl.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yond  man. 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food  ; 
I  faint  almofl  to  death. 

Touch.  Holla  ;  you,  clown  !* 

Ros.  Peace,  fool ;  he's  not  thy  kinfman. 

Cor.  Who  calls  ? 

Touch.  Your  betters,  fir. 

Cor.  Elfe  are  they  very  wretched. 

Ros.  Peace,  I  fay : — 
Good  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  fir,  and  to  you  all. 

Ros.  I  pr'ythee,  fhepherd,  if  that  love,  or  gold. 
Can  in  this  defert  place  buy  entertainment. 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  ourfelves,  and  feed  : 
Kerens  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  opprefs'd, 
And  faints  for  fuccour. 

Cor.  Fair  fir,  I  pity  her, 
And  wifii  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her  : 
But  I  am  ftiepherd  to  another  man. 
And  do  not  fheer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze  j 

Vol-  IL  O 
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My  mafter  is  of  churllfh  difpofition, 
And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality  : 
Befides,  his  cote,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed, 
Are  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  flieepcote  now. 
By  reafon  of  his  abfence,*  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  ;  but  what  'is,  come  fee, 
And  in  my  voice  moft  welcome  fhall  you  be. 

Ros.  What  is  he  that  fhall  buy  his  flock  and  pafl:ure  ? 

Cor.  That  young  fwain  that  you  faw  here  but  erewhile. 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Ros.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  fl:and  with  honefty. 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture,  and  the  flock, 
And  thou  flialt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages :  I  like  this  place, 
And  willingly  could  wafte  my  time  in  it. 

Cor.  AlTuredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  fold : 
Go  with  me  ;  if  you  like,  upon  report, 
The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be, 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  F.    The  fame. 
Enter  Amiens,  Ja^ues,  and  Others, 
SONG. 
Ami.  Under  the  greenwood  treCy 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me^ 
And  tune  his  merry  note 
Unto  thefweet  bird's  throaty 
Come  hither y  come  hither ^  come  hither i 
Herejhall  he  fee 
No  enemy  y 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 
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y^Z*  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more* 
^Mr.  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  monfieur  Jaquesi. 
y^^.  I  thank  it.    More,  I  pr'ythee,  more.    I  can  fuck 
ihelancholy  out  of  a  fong,  as  a  weazel  fucks  eggs ;  More, 
I  pr'ythee,  more. 

^Mi.  My  voice  is  ragged ;  I  know,  I  cannot  pleafe 
you. 

y^i^.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  dejfire  you 
to  fing :  Come,  more ;  another  ftanza  j  Call  you  them 
flanzas  ? 

^Mi.  What  you  will,  monfieur  Jaques* 
y^i^.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names ;  they  owe  me 
nothing :  Will  you  fing  ? 

^Mi.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  pleafe  myfelf. 
y^Zr  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  anj  man,  Til  thank 
you:  but  that  they  call  compliment,  is  like  the  en- 
counter of  two  dog-apes  ;  and  when  a  man  thanks  me 
heartily y  methinks,  I  have  given  him  a  penny,  and  he 
renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks.  Come,  fing  ;  and  you 
that  will  not,  hold  your  tongues. 

^Mi.  Well,  I'll  end  the  fong. — Sirs,  cover  the  while ; 
the  duke  will  drink  under  this  tree  : — ^he  hath  been  all 
this  day  to  look  you. 

y^^Z'  And  I  have  been  td\  this  day  to  avoid  him.  He 
is  too  difputable  for  my  company  :  I  think  of  as  many 
matters  as  he ;  but  I  give  heaven  thanks,  and  make  no 
boaft  of  them.    Come,  warble,  come. 

SONG. 
Who  doth  ambition  JJmn^  [All  together  here] 
And  loves  to  live  ¥  the  fun  ^ 
Seeking  the  food  he  eats^ 
And  pleas'" d  with  what  he  gets ^ 
Come  hither^  come  hither ^  come  hither; 

Oij 
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Herejball  h^Jee 
*  No  enemy  ^ 

But  winter  and  rough  weather. 
Ja^.  rU  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  ma4e 
yefterday  in  defpite  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  Pll  iing  it. 
Ja^.  Thus  it  goes  :  * 

If  it  do  come  to  pafsj 
T'hat  any  man  turn  qfsy 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafe^ 
AJluhborn  will  to  pleqfe^ 
Ducd^me,  ducdame,  ducd^me; 
Herejball  he  fee  ^ 
Grofs  fools  as  he^ 
An  if  he  will  come  to  Ami. 
Ami.  What's  that  ducdame?  • 

Ja^.  TTis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  faolss  into  a  cir- 
cle, m  go  fleep  if  I  can ;  if  I  cannot,  Y\\  rail  againft 
all  the  firft-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  TU  go  feek  the  duke ;  his  banquet  is  pre^ 
par'd.  [Exeunt  feverally 

SCENE  FI.    nefame. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Adjm.  Dear  matter,  I  can  go  no  further :  O,  I  die  for 
food !  Here  lie  I  doMrn,  and  meafure  out  my  grave.  Fare-^ 
well,  kind  mailer. 

Orl.  Why,  how  now,  Adam  I  no  greater  heart  in 
thee  ?  ^ve  a  Uttle ;  comfort  a  Uttle ;  cheer  thyf^lf  a  lit- 
tle :  If  this  uncouth  foreft  yield  any  thing  favage,  I  will 
either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to  thee.  Thy 
conceit  is  nearer  death  than  thy  powers.  For  my  fake, 
be  comfortable ;  hold  death  awhile  at  the  arm's  end :  I 
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will  here  be  with  thee  prefently ;  and  if  I  bring  thee 
not  fomething  to  eat,  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  die  :  but  iJ^ 
thou  dieft  before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  la- 
bour. Well  faid !  thou  look'ft  cheerly :  and  I'll  be  with 
thee  quickly, — ^Yet  thou  lieft  in  the  bleak  air  ;  Come,  I 
will  bear  thee  to  fome  flielter;  and  thou  fhalt  not  die  for 
lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  live  any  thing  in  this  defert. 
Cheerly,  good  Adam !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIL    llefame. 
A  table  fet  out.  Enter  Duke  Senior^  Amiens^  Lords^ 

and  Others. 

Duke  S.  I  think  he  be  transformed  into  a  beaft  j 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

I  Lord.  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence  ; 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  fong. 

DvKE  S.  If  he,  compadl  of  jars,  grow  mufical. 
We  (hall  have  fhortly  difcord  in  the  fpheres : — 
Go,  feek  him  ;  tell  him,  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Ja^es. 

I  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach* 

DvKE  S.  Why,  how  now,  monfieur  !  what  a  life  is  this^ 
That  your  poor  friends  mull  woo  your  company  ? 
What !  you  look  merrily. 

Ja^.  a  fool,  a  fool  I — I  met  a  fool  i'  the  foreft, 
A  inotley  fool ; — a  miferable  world  ! — 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool ; 
Who  laid  him  down  and  bafk'd  him  in  the  fun. 
And  rail'd  on  lady  Fortune  in  good  terms. 
In  good  fet  tertns, — and  yet  a  motely  fool. 
Good-morrozv./ool,  quoth  I:  N6\Jir,  quoth  he, 
Cdl  fne  not  fool y  till  heaven  bathfent  me  fortune  : 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke  j 

Oiij 
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And  looking  on  it  with  lack-luftre  eye, 
Says,  very  wifely.  It  is  ten  o'clock : 
Thus  may  we  fee  ^  qqoth  he,  bow  the  world  wags  : 
^7is  but  an  bour  ago ^  fine e  it  was  nine  ; 
And  after  one  bour  more,  ^ twill  be  eleven  ; 
And fo^  from  bour  to  bour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe^ 
And  tben,from  bour  to  bour,  we  rot,  and  rot. 
And  tberehy  bangs  a  tale.     When  I  did  hear 
The  motely  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time. 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  {hould  be  fo  deep-contemplative  j 
And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intermiflion. 

An  hour  by  his  dial ^O  noble  fool ! 

A  worthy  fool  I  Motley's  the  only  wear, 

DvKE  S.  What  fool  is  this  ? 

y^^>  O  worthy  fool ! — ^One  that  hath  been  a  courtier  j 
And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young,  and  fair, 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain, — 
Which  is  ail  dry  as  the  remainder  bifket 
After  a  voyage, — he  hath  ilrange  places  cramm'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms  : — O,  that  I  were  a  fool ! 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motely  coat, 

Duke  S.  Thou  fhalt  have  one, 

Jj^j  It  is  my  only  fuit ; 
Provided,  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  ^m  wife.     I  muft  have  liberty 
Withal,  as'  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe  ;  for  fo  fools  have  : 
And  they  that  are  mod  galled  with  my  folly. 
They  moll  muft  laugh :  And  why,  fir,  muft  they  fo  ? 
The  wby  is  plain  as  way  to  parifh  cjiurch  : 
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He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit. 

Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fmart, 

Not  to  feem  fenfelefs  of  the  bob  :  if  not, 

The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 

Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  pf  the  fool. 

Invell  me  in  my  motley  ;  give  me  leave 

To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 

Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  the  infeded  world. 

If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  S.  Fie  on  thee  !  I  can  tell  what  thou  would'ft  do, 
y^^Whaty  for  a  counter,  would  I  do,  but  good  ? 
Duke  S.  Moft  mifchievous/oul  fin,  in  chiding  fin ; 
For  thou  thyfelf  haft  been  a  libertine,  . 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifh  fting  itfelf ; 
And  all  the  ^mboflfed  fores,  and  headed  evils. 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Wouldft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world, 

jf/f^.  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  fea. 
Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name. 
When  that  I  fay.  The  city-woman  bears 
Tlie  coft  of  princes  on  unworthy  flioulders  ? 
\VTio  can  come  in,  and  fay,  that  I  mean  her, 
When  fuch  a  one  as  ftie,  fuch  is  her  neighbour,  ? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  fundion. 
That  fays,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft, 
(Thinking  ihat  I  mean  him,)  but  therein  fuits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  fpeech  ? 
There  then  ;  How,  what  then  ?  Let  me  fee  wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  :  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf  i  if  he  be  free, 

O  iiij 
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Why  then,  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goofe  flic«, 
Unclaimed  of  any  man.— But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Orlando^  with  bis /word  drawn.    • 

Orl.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

y^Zr  Why,  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orl.  Nor  fhalt  not,  till  neceflity  be  ferv'd. 

Jji^*  Of  what  kind  fhould  this  cock  come  of? 

Duke  S.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  man,  by  thy  diftrefs} 
Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 
That  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty  ? 

Orl.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firft  j  the  thorny  point 
Of  bare  diftrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  fliow 
Of  fmooth  civility  :  yet  am  Finland  bred, 
And  know  fome  nurture :  But  forbear,  I  fay  ; 
He  dies,  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit. 
Till  I  and  my  affairs  are  anfwered. 

Jji^.  An  you  will  not  be  anfwered  with  reafcm, 
I  muft  die,  [force, 

Duke  S.  What  would  you  have  ?  Your  gentlenefs  (hall  ^ 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Orl.  I  almoft  die  for  fopd,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  S.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  table, 

Orl.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  Pardon  nae,  I  pray  you ; 
I  thought,  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here ; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  ftem  commandment :  But  whatever  you  are, 
That  in  this  defert  inacceflible, 
Under  the  (hade  of  melancholy  boughs, 
Lofe  and  negled  the  creeping  hours  of  time  ; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days  ; 
It  ever  been  where  bells  ^have  knolPd  to  church  j 
If  ever  fat  at  any  good  man's  feaft  j 
If  9yer  from  your  e^e-lids  wip*d  a  tear, 
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And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied  ; 

Let  gentlenefs  my  ftrong 'enforcement  be  : 

In  the  which  hope,  I  blufh,  and  hide  my  fword. 

DvKB  S.  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  better  days ; 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knolPd  to  church ; 
And  fat  at  good  men's  feafts ;  and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops  that  facred  pity  hath  engendered : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs. 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniftred- 

Orl.  Then,  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while, 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  roy  fawn. 
And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  weary  ftcp 
Limp'd  in  pure  love ;  till  he  be  firfl:  fuffic'd— 
Opprefs^d*  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger,-^ 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

DuKJs  S.  Go  find  him  out. 
And  we  will  nothing  wafte  till  you  return. 

Orl.  I  thank  ye ;  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good  com- 
fort !  lExit. 

DuKB  Sf  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy  ; 
This  wide  and  univerfal  theatre 
Prefents  more  woeful  pageants  than  the  fcene 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

JjI^.  All  the  world's  a  flage. 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players  ; 
They  have  their  exits,  and  their  entrances ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts. 
His  ads  being  feven  ages.     At  firft,  the  infant. 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfc's  arms ; 
And  then,  the  whining  fchool-boy,  with  his  fatchel. 
And  ihining  morning  face,  creeping  like  fbail 
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Unwillingly  to  fchool :  And  then,  the  lover ; 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 
Made  to  his  miftrefs'  eye-brow :  Then,  a  foldier ; 
Full  of  ftrange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard. 
Jealous  in  honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  quarrel. 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

Even  in  the  cannon's  moutji :  And  then,  the  juftice  ; 
In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd. 
With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut. 
Full  of  wife  faws  and  modem  inftances. 
And  fo  he  plays  his  part :  The  fixth  age  fhifts 
Into  the  lean  and  flipper'd  pantaloon ; 
With  fpedacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide ; 
His  youthful  hofe  well  fav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  fhrunk  Ihank  ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 
Turning  again  toward  childifh  treble,  pipes 
And  whiflles  in  his  found  :  Laft  fcene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  hiftory, 
Is  fecond  childifhnefs,  and  mere  oblivion  ; 
Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing. 
Re-enter  Orlando,  with  Adam. 

Duke  S.  Welcome :  Set  down  your  venerable  burden, 
And  let  him  feed, 

Orl.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him, 

Adam.  So  had  you  need  ; 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  myfelf. 

Duke  S.  Welcome,  fall  to  :  I  will  not  trouble  you 
As  yet,  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes  :— 
Give  us  fome  mufick ;  and,  good  coufin,  fing. 

Amiens  ftngs. 
SONG. 
I. 
^IqWf  blow^  thou  ijointer  wind, 
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liou  art  not  fo  unkind 
'     As  marCs  ingratitude  ; 
Thy  tooth  is  notfo  keen^ 
Becaufe  thou  art  notfeen^ 
Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 
Height  ho  !  ftngy  height  ho  !  unto  the  green  holly  : 
Mojl  friendjhip  is  feigning  ^  moft  loving  mere  folly : 
Then^  heigh  J  ho^  the  holly  / 
This  life  is  inojl  jolly. 
IL 
Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  jky^ 
T^bat  doft  not  bitefo  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp, 
Thyfiing  is  notfofharp 
As  friend  remember  d  not. 
Heigh,  ho  !  fmg,  heigh,  ho  !  &c, 
Duke  5.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  Rowland's  fon, — ^ 
As  you  have  whifper'd  faithfully,  you  were  ; 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witncfs 
Mpft  truly  limn'd,  and  living  in  your  face,— 
Be  truly  welcome  hither  :  I  am  the  duke, 
That  lov'd  your  father :  The  refidue  of  your  fortune. 

Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me ^Good  old  man. 

Thou  art  right  welcome  as  thy  mailer  is : — 

Support  him  by  the  arm  — Give  me  your  hand, 

And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underfland«  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  L    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Duke  Frederick,  Ohfer,  Lords^  and  Attendants^ 

Duke  F.  Not  fee  him  fince  ?  Sir,  fir,  that  cannot  be: 
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But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercy, 

I  Ihould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 

Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefent :  But  look  to  it; 

Find  out  thy  brother,  wherefoe^er  he  is ; 

Seek  him  with  candle ;  bring  hito  dead  or  living. 

Within  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  mote 

To  feek  a  Uving  in  our  territory. 

Thy  lands,  and  all  things  that  thou  ddft  call  thine. 

Worth  feizure,  do  we  feize  into  our  hatids ; 

Till  thou  canft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth, 

Of  what  we  think  agaiftft  thee- 

Olu  O,  that  your  hightiefs  knew  my  beaft  in  this  J 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  ffiy  life, 

DvKE  F.  More  villaifi  thoU-— -Well,  pufh  him  out  of 
And  let  my  officers  of  fuch  a  nature  [doors ; 

Make  an  extent  upon  his  houfe  aftd  lands  j 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  hitti  going.  {Exeunt. 

Ml     r I >  .1  ■  •  -I  „■  I 

SCENE  tl    tbtToreft. 
Enter  Orlando,  voitb  a  paper, 

Orl.  Hang  there,  my  veffe,  in  witnefs  of  my  love : 

And  thou,  thrice-crowned  queen  of  flight,  furvey 
With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above, 

Thy  huntrefs'  name,  that  my  full  life  doth  fway* 
O  Rofalind  !  thefe  trees  fhall  be  ffiy  books. 

And  ifi  theif  barkg  my  thoughts  PU  character ; 
That  etery  eye^  t^hich  in  this  for  eft  looks. 

Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Run,  run,  Orlando ;  carve,  on  every  tree. 
The  fair,  the  chafte,  and  unexpreffive  ftie,  [Exit. 

Enter  Corin  and  T^OucgSTONJS. 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  fhepherd's  lite,  mafter 
Touchftone 
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fouGM.  Truly,  fliepherd,  in  refpe^  of  itfelf.  it  is  a  good 
life ;  but  in  refped  that  it  is  a  (hepherd's  life,  it  is  naught. 
In  refped  that  it  is  folitary ,  I  like  it  very  well  j  but  in 
refpedl  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile  life.  Now  in 
refped  it  is  in  the  fields,  it  pleafeth  me  well ;  but  in  re* 
fpec^  it  is  not  in  the  court,  it  is)  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare 
life,  look  you,  it  fits  my  humour  well ;  but  as  there  is 
no  more  plenty  in  it,  it  goes  much  againft  my  ftomacht 
Haft  any  philofophy  in  thee,  fliepherd  ? 

Cor.  No  more,  biit  that  I  know,  the  more  one  fickens, 
the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is ;  and  that  he  that  wants  money, 
means,  and  content,  is  without  three  ^ood  friends  :^^^ 
That  the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and  fire  to  bum : 
That  good  pafture  makes  fat  fheep ;  and  that  a  great 
caufe  of  the  night,  is  lack  of  the  fun :  That  he,  that  hath 
learned  no  wit  by  nature  nor  art,  may  complain  of  good 
breeding,  or  cornea  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Touch.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofopher^  Waft 
^ver  in  court,  (hepherd  ? 

Cor.  No,  truly. 

Touch.  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 

Con.  Nay,  I  hope, — r-^ 

Touch.  Truly,  thou  art  damn'd ;  like  an  ill-roafted  egg^ 
all  on  one  fide. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  court  ?  Your  reafon. 

Touch.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  court,  thou  never 
iaw'ft  good  manners ;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  manners, 
then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked  >  and  wickednels  is 
fin,  and  fin  is  damnation :  Thou  art  in  a  parlous  ftate, 
ihepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchftone :  thofe,  that  are  good 
manners  at  the  court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  country, 
aa  the  behaviour  of  the  country  is  moft  mockable  at  the 
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court.  You  told  me,  you  falute  not  at  the  court,  but 
you  kifs  your  hands  ;  that  courtefy  would  be  uncleanly, 
if  courtiers  were  fliepherds. 

Touch.  Inftance,  briefly ;  comq,  inftance. 

Cor  .  Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  ewes  ;  and  their 
fells,  you  know,  are  greafy. 

Touch.  Why,  do  not  your  courtier's  hands  fweat  ?  and  is 
not  the  greafe  of  a  mutton  as  wholefome  as  the  fweat  of  a 
man  ?  Shallow,  (hallow:  A  better  inftance,  I  fay;  come. 

Cor.  Befides,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Touch.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shallow, 
again  :  A  more  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarred  over  with  the  furgery 
of  our  (heep ;  And  would  you  have  us  kifs  tar  ?  The 
courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Touch.  Moft  fliallow  man !  Thou  worms-meat,  in  re- 
ipeft  of  a  good  piece  of  flefli :  Indeed  I — Learn  of  the 
wife,  and  perpend :  Civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  tar  ; 
the  very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.  Mend  the  inftance, 
fhepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  ;  I'll  reft, 

Touch.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  God  help  thee,  flial- 
low man  !  God  make  incifion  in  thee  !  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer ;  I  earn  that  I  eat,  get 
that  I  wear ;  owe  no  man  hate,  envy  no  man's  happi- 
nefs ;  glad  of  other  men'fe  good,  content  with  my  harm : 
and  the  greateft  of  my  pride  is,  to  fee  my  ewes  graze^ 
and  my  lambs  fuck, 

Touch.  That  is  another  fimple  fin?  in  you ;  to  bring 
the  ewes  and  the  rams  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your 
living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle  :  to  be  bawd  to  a  bell- 
wether ;  and  to  betray  a  ftie-lamb  of  a  twelvemonth,  to 
a  crooked-pated,  old,  cuckoldly  ram,  out  of  all  reafon- 
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able  match.  If  thou  be'ft  not  damn'd  for  this,  the  devil 
himfelf  will  have  no  Ihepherds  ;  I  cannot  fee  elfe  how 
thou  fhould'ft  'fcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  mailer  Ganymede,  my  new 
miftrefs's  brother. 

E/iter  Rosalind,  reading  a  paper. 
Ros.  From  the  eq/l  to  wejiern  Ind^ 
No  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 
Her  worthy  being  mounted  on  the  windy 
T^hrougb  all  the  world  hears  Rofalind. 
All  the  piElureSy  fair ejl  liridy 
Are  but  black  to  Rojalind. 
Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mind^ 
But  the  fair  of  Rofalind. 
Touch.  Til  rhime  you  fo,  eight  years  together ;  din- 
ners, and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted :  it  is  the 
right  butter-woman's  rate  to  market. 
Ros.  Out,  fool. 

Touch.  For  a  tafte : 

If  a  hart  do  lack  a  hindy 
Let  himfeek  out  Rofalind. 
If  the  cat  will  after  kindy 
Soy  befurCy  will  Rofalind. 
•    Winter-garments  mujl  be  lin^dy 
So  mujljlender  Rofalind. 
They  that  reapy  mii/i  fheaf  and  bind; 
Then  to  cart  with  Rofalind. 
Sweet  eft  nut  hath  fowrejl  rindy 
Such  a  nut.  is  Rofalind. 
He  thatfweeteft  rofe  willfindy 
Mujl  find  lovers  prick  y  and  Rofalind. 
This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes  j  ^Vhy  do  you  in- 
fed  yourfelf  with  them  ? 
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Ros.  Peace,  you  dull  fool ;  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 
Touch.  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 
Ros.  m  graflf  it  with  you,  and  then  I  (hall  grafF  it 
with  a  medlar :  then  it  will  be  the  earlieft  fruit  in  the 
country ;  for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be  hdif  ripe,  and 
that's  the  right  virtue  of  the  medlar. 

Touch.  You  have  faid ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no,  let 
the  foreft  judge. 

Enter  Cel  ia^  reading  a  paper. 
Ros.  Peace ! 
Here  comes  my  fifter,  reading ;  iland*afide. 
Cel.  Why Jhould  this  defertjilent  bet 
For  it  is  unpeopled  f  No; 
T'ongues  Til  hang  on  every  tree^ 
Tihatjhall  civil fayings  JhofW. 
Som^f  how  brief  the  Itfe  of  man 
Runs  his  errit^g  pilgrimage; 
Tiat  thejlretching  of  a /pan 
Buckles  in  hisfum  of  age. 
SomCf  of  violated  vows 

^Twixt  the  fouls  (f  friend  and  Jriend: 
But  upon  thefaire^  boughs. 
Or  at  every  fentenci  end. 
Will  I  RofaHnda  write  ; 

Teaching  all  that  read,  to  know 
Tie  quintejfence  of  every  fprtte 
Heaven  would  in  little  fhow. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  charged 

That  one  bodyfhould  befiWd 
With  all  graces  wide  enlarged: 

Nature  prefently  difiiU'd 
Helenas  cheek,  but  not  her  heart; 
Cleopatrds  mqjejly  ; 
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jitalant(!s  better  part ; 

Sad  Lucretia^s  modejly. 
^bus  Rofalind  of  many  parts 

By  beavenly  fynod  was  devised  i 
Of  many  faces  ^  eyes  y  and  bearts^ 

To  bave  tbe  toucbes  dearefl  priz% 
Heaven  would  tbatfbe  tbefe  gifts  fbould  bave^ 
And  I  to  live  and  die  berjlave. 
Ros.  O  moft  gentle  Jupiter  !-^what  tedious  homily  of 
love  have  you  wearied  your  parifliioners  withal,  and  ne- 
ver cVy*d,  Have  patience,  good  people  ! 

Cbl.  How  now  !  back  friends  ? — Shepherd,  go  oflF  a 
little : — ^Go  with  him,  firrah. 

Touch.  Come,  Ihepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable 
retreat ;  though  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with  fcrip  ^ 
and  fcrippage.  [Exeunt  Corin  and  Touchstone. 

Cel.  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  verfes  ? 
Ros.  O,  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too ;  for  fome 
of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  verfes  would 
bear. 

CeI.  That's  no  matter  ;  the  feet  might  bear  the  verfes. 
Ros.  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 
themfelves  without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  flood  lamely 
in  the  verfe. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear,  without  wondering  how  thy 
name  Ihould  be  hang'd  and  carved  upon  thefe  trees  ? 

Ros.  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  the  wonder, 
before  you  came ;  for  look  here  what  I  foimd  on  a 
palm-tree  :  I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  fince  Pythagoras* 
time,  that  I  was  an  Irilh  rat,  which  I  can  hardly  re- 
member. 

Cel.  Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Ros.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Vol.  n.  P 


cf 


226  AS  rOU  LIKE  It. 

Cbl.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his 
neck :  Change  you  colour  ? 

Ros.  I  pr'ythee,  who  ?  .  * 

Cbl.  O  lord,  lord !  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends  to 
meet ;  but  mountains  may  be  removed  with  earthquakes, 
and  fo  encounter- 

Ros.  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

Cel.  Is  it  poffible  ? 

Ros.  Nay,  I  pray  thee  now,  with  moft  petitionary  ve- 
hemence, tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel.  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  moft  wonderful 
wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out 
of  all  whooping ! 

Ros.  Good  my  complexion !  doft  thou  think,  though 
I  am  caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  hofe 
in  my  difpofition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more  is  a  South- 
fea-off  difcovery.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  who  is  it  ?  quick- 
ly, and  fpeak  apace:  I  would  thou  couldft  ftammer, 
that  thou  might'ft  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy 
month,  as  wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow-mouth'd  bottle ; 
either  too  much  at  once  or  none  at  all.  I  pry'thee  take 
the  cork  out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy  tidings. 

Cel.  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Ros.  Is  he  of  God's  making  ?  What  manner  of  man? 
h  his  head  worth  a  hat,  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard? 

Cel.  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Ros.  Why,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankful :  let  me  flay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thou 
delay  me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

Cel.  It  is  yoimg  Orlando  ;  that  tripp'd  up  the  wreft- 
Icr's  heels,  and  your  heart,  both  in  an  inftant. 

Ros.  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  j  fpeak  lad 
brow,  and  true  maid. 
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Cbl.  Ffaith,  coz,  'tis  he. 

Ros.  Orlando  ? 

Ciffz.  Orlando. 

Ros.  Alas  the  day !  what  (hall  I  do  with  my  doublet 
and  hofe  ? — ^What  did  he,  when  thou  faw'ft  him  ?  What 
laid  he  ?  How  look'd  he  ?  Wherein  went  he  ?  What 
makes  he  here  ?  Did  he  a(k  for  me  ?  Where  remains 
he  ?  How  parted  he  with  thee  ?  and  when  fhalt  thou  fee 
him  again  ?  Anfwer  me  in  one  word. 

CsL.  You  muft  borrow  me  Garagantua's  mouth  firft  ; 
'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this  age's  fize : 
To  fay,  ay  and  no,  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  ta 
anfwer  in  a  catechifm. 

Ros.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  foreft,  and 
in  man's  apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  freftily  as  he  ^d  the  day 
he  wreftled  ? 

Cel.  It  is  as  eafy  to  count  atomies,  as  to  refolve  the 
propofitions  of  a  lover : — ^but  take  a  tafte  of  my  finding 
him,  and  reUfli  it  with  a  good  obfervance.  I  found  him 
under  a  tree,  like  a  dropped  acorn. 

Ros.  It  may  well  be  calPd  Jove's  tree,  when  it  drops 
forth  fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  madam. 

Ros.  Proceed. 

Cel.  There  lay  he,  ftretch'd  along,  like  a  wounded 
knight. 

Ros.  Though  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  be- 
comes the  ground. 

Cel.  Cry,  holla  !  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'ythee ;  it  curvets^ 
very  unfeafonably.     He  was  fumifh'd  Uke  a  hunter. 

Ros.  O  ominous  !  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart. 

Cel.  I  would  fing  my  fong  without  a  burden :  thoii 
bring'ft  me  out  of  tune. 
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Ros.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a.  woman  ?  when  I  think, 
I  muft  fpeak.     Sweet,  fay  on. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Ja^ues. 

Gel.  You  Iwping  me  out : — Soft !  comes  he  not  here  ? 

Ros.  'Tis  he  j  Slink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Celia  and  Rosalind  retire. 

Ja^.  I  thank  you  for  your  company  ;  but,  good  &ith> 
r  had  as  Uef  hive  been  my felf  alone. 

Orl.  And  fo  had  I;  but  yet,  for  fafliion  fake,  I  thank 
you  too  for  your  fociety. 

yA^.  God  be  with  you ;  let's  meet  as  little  as  we 
can. 

Orl.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  ftrangers. 

jAi^.  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  trees  with  writing  love- 
ibngs  in  their  barks. 

Orl.  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  of  my  \perfes  with, 
loading  them  ill-favouredly. 

Ja^.  Rofalind  is  your  love's  name  ? 

Orl.  Yes,  juft, 

Ja^.  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

Orl.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you,  when^ihe 
was  chriften'd. 

Ja^.  AVhat  flature  is  fhe  of? 

Orl.  Juft  as  high  as  my  heart. 

Ja^.  You  are  JFuU  of  pretty  anfwers:  Have  you  not 
been  acquainted  with  goldfmiths'  wives,  and  comi^d 
them  out  of  rings  ? 

Orl.  Not  fo  ;  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted  doth; 
from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  queftions. 

Ja^.  You  have  a- nimble  wit ;  I  think  it  was  made  of 
Atalanta's  heels.    Will  you  fir  down  with  me  ?  and  wc 
two  will  rail  againft  our  miftrefsthj^  worldy  and  aU  our 
^jottifery. 
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Orl.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  -world,  but  my- 
icif ;  againfl  whom  I  know  moll  fenlts. 

y^^*  The  word  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orl.  Tis  a^  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  befl  vir- 
tue.    I  am  weary  of  yotu 

Jjitj  By  my  troth,  I.  was  fedsiing  for  a  fool,  when  I 
found  you. 

Orl.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook ;  look  but  in,  and 
you  fhall  fee  him. 

jAit.  There  I  fliall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Oru  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  oar  a  cypher. 

Ja^.  ril  tarry  no  longer  with  you :  farewell,  good 
fignior  love. 

Orl.  I  am  glad  of  your  departure  ;  adieu,  good  mon- 
fieur  melancholy. 

[Exit  Ja^es — Celia  and  Rosalind  come  forward. 

Ros.  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fancy  lacquey,  and  un- 
der that  habit  play  the  kiiave  with  him Df)  you  hear, 

forefter  ? 

Orl.  Very  well ;  What  wquld  you  ? 

Ros.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 

Orl.  You  (hould  afk  me,  what  time  o'day ;  there's  no 
clock  in  the  forefl. 

Ros.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  forefl ;  elfe 
£ghing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would 
deted  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a  clock. 

Orl  .  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time  ?  had  not  that 
been  as  proper  ? 

Ros.  By  no  means,  fir :  Time  travels  in  divers  paces 
%ith  divers  perfons :  FU  tell  you  who  time  ambles  with* 
ml,  who  time  trots  withal,  who  time  gallops  withal^  and 
who  he  flands  flill  withal. 

Ori.  I  pr'ythee,  who  dodi  he  trot  withal  ? 
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Ros.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  between 
the  contrad  of  her  marriage,  and  the  day  it  is  folemniz- 
ed :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  fe'nnight,  time's  pace  is  fo 
hard  that  it  feems  the  length  of  feven  years. 
Orl.  Who  ambles  time  withal  ? 
Ros.  With  a  prieft  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich  man 
that  hath  not  the  gout :  for  the  one  fleeps  eafily,  becaufe 
he  cannot  fludy ;  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe 
he  feels  no  pain:  the  one  lacking  the  burden  of  lean  and 
wafteful  Ifeamingj   the  other  knowing  no  burden  of 
4ieavy  tedious  penury :  Thefe  time  ambles  withal. 
Orl.  Who  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 
Ros.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows :  for  though  he  go  as 
foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon  there. 
Orl.  Who  flays  it  ftill  withal  ? 

Ros.  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation :  for  they  fleep  be- 
tween term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
time  moves. 

Orl.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  ? 
Ros.  With  this  fhepherdefs,  my  lifter;  here  in  the  fkirts 
of  the  foreft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 
Orl.  Are  you  native  of  this  place  ? 
Ros.  As  the  coney,  that  you  fee  dwell  where  {he  is 
kindled. 

Orl.  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Ros.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many :  but  ^  indeed,  an  old 
religious  \mcle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in 
his  youth  an  in-land  man ;  one  that  knew  courtfhip  too 
well,  for  there  he  fell  in  love.  I  have  heard  him  read 
many  ledures  againft  it ;  and  I  thank  God,  I  am  not  a 
woman,  to  be  touched  with  fo  many  giddy  ofiences  as  he 
hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex  withal. 
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Orl.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  evils, 
diat  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Ros.  There  were  none  principal ;  they  were  all  likd 
one  another,  as  half-pence  are :  every  one  fault  feeming 
monftrous,  till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

Orl.  I  pr'ythee,  recount  fome  of  them. 

Ros.  No;  I  will  not  caft  away  my  phyfick,  but  on  thofe 
that  are  fick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  foreft,  that  a- 
bufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rofalind  on  their 
barks;  hangs  odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  elegies  on 
brambles ;  all,  forfooth,  deifying  the  name  of  Rofalind : 
if  I  could  meet  that  fancy-monger,  I  would  give  him 
fome  good  counfel,  for  he  feems  to  have  the  quotidian 
of  love  upon  liim. 

Orl  .  I  am  he  that  is  fo  love-fhaked ;  I  pray  you,  tell 
me  your  remedy. 

Ros.  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon  you:  he 
taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love ;  in  which  cage 
of  rufhes,  I  am  fure,  you  are  not  prifoner. 

Orl.  What  were  his  marks  ? 

Ros.  A  lean  cheek ;  which  you  have  not :  a  blue  eye, 
and  funken;  which  you  have  not;  an  unqueflionable 
fpirit ;  which  you  have  not :  a  beard  negleded  ;  which 
you  have  not : — but  I  pardon  you  for  that ;  for,  fimply, 
your  having  in  beard  is  a  younger  brother's  revenue  : — 
Then  your  hofe  fhould  be  ungarter'd,  your  bonnet  un- 
banded,  your  fleeve  unbuttoned,  your  fhoe  xmtied,  and 
every  thing  about  you  demonflrating  a  carelefs  defola- 
tion.  But  you  are  no  fuch  nnum ;  you  are  rather  point- 
device  in  your  accoutrements ;  as  loving  yourfelf,  than 
Teeming  the  lover  of  any  other. 

Orl.  Fair  youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe  I 
love. 
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Ros.  Me  believe  it  ?  you  may  as  foon  make  her  that 
you  love  believe  it ;  which,  I  warrant,  fhe  is  apter  to  do^ 
than  to  confefs  fhe  does  :  that  is  one  of  the  points  in  the 
which  women  dill  give  the  lie  to  their  confciences«  But, 
in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  verfes  on  the 
trees,  wherein  RofaUnd  is  fo  admired  ? 

OfiL.  I  fwear  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand  of  Ro- 
falind,  I  am  that  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Ros.  But  are  you  fo  much  in  love  as  your  rhimes  fpeak  ? 

Okl.  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  can  exprefs  how  much« 

Ros.  Love  is  merely  a  madnefs ;  and,  I  tell  you,  de- 
ferves  as  well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  madmen  do  : 
iuid  the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punifhed  and  cured^ 
is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  whippers  are 
in  love  too :  Yet  I  profefs  curing  it  by  counfel. 

Orl.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 

Ros.  Yes,  one ;  and  in  this  mahner.  He  was  to  ima-* 
gine  me  his  love,  his  miftrefs ;  and  I  fet  him  every  day 
to  woo  me :  At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moon- 
ifh  youth,  grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable,  longing, 
and  liking ;  proud,  fantaflical,  apifh,  fhallow,  inconflant, 
full  of  tears,  full  of  fmiles ;  for  every  paflion  fomething, 
and  for  no  paflion  truly  any  thing,  as  boys  and  women 
are  for  the  mofl  part  cattle  of  this  colour  :  would  now 
like  him,  now  loath  him  ;  then  entertain  him,  then  for-* 
fwear  him ;  now  weep  for  him,  then  fpit  at  him  ;  that 
I  drave  my  fuitor  from  his  mad  humour  of  love,  to  a 
living  humour  of  madnefs ;  which  was,  to  forfwear  the 
full  flream  of  the  world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  merely 
monaflick :  And  thus  I  cured  him  ;  and  this  way  will  I 
take  upon  me  to  wafh  your  Uver  as  clean  as  a  found 
fheep^s  heart,  that  there  fhall  not  be  one  fpoi  of  love  in't, 

Orl.  I  would  not  be  cured,  youths 
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'  Ros»  I  would  cure  you,  if  you  woi^ld  but  call  me  Ro- 
falind,  and  come  every  day  to  my  cote,  and  woo  me. 

Orl.  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will ;  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Ros.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  Til  fhow  it  you  :  and,  by 
the  way,  you  (hall  tell  me  where  in  the  foreft  you  live  : 
Will  you  go  ? 

Orl.  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Ros,  Nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalind : — Come,  fifter, 
will  you  go  ?  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   III. 

Enter  Touchstone  and  Audrey ;  yj^uEs  at  a 
S/iance^  obferving  tbem. 

Touch,  Come  apace,  good  Audrey;  I  will  fetch  up 
your  goats,  Audrey :  And  how,  Audrey  ?  am  I  the  man 
yet  ?  Doth  my  fimple  feature  content  you  ? 

jiuD.  Your  features !  Lord  warrant  us!  what  features  ? 

Touch.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the  moft 
capricious  poet,  honeft  Ovid,  was  among  the  Goths. 

yA^.  O  knowledge  ill-inhabited !  worfe  than  Jove  in 
a  thatch'd  houfe  !  [Afi^^ 

Touch.  When  a  man's  verfes  cannot  be  underftood, 
nor  a  man's  good  wit  feconded  with  the  forward  child, 
underilanding,  it  ftrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great 
reckoning  in  a  little  room :— Truly,  I  would  the  gods 
had  made  thee  poetical, 

AuD.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is :  Is  it  honefl  in 
deed,  and  word  ?  Is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

Touch.  No,  truly ;  for  the  trueft  poetry  is  the  moft 
feigning;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry;  and  what 
they  fwear  in  poetry,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers,  they  do 
f^ign, 
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AuD.  Do  you  wifh  then,  that  the  gods  had  made  me 
poetical  ? 

Touch.  I  do,  truly ;  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  me,  thou  art 
honeft  ;  now,  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  have  fome 
hope  thou  didfl  feign. 

AuD.  Would  you  not  have  me  honeft  ? 

Touch.  No  truly,  imlels  thou  wert  hard-favoured :  for 
honefty  coupled  to  beauty,  is  to  have  honey  a  fauce  to 
fugar. 

Ja^.  a  material  fool !  \,4fi^* 

AuD.  Well,  I  am  not  fair  j  and  therefore  I  pray  the 
gods  make  me  honeft ! 

Touch.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefty  upon  a  foul 
flut,  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  difh. 

AuD.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  gods  I  am 
fouL 

Touch.  Well,  praifed  be  the  gods  for  thy  foulnefs ! 
fluttiftinefs  may  come  hereafter.  But  be  it  as  it  may  be, 
I  will  marry  thee  :  and  to  that  end,  I  have  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of  the  next  village ;  who  hath 
promifed  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  foreft,  and  to 
couple  us. 

Ja^.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting.  [,AJide. 

AuD.  Well,  the  gods  give  us  joy ! 

Touch.  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful 
heart,  ftagger  in  this  attempt ;  for  here  we  have  no  tem- 
ple but  the  wood,  no  afTembly  but  hom-beafts.  But 
what  though  ?  Courage  !  As  horns  are  odious,  they  are 
necefTary.  It  is  faid, — Many  a  man  knows  no  end  of 
his  goods :  right ;  many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and 
knows  no  end  of  them.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of 
'his  wife  ;  *tis  none  of  his  own  getting.  Horns  ?  Even 
fo ; ^Poor  men  alone  ?        No,  no  ;  the  nobleft  deer 
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hath  them  as  huge  as  the  rafcal.  Is  the  fingle  man  there- 
fore bleffed  ?  No :  as  a  wall'd  town  is  more  worthier 
than  a  village,  fo  is^the  forehead  of  a  married  man  more 
honourable  than  the  bare  brow  of  a  bachelor  :  and  by 
how  much  defence  is  better  than  no  ikill,  by  fo  much 
is  a  horn  more  precious  than  to  want. 

Enter  Sir  Olifer  MAR^-rsxr. 
Here  comes  Sir  Oliver  : — Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  you  arc 
well  met :  Will  you  xlifpatch  us  here  under  this  tree,  or 
fhall  we  go  with  you  to  your  chapel  ? 

Sir  Oli.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

Touch.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Oli.  Truly,  fhe  muft  be  given,  or  the  marriage  is 
not  lawftil. 

Jji^.  [Difcovering  bimfelf.^  Proceed,  proceed;  Til  give  her. 

Touch.  Good  even,  good  mafter  What  ye  caWt :  How 
do  you,  fir  ?  you  are  very  well  met :  God'ild  you  for 
your  laft  company  :  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  : — Even  a 
toy  in  hand  here,  fir : — Nay  ;  pray,  be  coverM. 

Jj^.  Will  you  be  married,  motley  ? 
'    Touch.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  fir,  the  horfe  his  curb, 
and  the  faulcon  her  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defires ;  and 
as  pigeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibbling. 

Ja^.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breeding,  be 
married  under  a  bufh,  like  a  beggar  ?  Get  you  to  church, 
and  have  a  good  prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  marriage 
is  :  this  fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as  they  join 
wainfcot ;  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  flirimk  pannel, 
and,  like  green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

Touch.  I  am  not  in  the  mind  but  I  were  better  to  be 
married  of  him  than  of  another :  for  he  is  not  Uke  to 
marry  me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  be 
a  good  excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife,  l^Jide. 
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Ja^.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counfel  thee» 
Touch.  Come,  fweet  Audrey ; 
Wc  muft  be  married,  or  we  muft  live  in  bawdry. 
Farewell,  good  mafter  Oliver ! 
Not — O  fweet  Oliver, 
O  brave  Oliver, 
Leave  me  not  behi'  thee  ; 
But — ^Wind  away. 
Begone,  I  fay, 
I  will  not  to  wedding  wi*  thee. 

[Exeunt  Ja^es^  Touchstone,  and  Aulhet. 

Sir  Oli.  'Tis  no  matter ;  ne'er  a  fantaftical  knave  of 

them  all  fhall  flout  me  out  of  my  calling.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IF.   The  fame.   Before  a  Cottage. 
Enter  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

Ros.  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do,  I  pr'ythee ;  but  yet  have  the  grace  to  confi- 
der,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Ros.  But  have  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 

Cel.  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  deiire;  therefore 
weep. 

Ros.  His  very  hair  is  of  the  diflembling  colour. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas's :   marry,  his 
kifles  are  Judas's  own  children. 

Ros.  rfaith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour :  your  chefnut  was  ever  the 
only  colour. 

Ros.  And  his  kifling  is  as  full  of  fandity  as  the  touch 
of  holy  bread. 
jrv-  Cei,  He  hath  bought  a  pair  of  caft  Ups  of  Diana :  a 
win  of  winter's  fifterhood  kifles  not  more  religioufly  j 
the  very  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 
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Ros.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  mon^ 
ing,  and  comes  not  ? 

Cbl.  Nay  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Ros.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Cel.  Yes :  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe,  nor  a  horfe- 
ftealer ;  but  for  hi&  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  as 
concave  as  a  covered  goblet,  or  a  worm-eatezi  nut. 

Ros.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

Cbl.  Yes,  when  he  is  in ;  but,  1  think  he  is  not  in. 

Ros.  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright;  he  was. 

Cel.  Was  is  not  is :  befides,  the  oath  of  a  lover  is  no 
ftronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapfter ;  they  are  both  the 
confirmers  of  falfe  reckonings :  He  attends  here  in  the 
foreft  on  the  duke  your  father. 

.  Ros.  I  met  the  duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  queftion 
with  him :  He  afked  me,  of  what  parentage  I  was ;  I 
told  him,  of  as  good  as  he ;  fo  he  laughed,  and  let  me 
go.  But  what  talk  we  of  fathers,  when  there  is  fuch  a 
man  as  Orlando  ? 

Cel.  O,  that's  a  brave  man !  he  writes  brave  vcrfes, 
fpeaks  brave  words,  fwears  brave  oaths,  and  breaks  them 
bravely,  quite  traverfe,  athwart  the  heart  of  his  lover ; 
as  a  puny  tilter,  that  fpurs  his  horfe  but  on  one  fide, 
breaks  his  ftajBTlike  a  noble  goofe  :  but  all's  brave,  that 
youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides  :— Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Cor  in. 

Cor.  Miftrefs,  and  mailer,  you  have  oft  enquired 
After  the  fliepherd  that  complained  of  love ; 
Who  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  fhepherdeis 
That  was  his  miftrefs. 

Cbl.  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  played. 
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Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcom  and  proud  difdain^ 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  {hall  condud  you, 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Ros.  O,  come,  let  us  remove ; 
The  fight  of  lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  love  :— 
Bring  us  unto  this  fight,  and  you  fhall  lay 
I'll  prove  a  bufy  ador  in  their  play.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.  Another  part  of  the  Forefi. 
Enter  Silfius  and  Phbbb. 

SiL.  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  fcom  me ;  do  not,  Phebe  : 
Say,  that  you  love  me  not ;  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs  :  The  common  executioner, 
Whofe  heart  the  accuftomed  fight  of  death  makes  hard. 
Falls  not  the  axe  upon  the  humbled  neck. 
But  firft  begs  pardon ;  Will  you  fliemer  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 

Enter  Rosalind^  Cblia^  and  Corin  at  a  diftance. 

Phb.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner ; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  teirft  me  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye : 
Tis  pretty,  fure,  and  very  probable. 
That  eyes, — that  are  the  fraiPft  and  fofteft  things. 
Who  fliut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies, — 
Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers! 
Now  I  do  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart ; 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill  thee  ; 
Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon  ;  why  now  fall  down ; 
Or,  if  thou  canft  not,  O,  for  fliame,  for  fliame, 
Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murderers. 
Now  fliow  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thee : 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin^  and  there  remains 
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Some  fear  of  it ;  lean  but  upon  a  rufli, 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  impreflure 

Thy  palm  fome  moment  keeps  :  but  now  mine  eyes. 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not ; 

Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 

That  can  do  hurt. 

SiL.  O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever,  (as  that  ever  may  be  near,) 
You  meet  in  fome  frefti  cheek  the  power  of  fancy^ 
Then  Ihall  you  know  the  wounds  invifible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe.  But,  till  that  time. 
Come  not  thou  near  me  :  and,  when  that  time  comes, 
Afflid  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not ; 
As,  till  that  time,  I  (hall  not  pity  thee. 

Ros.  And  why,  I  pray  you  ?  l^dvancin^.]  Who  might 
be  your  mother, 
That  you  infult,  exult,  and  all  at  once. 
Over  the  wretched?  What  though  you  have  more  beauty, 
(As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed,) 
Mu|l  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  ? 
Why,  what  means  this  ?  Why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 
I  fee  no  more  in  you,  than  in  the  ordinary 
Of  nature's  fale-work  : — Od's  my  little  life  ! 
I  think,  fhe  means  to  tangle  my  eyes  too : — 
No,  'faith,  proud  miftrefs,  hope  not  after  it ; 
Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black-filk  hair. 
Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream, 
That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worfhip. — 
You  foolifh  fliepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her, 
Like  foggy  fouth,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man, 

2 


2^o  j/fs  rou  LirM  it. 

Than  (he  a  woman :  *Tis  fuch  fools  as  you, 
That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-fa  vour*d  children: 
Tis  not  her  glafs,  but  you,  that  flatters  her ; 
And  out  of  you  (he  fees  herfelf  more  proper, 

Than'  any  or  her  lineaments  can  fliow  her 

But,  miflrefs,  know  yourfelf ;  down  oh  your  knees, 
And  thank  heaven,  failing,  for  a  good  man's  love  : 
For  I  muft  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear,— 
Sell  when  you  Can ;  you  are  not  fot  all  markets : 
Cry  the  man  mercy  ;  love  him ;  take  his  oflFer ; 
Foul  is  moft  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  fcoffer. 
So,  take  her  to  thee,  fhepherd  ;-.-Jkre  you  well. 

Phs.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together ; 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide,  than  this  man  woo. 

Ros.  He's  fallen  in  love  with  her  foulnefs,  iand  (he'll 
fell  in  love  with  my  anger  :  If  it  be  fo,  as  faft  as  (he 
anfwers  thee  with  frowning  looks,  I'll  fauce  her  with 
bitter  words. — ^Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Pms.  For  nd  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

Ros.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  liife. 
For  I  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine  : 
Befides,  I  like  you  not :  If  you  will  know  my  hotifei 
Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by : — 
Will  y6u  go,  fifter  ?— Shepherd,  ply  her  hard  :^^ 
Come,  fifter :  — Shepherdefs,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud  :  though  all  the  world  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he.    . 
Come,  to  our  flock.    [Exeunt  Rosalind^  Cmlu^  ohdCoRiN. 

Phe.  Dead  (hepherd  !  iiow  I  find  thy  faw  of  might ; 
Wbo  ever  lov%  that  lov^d  not  at  firftjight  t 

Sil:  Sweet  Phebe, — 

Phe.  Ha !  what  fay'ft  thou,  Silvius  ? 

Sil.  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 
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Phe.  Why,  T  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvius. 

SiL.  Wherever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be  : 
If  you  do  forrow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  forrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 

Phe.  Thou  haft  my  love  ;  Is  not  that  neighbourly  ? 

SiL.  I  would  have  you. 

Pns.  Why,  that  were  covetoufnefs. 
Silvius,  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee  ; 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love  : 
But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk,  of  love  fo  well, 
Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfome  to  me, 
I  will  endure ;  and  V\l  employ  thee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompenfe, 
Than  thine  own  gladnefs  that  thou  art  employed- 

SiL.  So  holy,  and  fo  perfect  is  my  love. 
And  I  in  fuch  a  poverty  of  grace. 
That  I  (hall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveft  reaps  :  loofe  now  and  then 
A  fcatter'd  fmile,  and  that  PU  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know'ft  thou  theyouth  that  fpoketo  meerewhile? 

SiL.  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft ; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage,  and  the  bounds. 
That  the  old  carlot  once  was  mafter  of. 

Phe.  Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  afk  for  him ; 
'Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy  : — yet  he  talks  well ; — 
But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them  pleafes  thofe  that  hear. 
It  is  a  pretty  youth  : — not  very  pretty  : — 
But,  fure,  he's  proud  :  and  yet  his  pride  becomes  him : 
He'll  make  a  proper  man :  The  beft  thing  in  him 
Is  his  complexion  j  and  fafter  than  his  tongue 

Vol.  II.  Q^ 
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!Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up. 

He  is  not  tall ;  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall  : 

His  leg  is  but  fo  fo ;  and  yet  'tis  well : 

There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip  j 

A  little  riper  and  more  lufty  red 

Than  that  rriix'd  in  his  cheek ;  'twas  juft  the  difference 

Betwixt  the  conftant  red,  and  mingled  damafk. 

There  be  fome  women,  Silvius,  had  they  mark'd  him 

In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fall  in  love  with  him  :  but,  for  my  part, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  yet 

I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him : 

For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  faid,  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black ; 

And,  now  I  am  remember'd,  fcom'd  at  me  : 

I  marvel,  why  I  anfwer'd  not  again  : 

But  that's  all  one  ;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 

I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter. 

And  thou  {halt  bear  it ;  Wilt  thou,  Silvius  ? 

SiL.  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 

Phe.  I'll  write  it  ftraight ; 
The  matter  is  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart : 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  paJQlng  fhort : 
Go  with  me,  Silvius.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.  Tbe/ame. 

Enter  Rosalind,  Celia,  and  Ja^es. 

Ja^.  I  pr'ythee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  ac- 
quainted with  thee. 

Ros.  They  fay,  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 
Ja^.  I  am  fo  J  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 
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Ro^.  Thofe,  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  are  aba 
minable  fellows ;  and  betray  themfelves  to  every  mo- 
dem cenfure,  worfe  than  drunkards. 

Jji^.  Why,  'tis  ggod  to  be  fad  and  fay  nothing. 

Ros.  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  poft. 

Ja^.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy,  which 
is  emulation ;  nor  the  mufician's,  which  is  fantaftical ; 
nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud;  nor  the  foldier's, 
which  is  ambitious ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  poUtick; 
nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice  ;  nor  the  lover's,  which  is 
all  thefe :  but  it  is  a  melancholy  of  mine  own,  com- 
pounded of  many  fimples,  extraded  from  many  objeiSs : 
and,  inde^,  the  fundry  contemplation  of  my  travels,  in 
which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me,  is  a  moft  hu- 
morous fadnefs. 

Ros.  A  traveller !  By  my  faith,  you  have  great  reafon 
to  be  fad ;  I  fear,  you  have  fold  your  own  lands,  to  fee 
other  men's  ;  then,  to  have  feen  much,  and  to  have  no- 
thing, is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor  hands. 

y^^.  Yes,  I  have  gained  my  experience. 
Enter  Orlando. 

Ros.  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  :  I  had  ra- 
ther have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience  to 
make  me  fad  ;  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Orl.  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalind! 

y^^.  Nay  then,  God  be  wi'  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
verfe.  [Exit. 

Ros.  Farewell,  monfieur  traveller :  Look,  you  lifp, 
and  wear  ftrange  fuits ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of  your 
own  country  ;  be  out  of  love  with  your  nativity,  and 
almoft  chide  God  for  making  you  that  countenance  you 
are ;  or  I  will  fcarce  think  you  have  fwam  in  a  gondola. 
— ^Why,  how  now,  Orlando !  where  have  you  been  all 
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this  while  ?  You  a  lover  ? — An  you  ferve  me  fuch  an- 
other trick,  never  come  in  my  fight  more. 

Orl.  My  fair  Rofalind,  I  come  within  an  hour  of  my 
promife. 

Ros.  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love  ?  He  that  will 
divide  a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,  and  break  but  a 
part  of  the  thoufandth  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs  of 
love,  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  clap'd  him 
o'  the  fhoulder,  but  I  warrant  him  heart-whole. 

Orl.  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 

Ros.  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
fight ;  I  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  fnail. 

Oi?£.  Ofafnail.^ 

Ros.  Ay,  of  a  fnail ;  for  though  he  comes  flowly,  he 
carries  his  houfe  on  his  head ;  a  better  jointure,  I  think, 
than  you  can  make  a  woman :  Befides,  he  brings  his 
defliny  with  him. 

Orl.  What's  that  ? 

Ros.  Why,  horns  ;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  be 
beholden  to  your  wives  for  :  but  he  comes  armed  in  his 
fortune,  and  prevents  the  flander  of  his  wife. 

Orl.  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker ;  and  my  Rofalind  is 
virtuous. 

Ros.  And  I  am  your  Rofalind. 

Cel.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fo;  but  he  hath  a  Ro- 
falind of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Ros.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me ;  for  now  I  am  in  a  ho- 
liday humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent : — What 
would  you  fay  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your  very  very 
Rofalind  ? 

Orl.  I  would  kifs,  before  I  fpoke. 

Ros.  Nay,  you  were  better  fpeak  firfl ;  and  when  you 
were  gravelPd  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take  occa- 
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fion  to  kifs.  Very  good  orators,  when  they  arc  out,  they 
will  fpit ;  and  for  lovers,  lacking  (God  warn  us !)  mat« 
ter,  the  cleanlieft  (hift  is  to  kifs. 

Orl.  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Ros.  Then  (he  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  matter. 

Orl.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved 
miftrefs  ? 

Ros.  Marry,  that  fhould  you,  if  I  were  your  miftrefs ; 
or  I  fhould  think  my  honefty  ranker  than  my  wit. 

Orl.  What,  of  my  fuit  ? 

Ros.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your 
fuit.     Am  not  I  your  Rofalind  ? 

Orl.  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufe  I  would 
be  talking  of  her, 

Ros.  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay — I  will  not  have  you. 

Orl.  Then,  in  mine  own  perfon,  I  die. 

Ros.  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney.  The  poor  world  is 
almoft  fix  thoufand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  videlicet j  in  a 
love-caufe.  Troilus  had  his  brains  dafh'd  out  with  a 
Grecian  club ;  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before ; 
and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he  would 
have  lived  many  a  fair  year,  though  Hero  had  tum'd 
nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midfummer  night :  for, 
good  youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  wafh  him  in  the  Hel- 
lefpont,  and,  being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was  drown'd ; 
and  the  foolifh  chroniclers  of  that  age  found  it  was — 
Hero  of  Seftos.  But  thefe  are  all  lies ;  men  have  diecl 
from  time  to  time,  and  worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not 
for  love. 

Orl.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of  this  mincji 
for,  I  proteft,  her  frown  mi^ht  kill  me. 
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Ros.  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  fly :  But  come, 
now  I  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming-on  dif- 
pofition  ;  and  a(k  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

Orl.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Ros.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  fridays,  and  iaturdays,  and  all. 

Orl.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 

Orl.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Ros.  Are  you  not  good  ? 

Orl.  I  hope  fo- 

Ros.  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  ? — ^Come,  fifter,  you  fhall  be  the  prieft,  and  marry 
us. — ^Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando  : — What  do  you  fay, 
fifter  ? 

Orl.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

Cel.  I  cannot  fay  the  words. 

Ros.  You  muft  begin, Will  you,  Orlando ^ — 

Cel.  Go  to  : ^Will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  this 

Rofalind  ? 

Orl.  I  will. 

Ros.  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orl.  Why  now  ;  as  faft  as  ftie  can  marry  us. 

Ros.  Then  you  muft  fay, — I  take  tbee,  Rofalind,  for 
wife. 

Orl.  I  take  thee,  Rofalind,  for  wife. 

Ros.  I  might  afk  you  for  your  commiflion ;  but, — I 
do  take  thee,  Orlando,  for  my  hufband :  There  a  girl 
goes  before  the  prieft ;  and,  certainly,  a  woman's  thought 
runs  before  her  adions, 

Orl.  So  do  all  thoughts ;  they  are  wing'd. 

Ros.  Now  tell  me,  how  long  you  would  have  her,  at« 
ter  you  have  poflefs'd  her. 

Orl.  For  ever,  and  a  day. 
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Ros.  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever :  No,  no,  Orlando  ; 
men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when  they 
wed  :  maids  are  May  when  they  are  maids,  but  the  (ky 
changes  when  they  are  wives.  I  will  be  more  jealous  of 
thee  than  a  Barbary  cock-pigeon  over  his  hen ;  more 
clamorous  than  a  parrot  againft  rain ;  more  new-fangled 
than  an  ape  ;  more  giddy  in  my  defires  than  a  monkey : 
I  will  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana  in  the  fountain,  and 
I  will  do  that  when  you  are  difpos*d  to  be  merry ;  I  will 
laugh  like  a  hyen,  and  that  when  thou  art  inclined  to 
fleep. 

Orl.  But  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo  ? 

Ros.  By  my  life,  fhe  will  do  as  I  do. 

Orl.  O,  but  flie  is  wife. 
-  Ros.  Or  elfe  fhe  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this  : 
the  wifer,  the  waywarder  :  Make  the  doors  upon  a  wo- 
man's wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement ;  (hut  that,  and 
'twill  out  at  the  key-hole ;  flop  that,  'twill  fly  with  the 
fmoke  out  at  the  chimney. 

Orl.  a  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit,  he  might 
fay, — IVit,  whither  wilt  f 

Ros.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  till  you 
met  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's  bed. 

Orl.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excufe  that  ? 

Ros.  Marry,  to  fay, — fhe  came  to  feek  you  there. 
You  fhall  never  take  her  without  her  anfwer,  unlefs  you 
take  her  without  her  tongue.  O,  that  woman  that  can- 
not make  her  fault  her  hufband's  occafion,  let  her  neveir 
nurfe  her  child  herfelf,  for  fhe  will  breed  it  like  a  fool. 

Orl.  For  thefe  two  hours  Rofalind,  I  will  leave  thee. 

Ros.  Alas,  dear  love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orl.  I  mufl  attend  the  duke  at  dinner ;  by  two  o'clock 
I  will  be  with  thee  again. 
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Ros.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ;— -I  knew  what 
you  would  prove ;  my  friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I 
thought  no  lefs : — that  flattering  tongue  of  yours  won 
me  : — 'tis  hut  one  caft  away,  and  fo,--^ome,  death.— 
Two  o'clock  is  your  hour  ? 

Orl.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind. 

Ros.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  eameft,  and  fo  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  dangerous, 
if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promife,  or  come  one  mi- 
nute behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the  moft  pa- 
thetical  break-promife,  and  the  moft  hollow  lover,  and 
the  moft  unworthy  of  her  you  call  Rofalind,  that  may  be 
chofen  out  of  the  grofs  band  of  the  unfaithful :  there- 
fore beware  my  cenfure,  and  keep  your  promife. 

Orl.  With  no  lefs  reUgion,  than  if  thou  wcrt  indeed 
my  Rofalind :  So,  adieu. 

Ros.  Well,  time  is  the  old  juftice  that  examines  all  fuch 
offenders,  and  let  time  try :  Adieu !         [Exit  Orlando. 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  love- 
prate  ;  we  muft  have  your  doublet  and  hofe  pluck'd  over 
your  head,  and  ftiow  the  world  what  the  bird  hath  done 
to  her  own  neft. 

Ros.  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou 
didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love  !  But 
it  cannot  be  founded ;  my  affeclion  hath  an  unkno\\Ti 
bottom,  like  the  bay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  Or  rather,  bottomlefs ;  that  as  faft  as  you  pour 
;iffedion  in,  it  runs  out. 

Ros.  No,  that  fame  wicked  baftard  of  Venus,  that  was 
begot  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fpleen,  and  born  of  mad- 
nefs;  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abufes  every  one's 
eyes,  becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  judge,  how  deep 
I  am  in  love  : — I'll  tell  thee,  Aliena,  I  cannot  be  out  of 
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the  fight  of  Orlando  :  V\\  go  find  a  fliadow,  and  figh  till 
he  come- 

Cel.  And  rU  fleep.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  Another  part  of  the  For  eft. 
Enter  Ja^ues  and  Lord s^  in  the  habit  of  Forefters. 
Ja^.  Which  is  he  that  kilPd  the  deer  ? 

1  Lord.  Sir,  it  was  I. 

y^Z:  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  duke,  like  a  Roman 
conqueror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's  horns 

upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vidory  : Have  you  no 

fong,  forefter,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

2  Lord.  Yes,  fir. 

yA^.  Sing  it ;  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune,  fo  it 
make  noife  enough. 

SONG. 

1.  Whatjhall  he  have,  that  kilVd  the  deer? 

2.  His  leather  Jkin,  and  horns  to  wear. 

1.  ^henfing  him  home : 

Take  thou  no  fcom,  to  wear  the  horn  ;     "^  ^^^  ^^j^  q^^ 
It  was  a  creft  ere  thou  waft  bom.  >  bear  this  bur- 

I  •  Ihy  father's  father  wore  it ;        J  ^^"* 

2.  And  thy  father  bore  it  : 
All.   The  horUy  the  horn,  the  lufty  horn^ 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  tofcorn.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    TheForeft. 
Enter  Rosalind  and  Celia. 
Ros.  How  fay  you  now  ?  Is  it  not  paft  two  o'clock  ? 
and  here  much  Orlando ! 

Cel.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love,  and  troubled  brain,, 
he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth — to 
fleep :  Look,  who  comes  here. 
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Enter  Si LFius. 

SiL.  My  errand  is  to  you,  feir  youth; — 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this :  [Giving  a  letter. 
I  know  not  the  contents  ;  but,  as  I  guefs. 
By  the  ftem  brow,  and  wafpifh  action 
Which  fhe  did  ufe  as  fhe  was  writing  of  it. 
It  bears  an  angry  tenour  :  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  meflenger. 

Ros.  Patience  herfelf  would  ftartle  at  this  letter, 
And  play  the  fwaggerer ;  bear  this,  bear  all : 
She  fays,  I  am  not  fair ;  that  I  lack  manners  ; 
She  calls  me  proud ;  and,  that  fhe  could  not  love  me 
Were  man  as  rare  as  phoenix ;  Od's  my  will ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt : 
Why  writes  fhe  fo  to  me  ? — Well,  fhepherd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

SiL.  No,  I  protefl,  I  know  not  the  contents  i 
Phebe  did  write  it, 

Ros.  Come,  come,  you  are  a  fool. 
And  turn'd  into  the  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand  :  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  freeflone-colour'd  hand ;  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands ; 
She  has  a  hufwife's  hand :  but  that's  no  matter  : 
I  fay,  fhe  never  did  invent  this  letter ; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand, 
.    SiL.  Sure,  it  is  hers. 

Ros.  Why,  'tis  a  boiflerous  and  a  cruel  flilc, 
A  flile  for  challengers ;  why,  fhe  defies  me. 
Like  Turk  to  Chriflian  :  woman's  gentle  brain 
Gould  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant-rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effed 
Than  in  their  countenance :— Will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 
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SiL.  So  pleafe  you;  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

Ros.  She  Phebes  me  :  Mark  how  the  tyrant^writes. 
jirt  thou  the  god  to  Jhepberd  turned,  [Reads, 

n^hat  a  maiden's  heart  bath  hurtCd? — 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
SiL.  Call  you  this  railing  ? 
Ros.  Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart ^ 

Warr^Jl  thou  with  a  woman's  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? — 

Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  mCy 
T^at  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me — -. 

Meaning  me  a  beaft 

If  the  f corn  of  your  bright  eyne 
Have  power  to  raifefuch  love  in  mine. 
Alack,  in  me  whatjlrange  effeEl 
Would  they  work  in  mild  afpeB  ? 
Whiles  you  chid  me,  I  did  love; 
How  then  might  your  prayers  move  ? 
He,  that  brings  this  love  to  thee. 
Little^ knows  this  love  in  me  : 
And  by  himfeal  up  thy  mind; 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
Will  the  faithful  offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make; 
Or  elfe  by  him  my  love  deny. 
And  then  Fll/ludy  bow  to  die^ 
SiL.  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 
Cel.  Alas,  poor  fhepherd ! 

Ros.  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  deferves  no  pity. 

Wilt  thou  love  fuch  a  woman  ? — ^What,  to  make  thee  an 
inftrument,  and  play  falfe  drains  upon  thee  !  not  to  be 
fndured  I-?— "VV^ell,  go  your  way  to  her,  (for,  I  fee,  love 
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hath  made  thee  a  tame  fnake,]^  and  £ay  this  to  her  ;— 
That  if  fhe  love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee  :  if  (he 
will  not,  I  will  never  have  her,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for 
her. — ^If  you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word ;  for 
here  comes  more  company.  lExit  Silfjus. 

Enter  0 lifer. 

Oli.  Good-morrow,  fair  ones:  Pray  you,  if  you  know 
Where,  in  the  purlieus  of  this  foreft,  ftands 
A  flieep-cote,  fenc'd  about  with  olive-trees  ? 

Cel.  Weft  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbour  bottom. 
The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ftream. 
Left  on  your  right  hand,  brings  you  to  the  place ; 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  doth  keep  itfelf. 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  I  fhould  know  you  by  defcription  ; 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years  :  T!be  boy  isfair^ 
Of  female  favour,  and  hejlows  bimfelf 
Like  a  ripefijler :  but  tbe  woman  low, 
jind  browner  tban  her  brother.     Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houfe  I  did  enquire  for  ? 

Cel.  It  is  no  boaft,  being  aik'd,  to  fay,  we  arc. 

Oli.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both ; 
And  to  that  youth,  he  calls  his  RofaUnd, 
He  fends  this  bloody  napkin  ;  Are  you  he  ? 

Ros.  I  am  :  What  muft  we  imderftand  by  this  ? 

Oli.  Some  of  my  fhame  j  if  you  will  know  of  me 
AVTiat  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  ftain'd. 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  tell  it. 

Oli.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  you, 
He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour ;  and,  pacing  through  the  foreft. 
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Chewing  the  food  of  fweet  and  bitter  fancy, 

Lo,  what  befel !  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 

And,  mark,  what  objed  did  prefent  itfelf ! 

Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  were  mofs'd  with  age, 

And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity, 

A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'ergrown  with  hair. 

Lay  lleeping  on  his  back  :  about  his  neck 

A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreathed  itfelf, 

Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approached 

The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  but  fuddenly 

Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itfelf. 

And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 

Into  a  bufh :  under  which  bufli's  fliade 

A  lionefs,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry, 

Lay  couching,  head  on  ground,  with  catlike  watch. 

When  that  the  fleeping  man  fliould  ftir ;  for  'tis 

The  royal  difpofition  of  that  beaft, 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead : 

This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man. 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother. 

Cel.  O,  I  have  heard  him  fpeakof  that  fame  brother; 
And  he  did  render  him  the  moll  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongft  men. 

OUj  And  well  he  might  fo  do. 
For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Ros.  But,  to  Orlando  ; — Did  he  leave  him  there. 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  ? 

Oli.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purposed  fo  : 
But  kindnefs,  nobler  ever  than  revenge, 
And  nature,  flronger  than  his  juft  occafion, 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lionefs. 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  ;  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferable  flumber  I  awak'd. 
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Cel.  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

Ros.  Was  it  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

Cel.  Was't  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 

Oli.  *Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I :  I  do  not  fliame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fince  my  converfion 
So  fweetly,  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Ros.  But,  for  the  bloody  napkin  ?_ 

Oli.  By,  and  by. 
When  from  the  firft  to  laft,  betwixt  us  two. 
Tears  our  recountments  had  moft  kindly  bath'4# 

As,  how  I  came  into  that  defert  place ; 

In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  duke. 

Who  gave  me  frelh  array,  and  entertainment. 

Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love ; 

Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave. 

There  ftripp'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 

The  lionefs  had  torn  fome  flefli  away. 

Which  all  this  while  had  bled  ;  and  now  he  fainted, 

And  cry'd,  in  fainting,  upon  Rofalind. 

Brief,  I  recovered  him  ;  bound  up  his  wound  ; 

And,  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  heart. 

He  fent  me  hither,  ftranger  as  I  am. 

To  tell  this  ftory,  that  you  might  excufe 

His  broken  promife,  and  to  give  this  napkin, 

Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhepherd  youth 

That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why,  how  now,  Ganymede  ?  fweet  Ganymede  ? 

[Rosalind  faints. 

Oli.  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

Cel.  There  is  more  in  it : — ^Coufin — ^Ganymede  ! 

Oli.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Ros.  I  would,  I  were  at  home. 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither  :— 
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I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ? 

Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth  ; — You  a  man  ? — You 
lack  a  man's  heart. 

Hos.  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it.  Ah,  fir,  a  body  would  think 
this  was  well  counterfeited :  I  pray  you,  tell  your  bro- 
ther how  well  I  counterfeited. — Heigh  ho  !— 

Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit ;  there  is  too  great  tefti- 
mony  in  your  complexion,  that  it  was  a  pailion  of  eameft. 

Ros.  Counterfeit,  I  affure  you. 

Oli.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit  to 
be  a  man. 

Ros.  So  I  do :  but,  i'faith  I  fhould  have  been  a  woman 
by  right. 

Csl.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler  ;  pray  you,  draw 
homewards  : — Good  fir,  go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I,  for  I  mufl:  bear  anfwer  back 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalind. 

Ros.  I  fliall  devife  fomething :  But,  I  pray  you,  com- 
mend my  counterfeiting  to  him  : — ^Will  you  go?  [Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    The  fame. 

Enter  T'ouchstone  and  Audrey. 

T*oucH.Wt  ftiall  find  a  time,  Audrey  ;  patience,  gen- 
tle Audrey. 

AuD.  'Faith,  the  priefl:  was  good  enough,  for  all  the 
old  gentleman's  faying. 

Touch.  A  rtioft  wicked  fir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a  moft  vile 
Mar-text.  But,  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  tlie 
forefl:  lays  claim  to  you. 

AuD.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis  ;  he  hath  no  intereft  in  me 
in  the  world  :  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 
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Enter  William. 

^oucH.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  clown  : 
By  my  troth,  we  that  have  good  wits,  have  much  to  an- 
fwer  for  ;  we  fhall  be  flouting  ;  we  cannot  hold. 

Will.  Good  even,  Audrey. 

j4ud.  God  ye  good  even,  Willianu 

Will.  And  good  even  to  you,  fir. 

Touch.  Good  even,  gentle  friend :  Cover  thy  head» 
cover  thy  head ;  nay,  pr'jrthee,  be  covered.  How  old 
are  you,  friend  ? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  fir. 

Touch.  A  ripe  age  :  Is  thy  name,  William  ? 

Will.  William,  fir. 

Touch.  A  fair  name :  Waft  bom  i*  the  foreft  here  ? 

Will.  Ay,  fir,  I  thank  God. 

Touch.  Thank  God; — ^a  good  anfwer :  Art  rich  ? 

Will.  Taith,  fir,  fo,  fo. 

Touch.  So.fo,  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent  good: 
— 4tnd  yet  is  is  not ;  it  is  but  fo  fo.     Art  thou  wife  ? 

Will.  Ay,  fir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Touch.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  well.  I  do  now  remember 
a  faying ;  The  fool  doth  think  he  is  ivife^  but  the  Wife  man 
knows  himfelfto  he  a  fool.  The  heathen  philofopher,  when 
he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his  lips  when 
he  put  it  into  his  mouth  ;  meaning  thereby,  that  grapes 
were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.  You  do  love  this 
maid  ? 

Will.  I  do,  fir. 

Touch.  Give  me  your  hand :  Art  thou  learned  ? 

Will.  No,  fir. 

Touch.  Then  learn  this  of  me ;  To  have,  is  to  have : 
For  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetorick,  that  drink,  being  pour'd 
out  of  a  cup  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  ojie  doth  empty 
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the  other :  For  all  your  writers  do  confent,  that  ip/e  is  he ; 
now  you  are  not  ip/e,  for  1  am  he. 

Will.  Which  he,  fir  ? 

^oucH.  He,  (ir,  that  muft  marry  this  v^oman :  There- 
fore, you  clown,  abandon, — ^which  is  in  the  vulgar,  leave, 
—the  fociety, — ^which  in  the  boorifh  is,  company,— ^f 
this  female, — ^which  in  the  common  is, — ^woman,  which 
together  is,^abandon  the  fociety  of  this  female;  or,  clown 
thou  perifheft ;  or,  to  thy  better  underftanding,  dieft ; 
to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  rnake  thee  away,  tranflate  thy  life  in- 
to death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage :  I  will  deal  in  poifon 
with  thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel ;  I  will  bandy  with 
thee  in  faftion  ;  I  will  o'cr-run  thee  with  policy  ;  I  will 
kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways ;  therefore  tremble, 
and  depart. 

^UD.  Do,  good  William. 

Will.  God  reft  you  merry,  fir.  [Exit. 

Enter  Cor  in. 

Cor.  Our  mafter  and  miftrefs  feek  you  ;  come,  away, 
away. 

Touch.  Trip,  Audrey,  trip,  Audrey  ; — I  attend,  I  at^ 
tend.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  iJbe/ame. 
Enter  Orlando  and  Qlifer. 

Orl.  Ts't  polfible,  that  on  fo  little  acquaintance  yoU 
ihould  like  her  ?  that,  but  feeing,  you  fhould  love  her  ? 
and,  loving,  woo  ?  and,  wooing,  fhe  Ihould  grant  ?  And 
will  you  perfever  to  enjoy  her  ? 

Oli.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  in  queftion,  the 
poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden  woo- 
ing, nor  her  fudden  confenting ;  but  fay  with  me,  I  love 
Aliena ;  fay  with  her,  that  flie  loves  me ;  confent  with 
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both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each  other :  it  fhall  be  to  your 
good ;  for  my  father's  houfe,  and  all  the  revenue  that 
was  old  fir  Rowland's,  will  I  eftate  upon  you,  and  here 
.  live  and  die  a  fhepherd. 

Enter  Rosalind. 

Orl.  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding  be  to- 
morrow :  thither  will  I  invite  the  duke,  and  all  his  con- 
tented followers :  Go  you,  and  prepare  AUena ;  for,  look 
you,  here  comes  my  Rofalind. 

Ros.  God  fave  you,  brother. 

Olu  And  you,  fair  fifter. 

Ros.  O,  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  me  to  fee 
thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarf. 

Orl.  It  is  my  arm. 

Ros.  I  thought,  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with  the 
claws  of  a  lion. 

Orl.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Ros.  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counterfeited  to 
fwoon,  when  he  Ihow'd  me  your  handkerchief? 

Orl.  Ay,  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Ros.  O,  I  know  where  you  are : — ^Nay,  'tis  true :  there 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight  of  two 
rams,  and  Caefar's  thrafonical  brag  of— I  came,  /aw,  and 
overcame:  For  your  brother  and  my  fifter  no  fooner  met, 
but  they  look'd ;  no*fooner  look'd,  but  they  lov'd ;  no 
fooner  lov'd,  but  they  figh'd ;  no  fooner  figh'd,  but  they 
a(k'd  one  another  the  reafon ;  no  fooner  knew  the  rea- 
fon,  but  they  fought  the  remedy :  and  in  thefe  degrees 
have  they  made  a  pair  of  ftairs  to  marriage,  which  they 
will  cUmb  incontinent,  or  elfe  be  incontinent  before 
marriage  :  they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and  they 
will  together ;  clubs  cannot  part  thenu 

Orl.  They  fhall  be  married  to-morrow  j  and  I  will  bid 
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the  duke  to  the  nuptial.  But,  O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it 
is  to  look  into  happinefs  through  another  man's  eyes ! 
By  fb  much  the  more  fhall  I  to-morrow  be  at  the  height 
of  heart-heavinefs,  by  how  much  I  (hall  think  my  bro- 
ther happy,  in  having  what  he  wifhes  for. 

Ros.  Why  then,  to-morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  turn 
for  Rofalind  ? 

Orl.  I  can  live  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Ros.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talk- 
ing. Know  of  me  then,  (for  now  I  fpeak  to  fome  pur- 
pofe,)  that  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman  of  good  conceit  : 
I  fpeak  not  this,  that  you  fliould  bear  a  good  opinion  of 
my  knowledge,  infomuch,  I  fay,  I  know  you  are  ;  nei-» 
ther  do  I  labour  for  a  greater  efteem  than  may  in  fome 
little  meafure  draw  a  belief  from  you,  to  do  yourfelf 
good,  and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if  you  pleafe, 
that  I  can  do  ftrange  things :  I  have,  fince  I  was  three 
years  old,  converfed  with  a  magician,  moft  profound  in 
his  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Rofalind 
fo  near  the  heart  as  your  gefture  cries  it  out,  when  your 
brother  marries  Aliena,  you  fhall  marry  her :  I  know  in- 
to what  ftraits  of  fortune  fhe  is  driven;  and  it  is  not  im- 
poffible  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  inconvenient  to  you,  to 
fet  her  before  your  eyes  to-morrow,  human  as  Ihe  is,  and 
without  any  danger. 

Orl.  Speak'fl  thou  in  fober  meanings. 

Ros.  By  my  life,  I  do ;  which  I  tender  dearly,  though 
I  fay  I  am  a  magician  :  Therefore,  put  you  in  your  beft 
array,  bid  your  friends ;  for  if  you  will  be  married  to- 
morrow, you  fhall ;  and  to  Rofalind,  if  you  will. 

Enter  Sil  rivs  and  Phebe. 
Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  hers- 

Phe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs, 
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To  fliow  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Ros.  I  care  not,  if  I  have :  it  is  my  ftudy, 
To  feem  defpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you : 
You  are  there  followed  by  a  faithful  fhepherd  ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him ;  he  worfliips  you. 

Phe.  Good  fhepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  love. 

SiL.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fighs  and  tears ; — 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orl.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 

Ros.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

SiL.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  fervice ; — 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orl.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 

Ros.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

SiL.  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafy, 
All  made  of  paflion,  and  all  made  of  wifhes  ; 
All  adoration,  duty  and  obfervance. 
All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience. 
All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obfervance ; — 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orl.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofalind. 

Ros.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 

Phe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[To  Rosalind. 

SiL.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

[To  Phebe. 

Orl.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Ros.  Who  do  you  fpeak  to,  why  blame  you  me  to  love 
youf 

Orl.  To  her,  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear. 
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Ros.  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this  ;  'tis  like  the  howling 
of  Irifh  wolves  againft  the  moon. — I  will  help  you,  [To 
SiLrius}  if  I  can  : — ^I  would  love  you,  [To  Pbmbe^  if  I 
could. — ^To-morrow  meet  me  all  together. — ^I  will  mar- 
ry you,  [To  Phebe]  if  ever  I  marry  woman,  and  V\l  be 
married  to-morrow : — I  will  fatisfy  you,  [To  Orlando] 
if  ever  I  fatisfy'd  man,  and  you  fhall  be  married  to-mor- 
row:— I  will  content  you,  [To  Silfius]  if  what  pleafes 
you  contents  you,  and  you  fhall  be  married  to-morrow. 
— As  you  [To  Orlando]  love  Rofalind,  meet ; — as  you 
[To  SiLFius]  love  Phebe,  meet ; — And  as  I  love  no  wo- 
man, ril  meet. — So,  fare  you  well;  I  have  left  you  com^ 
mands. 

SiL.  ril  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Phe.  Nor  I. 

Orl.  Nor  I.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.   Tbefamev 
Enter  Touchstone  and  Audrey. 
Touch ^  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey ;  to-mor- 
row will  we  be  married. 

AuD.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart :  and  I  hope  it 
is  no  dilhoneft  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  of  the 
world.     Here  come  two  of  the  banifti'd  duke's  pages. 
Enter  two  Pages. 

1  Page.  Well  met,  honefl:  gentleman. 

Touch.  By  my  troth,  well  met :  Come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  fong. 

2  Page.  We  are  for  you :  fit  i'the  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roimdly,  without  hawk- 
ing, or  fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe  ;  which  are  the 
only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice  ? 

2  Page.  Tfaith,  i'faith ;  and  both  in  a  tune,  like  two 
gypfies  on  a  horfe. 
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SONG. 

I. 

It  was  a  lover  and  bis  lafs^ 

With  a  bey^  and  a  bo^  and  a  bey  mnino, 
That  o^er  t be  green  corn-field  did  pafs^ 

In  tbefpring  time,  tbe  only  pretty  rank  time, 
Wben  birds  dofing,  bey  ding  a  ding,  ding; 
Sweet  lovers  love  tbejpring. 

II. 
Between  tbe  acres  of  tbe  rye, 

Witb  a  bey,  and  a  bo,  and  a  bey  nonino, 
Tibefe  pretty  countryfolks  would  lie. 

In  tbefpring  time,  &c. 

m. 

T!bis  carol  tbey  began  tbat  bour, 

Witb  a  bey,  and  a  bo,  and  a  bey  nonino. 
How  tbpt  a  life  wets  hut  a  flower 
Infpring  time,  &c. 
IV. 
And  therefore  take  tbe  prefent  time, 

Witb  a  bey,  and  a  bo,  and  a  bey  nonino  ; 
For  love  is  crowned  witb  tbe  prime 
Infpring  time,  &c. 
l^ovcH.  Truly,  young  gentlemen,  though  there  was  n(| 
great  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very  untime- 
able. 

I  Face.  You  are  deceived,  fir ;  we  kept  time,  we  loft 
not  our  time. 

Touch.  By  my  troth,  yes ;  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to 
hear  fuch  a  foolifh  fong.  God  be  with  you ;  and  God 
mend  your  voices ! — Come,  Audrey.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.   Another  part  of  tbe  Forejl. 
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Enter  Duke  fenior^  Amibns^  Ja^ues,  Orlando^ 
OiivERy  and  Celia. 

Duke  S.  Doll  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  this  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hath  promifed  ? 

Orl.  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not ; 
As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 
Enter  Rosalind^  Silfius,  and  Phebe. 

Ros. Patience  once  more,whiles  our  compad  isurg'd:— 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind,  [To  tie  Duke. 
You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  ?  [her. 

Duke  S.  That  would  I,  had  I  kingdoms  to  give  with 

.     Ros.  And  you  fay,  you  will  have  her,  when  I  bring 

her  ?  [To  Orlando. 

Orl.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  king. 

Ros.  You  fay,  you'll  marry  me,  if  I  be  wilUng. 

[To  Phebe.^ 

Phe.  That  will  I,  Ihould  I  die  the  hour  after. 

Ros.  But,  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  me, 
You'll  give  yourfelf  to  this  mod  faithful  fhepherd  ? 

Phe.  So  is  the  bargain. 

Ros.  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  fhe  will  ? 

[To  SiLFIUS. 

6^/jL.Though\o  have  her  and  death  were  both  one  thing. 

Ros.  I  have  promis'd  to  make  all  this  matter  even. 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  duke,  to  give  your  daughter;— 
You  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter  :— 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  me  ;  -* 
Or  elfe,  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  fhepherd  : — 
Keep  your  word,  Silvius,  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  Ihe  refufe  me : — and  from  hence  I  go, 
To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even. 

[Exeunt  Rosalind  and  Celia. 

Duke  S.  I  do  remember  in  this  Ihepherd-boy 
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Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

Orl.  My  lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 
Methought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter ; 
But,  my  good  lord,  this  boy  is  foreft-bom ; 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  (Indies  by  his  uncle, 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcured  in  the  circle  of  this  foreft. 

Enter  7'ouchstone  and  Audrey. 

Ja^.  There  is,  fure,  another  flood  toward,  and  thefe 
couples  are  coming  to  the  ark  I  Here  comes  a  pair  of 
very  ftrange  beafts,  which  in  all  tongues  are  call'd  fools. 

Touch.  Salutation  and  greeting  to  you  all  I 

Ja^.  Good  my  lord,  bid  him  welcome  :  This  is  the 
motely-minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in 
the  foreft  :  he  hath  been  a  courtier,  he  fwears. 

Touch.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my 
purgation.  I  have  trod  a  meafure ;  I  have  flatter'd  a  la- 
dy ;  I  have  been  politick  with  my  friend,  fmooth  with 
mine  enemy ;  I  have  undone  three  tailors ;  I  have  had 
four  quarrels,.and  like  to  have  fought  one. 

Ja^.  And  how  was  that  ta'en  up  ? 

Touch.  'Faith,  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel  was  up- 
on the  feventh  caufe. 

JaZj:  How  feventh  caufe  ? — Goad  my  lord,  like  this 
fellow. 

Duke  S.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Touch.  God'ild  you,  fir  ;  I  defire  you  of  the  like.  I 
prefs  in  here,  fir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  country  copu- 
latives, to  fwear,  and  to  forfwear  ;  according  as  marriage 
binds,  and  blbod  breaks : — A  poor  virgin,  fir,  an  ill-fa- 
vour'd  thing,  fir,  but  mine  own;  a  poor  humour  of 
mine,  fir,  to  take  that  that  no  man  ejfe  will :   Rich  hp,* 
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nefty  dwells  like  a  mifer,  fir,  in  a  poor  houfe  ;  as  your 
pearl,  in  your  foul  oyfter. 

DuKB  S.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fententious. 

Touch.  According  to  the  fooPs  bolt,  fir,  and  fuch  dul- 
cet difeafes. 

JjI^.  But,  for  the  feventh  caufe  ;  how  did  you  find 
the  quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ? 

7'oucH.  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed  ; — Bear  your 
body  more  feeming,  Audrey  : — as  thus,  fir.  I  did  dif- 
like  the  cut  of  a  certain  courtier's  beard ;  he  fent  mc 
word,  if  I  faid  his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the 
mind  it  was  :  This  is  called  the  Retort  courteous.  If  I 
fent  him  word  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  fend 
me  word,  he  cut  it  to  pleafe  himfelf :  This  is  called  the 
^ip  modejl.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  difabled  my 
judgment :  This  is  calPd  the  Reply  cburlijh.  If  again,  it 
was  not  well  cut,  he  would  anfwer,  I  fpake  not  true : 
This  is  caird  the  Reproof  valiant  If  again,  it  was  not 
well  cut,  he  would  fay,  I  lie  :  This  is  called  the  Counter-- 
check  quarrelfome:  and  fo  to  the  Lie  circumflanttol^  and  the 
Lie  dire6t. 

Jj^.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay,  his  beard  was  not  well 
cut  ? 

Touch.  I  durft  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  circunr^an^ 
tied,  nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lie  direB  ;  and  fo  we 
meafured  fwords,  and  parted. 

Ja^.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
the  lie  ? 

Touch.  O  fir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book ;  as  you 
have  books  for  good  manners :  I  will  name  you  the  de- 
grees. The  firft,  the  Retort  courteous  ;  the  fecond,  the 
Quip  modeft ;  the  third,  the  Reply  churlifh ;  the  fourth, 
the  Reproof  valiant ;  the  fifth,  the  Countercheck  quw- 
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relfome  ;  the  fixth,  the  Lie  with  circumflance ;  the  fe* 
venth,  the  Lie  dired.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the 
Lie  dired ;  and  you  may  avoid  that  too,  with  an  i/i  I 
knew  when  feven  juflices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel ; 
but  when  the  parties  were  met  themfelves,  one  of  them 
thought  but  of  an  If^  as.  If  you /aid fo^  then  Ifaidfo  ;  and 
they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore  brothers.  Your  If  is  the 
only  peace-maker ;  much  virtue  in  If 

yAH.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  lord  ?  he's  as  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fooL 

DvKB  S.  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  ftalking-horfe,  and 
under  the  prefentation  of  that,  he  fhoots  his  wit. 
Enter  HrMEN,  leading  Rosalind  in  woman's  cbtbes ; 

and  Cblia. 
Still  Mufick. 
Htm.  Tien  is  there  mirth  in  heaven^ 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  duke^  receive  thy  daughter^ 
Hymen  from  heaven  brought  her^ 

Xea^  brought  her  hither  ; 
^bat  thou  migbfjljoin  her  hand  with  his, 
Whofe  heart  within  her  bofom  is. 
Ro5.  To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  I  am  yours. 

ITo  Duke  S. 
To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  I  am  yours.        [To  Qrlando. 
Duke  S^  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  daughter. 
.    'Orl.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Rofalind. 

Phe.  If  fight  and  fliape  be  true, 
Why  then, — my  love  adieu !' 

Ros.  VYL  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he  :— 

[To  Duke  S. 
I'll  have  no  hufband,  if  you  be  ^ot  he :—  [To  Orlando. 
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Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  you  be  not  flie.       [I0  Phems. 
Htm.  Peace,  ho  !  I  bar  confufion : 
'Tis  I  mull  make  conclufion 

Of  thefe  moil  ftrange  events: 
Here's  eight  that  mull  take  hands. 
To  join  in  Hymen's  bands, 
If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  crofs  Ihall  part ; 

[To  Orlando  and  Rosalind. 
.  '     You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart : 

\Tlo  Olivek  and  Celia. 
You  [To  Phebe^  to  his  love  mull  accord. 
Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord ; — 
You  and  you  are  fure  together, 

[T'o  "Touchstone  and  JuDRET. 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather. 
Whiles  a  wedlock  hymn  we  ling. 
Feed  yourfelves  with  quellioning  ; 
That  reafon  wonder  may  diminilh. 
How  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  finilh. 
SONG. 
Wedding  is  great  Juno's  crown  ; 

0  blejfed  bond  of  board  and  bed! 
^7is  Hymen  peoples  every  town; 

High  wedlock  then  be  honoured: 
Honour^  high  honour  and  renown^ 
To  Hymen,  god  of  every  town  ! 
Duke  S.  O  my  dear  niece,  welcome  thou  art  to  me ; 
Even  daughter,  welcome  in  no  lefs  degree. 

Phe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine  ; 
Thy  faith  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine.     [To  Silfius. 
Enter  Ja^ues  de  Bo  is. 
Ja^.  de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word,  or  two  j 
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I  am  the  fecond  fon  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  aflembly  :— 
Duke  Frederick,  hearing  hoyr  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  reforted  to  this  foreft, 
Addrefs'd  a  mighty  power ;  which  were  on  foot. 
In  his  own  condud,  purpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fword : 
And  to  the  (kirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came  ; 
Where,  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man. 
After  fome  queftion  with  him,  was  converted 
Both  from  his  enterprize,  and  from  the  world : 
His  crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifh'd  brother. 
And  all  their  lands  reftor'd  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  exiPd  :  This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  ^.  Welcome,  young  man  ; 
Thou  oflfer'ft  fairly  to  thy  brothers'  wedding : 
To  one,  his  lands  with-held ;  and  to  the  other |, 
A  land  itfelf  at  large,  a  potent  dukedom. 
Firft,  in  this  foreft,  let  us  do  thofe  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot  : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number. 
That  have  endur'd  fhrewd  days  and  nights  with  us. 
Shall  (hare  the  good  of  our  returned  fprtune. 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  flates. 
Meantime,  forget  this  new-falPn  dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  ruftick  revelry  : — 
Play,  mufick  ; — and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all, 
With  meafure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  the  meafures  falL 

Jj^.  Sir,  by  your  patience  : — ^If  I  heard  you  rightly^ 
The  duke  hath  put  on  a  religious  life. 
And  thrown  into  negled  the  pompous  court  ? 

JjZ^  DE  ^,  He  hath. 
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JjI^.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefc  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  leam'd. — 
You  to  your  former  honour  I  bequeath ; 

[To  Duke  S. 
Your  patience,  and  your  virtue,  well  deferves  it : — 
You  17b  Orlando]  to  a  love,  that  your  true  faith  doth 

merit : — 
YovLlfToOLiFERlto  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies:— 
You  [To  SiLvius]  to  a  long  and  well  deferved  bed ; — 
And  you  [To  Touchstone']  to  wrangling ;  for  thy  lov- 
ing voyage 
Is  but  for  two  months  vidhiall'd  : — So  to  your  pleafures; 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 

Duke  S.  Stay,  Jaques,  ftay. 

y^j^.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I : — ^what  you  would  have 
rU  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandoned  cave,  [Exit. 

Duke  S.  Proceed,  proceed  :  we  will  begin  thefe  rites^ 
As  we  do  truft  they'll  end,  in  true  delights.        [A  dance. 

EPILOGUE. 
Ros.  It  is  not  the  fafhion  to  fee  the  lady  the  epilogue  : 
but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome,  than  to  fee  the  lord  the 
prologue.  If  it  be  true,  that  good  wine  needs  no  hujby  *tis 
true,  that  a  good  play  needs  no  epilogue  :  Yet  to  good 
wine  they  do  ufe  good  bufhes  ;  and  good  plays  prove 
the  better  by  the  help  of  good  epilogues.  What  a  cafe 
am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  epilogue,  nor  can- 
not infinuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  play  ?  I 
am  not  furnifti'd  like  a  beggar,  therefore  to  beg  will  not 
become  me  :  my  way  is,  to  conjure  you  ;  and  I'll  begin 
with  the  women.  I  charge  you,  O  women,  for  the  love 
you  bear  to  men,  to  like  as  much  of  this  play  as  pleafe 
them :  and  fo  I  charge  you,  O  men,  for  the  love  you 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  L  Roufillon.  A  Room  in  the  Countesses  Palate. 

Enter  Bertram,  the  Counte/s  o/Rousillon,  Helena, 

and  La  FEU,  in  mourning. 

Count.  In  delivering  my  fon  from  me,  I  bury  a  fe- 
cond  hufband. 

Ber.  And  I,  in  going,  madam,  weep  o'er  my  father's 
death  anew :  but  I  muft  attend  hie  majefty's  command, 
to  whom  I  am  now  in  ward,  evermore  in  fubjec^on. 

Laf.  You  (hall  find  of  the  king  a  hufband,  madam ; 
. — ^you,  fir,  a  father :  He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  times 
good,  muft  of  neceflity  hold  his  virtue  to  you ;  whole 
worthinefs  would  ftir  it  up  where  it  wanted,  rather  than 
lack  it  where  there  is  fuch  abundance. 

Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  majefty's  amend- 
ment? 

Laf.  He  hath  abandoned  his  phyficians,  madam  ;  un- 
der whofc  practices  he  hath  perfecuted  time  with  hope ; 
and  finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  procefs,  but  only 
the  lofing  of  hope  by  time. 

Count.  This  young  gentlewoman  had  a  father,  (O, 
that  bad!  how  fad  a  paflfage  'tis  !)  whofe  fkill  was  almoft 
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as  great  as  his  honefty ;  had  it  flratch'd  fo  far,  would 
haTC  made  nature  immortal,  and  death  fliould  have  play 
for  lack  of  work.  'Would,  for  the  king's  fake,  he  were 
living !  I  think,  it  would  be  the  death  of  the  king's  dif- 
eafe. 

Laf.  How  call'd  you  the  man  you  fpeak  of,  madam  ? 

Count.  He  was  fomous,  fir,  in  his  profeflion,  and  it 
was  his  great  right  to  be  fo  :  Gerard  de  Narbon. 

Laf.  He  was  excellent,  indeed,  madam ;  the  king  very 
lately  fpoke  of  him,  admiringly,  and  mourningly :  he 
was  fkilful  enough  to  have  liv'd  ftill,  if  knowledge  could 
be  fet  up  againft  mortality- 

Ber.  What  is  it,  my  good  lord,  the  king  languifties  of? 

Laf.  a  fiftula,  my  lord. 

Ber.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf.  I  would,  it  were  not  notorious. — ^Was  this  gen- 
tlewoman the  daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narbon  ? 

Count.  His  fole  child,  my  lord ;  and  bequeathed  to 
my  overlooking.  I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good,  that 
her  education  promifes  :  her  difpofitions  (he  inherits, 
which  make  fair  gifts  fairer ;  for  where  an  unclean  mind 
carries  virtuous  qualities,  there  commendations  go  with 
pity,  they  are  virtues  and  traitors  too  ;  in  her  they  are 
the  better  for  their  fimplenefs ;  (he  derives  her  honefty, 
and  achieves  her  goodnefs. 
.    Laf.  Your  Commendations,  madam,  get  from  her  tears. 

Count.  'Tis  the  beft  brine  a  maiden  can  feafon  her 
praife  in.  The  remembrance  of  her  father  never  ap- 
proaches her  heart,  but  the  tyranny  of  her  forrows  takes 
all  Uvehhood  from  her  cheek.  No  more  of  this,  Helena, 
go  to,  no  more ;  left  it  be  rather  thought  you  aflfed  a 
forrow,  than  to  have. 
^  Hel.  I  do  afted  a  forrow,  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too» 
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Laf.  Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the  dead, 
cxceffive  grief  the  enemy  to  the  hving.  ^ 

Count.  If  the  Hving  be  enemy  to  the  grief,  the  excefs 
makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Ber.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  wiflies, 

Laf.  How  underftand  we  that  ? 

Count.  Be  thou  bleft,  Bertram!  and  fucceed  thy  father 
In  manners,  as  in  fhape !  thy  blood,  and  virtue. 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee ;  and  thy  goodnefs 
Share  with  thy  birth-right !  Love  all,  truft  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none  :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power,  than  ufe  ;  and  keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key :  be  checked  for  filence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  fpeech.    What  heaven  more  will^ 
That  thee  may  fumifh,  and  my  prayers  pluck  down. 
Fall  on  thy  head  !  Farewell. — My  lord, 
'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  courtier ;  good  my  lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  cannot  want  the  beft 
That  (hall  attend  his  love. 

Count.  Heaven  blefs  him ! — Farewell,  Bertram. 

[Exit  Countess. 

Ber.  The  beft  wiflies,  that  can  be  forged  in  your 
thoughts,  [To  Helena.]  be  fervants  to  you !  Be  com- 
fortable to  my  mother,  your  miftrefs,  and  make  much 
of  her. 

Laf.  Farewell,  pretty  lady :  You  muft  hold  the  credit 
of  your  father.  [Exeunt  Bertram  and  L'afeu^ 

Hel.  O,  were  that  all ! — I  think  not  on  my  father ; 
And  thefe  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  more, 
Than  thofe  I  (hed  for  him.    What  was  he  like  ? 
I  have  forgot  him :  my  imagination 
Carries  no  favour  in  it,  but  Bertram's. 

Sij 
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I  am  undone  ;  there  is  no  living,  none. 
If  Bertram  be  away.    It  were  all  one. 
That  I  (hould  love  a  bright  particular  ftar. 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  is  fo  above  me : 
In  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  fphere. 
The  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  itfelf : 
The  hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion, 
Muft  die  for  love.     TTwas  pretty,  though  a  plague. 
To  fee  him  every  hour ;  to  fit  and  draw 
His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls. 
In  pur  heart's  table  ;  heart,  too  capable 
Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  favour  :. 
But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
Muft  fandify  his  relicks.     Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Fakolles. 
One  that  goes  with  him :  I  love  him  for  his  fake  ; 
And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  liar. 
Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward ; 
Yet  thefe  fix'd  evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him. 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  fteely  bones 
Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind :  withal,  full  oft  we  fee 
Cold  wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluous  folly. 

Tak.  Save  you,  fair  queen. 

Hel.  And  you,  monarch. 

Fak.  No. 

Hel.  And  no. 

Far.  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity  ? 

Hel.  Ay.  You  have  fome  ftain  of  foldier  in  you;  let 
me  a(k  you  a  queftion :  Man  is  enemy  to  virginity  \ 
how  may  we  barricado  it  againft  him  ? 

Fak.  Keep  him  out. 

Hel.  But  he  allails ;  and  our  virginity,  though  valiant 
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in  the  defence,  yet  is  weak :  unfold  to  lis  fome  warlike 
refiilance. 

Par.  There  is  none  ;  man,  fitting  down  before  you, 
will  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

Hbi.  Blefs  our  poor  virginity  from  underminers,  and 
blowers  up ! — ^Is  there  no  military  policy,  how  virgins 
might  blow  up  men  ? 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  man  will  quicklier 
be  blown  up :  marry,  in  blowing  him  down  again,  with 
the  breach  yourfelves  made,  you  lofe  your  city.  It  is 
not  politic  in  the  commonwealth  of  nature,  to  prefervc 
virginity.  Lofs  of  virginity  is  rational  increafe  y  and 
there  was  never  virgin  got,  till  virginity  was  firft  loft. 
That,  you  were  firft  made  of,  is  metal  to  make  virgins. 
Virginity,  by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found  r 
by  being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft  :  'tis  too  cold  a  com- 
panion ;  away  with  it. 

Hel.  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die 
a  virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't ;  'tis  againft  the 
rule  of  nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  virginity,  is  to 
accufe  your  mothers  ;  which  is  moft  infallible  difobedi- 
ence.  He,  that  hangs  himfelf,  is  a  virgn :  virginity  mur- 
ders itfelf ;  and  ftiould  be  buried  in  highways,  out  of  all 
fandified  limit,  as  a  defperate  offendrefs  againft  nature. 
Virginity  breeds  mites,  much  like  a  cheefe ;  confumes 
itfelf  to  the  very  paring,  and  fo  dies  with  feeding  his  own 
ftomach.  Befides,  virginity  is  peevifti,  proud,  idle,  made 
of  felf  love,  which  is  the  moft  inhibited  fin  in  the  canon. 
Keep  it  not ;  you  cannot  choofe  but  lofe  by't :  Out  with't: 
within  ten  years  it  will  make  itfelf  ten,  which  is  a  good- 
ly increafe  ;  and  the  principal  itfelf  not  much  the  worfc: 
Away  with't. 

S  iij 
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Hel  .  How  might  one  do,  fir,  to  lofe  it  to  her  own  liking  ? 

J^jR.  Let  me  fee :  Mari;y,  ill,  to  like  him  that  ne'er  it 
likes.  'Tis  a  commodity  will  lofe  the  glofs  with  lying ; 
the  longer  kept,  the  lefs  worth :  off  with't,  while  'tis 
vendible  :  anfwer  the  time  of  requeft.  Virginity,  like 
an  old  courtier,  wears  her  cap  out  of  fai^ion ;  richly 
fuited,  but  unfuitable :  juft  like  the  brooch  and  tooth- 
pick, which  wear  not  now  :  Your  date  is  better  in  your 
pye  and  your  porridge,  than  in  your  cheek  :  And  your 
virginity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our  French 
withered  pears ;  it  looks  ill,  it  eats  dryly ;  marry,  'tis  a 
withered  pear ;  it  was  formerly  better  }  marry,  yet,  'tis  a 
withered  pear  ;  Will  you  any  thing  with  it  ? 

Hel.  Not  my  virginity  yet. 
There  fhall  your  mafter  have  a  thoufand  loves, 
A  mother,  and  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend, 
A  phoenix,  captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefs,  and  a  fovereign, 
A  counfellor,  a  traitrefs,  and  a  dear ; 
His  humble  ambition,  proud  humility. 
His  jarring  concord,  and  his  difcord  dulcet. 
His  faith,  his  fweet  difafler  ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty,  fond,  adoptious  chriftendoms. 

That  bUnking  Cupid  goflips-     Now  (hall  he 

I  know  not  what  he  fhall : — God  fend  him  well ! — . 
The  court's  a  learning-place  ; — and  he  is  ^^^ 

Par.  What  one,  i'faith  ? 

Hel.  That  I  wifh  well 'Tis  pity — i- 

.    Far.  What's  pity  ? 

Hel.  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  body  in't, 
Which  might  be  felt :  that  we,  the  poorer  bom, 
Whofe  bafer  flars  do  fliut  us  up  in  wifhes, 
Might  with  efFeds  of  them  follow  our  friends, 
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And  (how  what  we  alone  mufl  think  ;  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  a  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  ParoUes,  my  lord  calls  for  you  ? 

[Exit  Page. 

Par.  Little  Helen,  farewell :  if  I  can  remember  thee, 
I  will  think  of  thee  at  court. 

Hel.  Monfieur  Parolles,  you  were  bom  imder  a  cha^ 
ritable  ftar. 

Par.  Under  Mars,  I. 

Hel.  I  efpecially  think,  under  Mars. 

Par.  Why  under  Mars  ? 

Hel.  The  wars  have  fo  kept  you  \mder,  that  you  mull 
•  needs  be  bom  under  Mars. 

Par.  When  he  was  predominant. 

Hel.  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think,  rather. 

Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 

Hel.  You  go  fo  much  backward,  when  you  fight. 

Par.  That's  for  advantage. 

Hel.  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  propofes  the  fafe- 
ty  :  But  the  compofition,  that  your  valour  and  fear 
makes  in  you,  is  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing,  and  I  like  the 
wear  well. 

Par.  I  am  fo  full  of  bufinefles,  I  cannot  anfwer  thee 
acutely  :  I  will  return  perfedl  courtier  ;  in  the  which, 
my  inftrudlion  fliall  ferve  to  naturalize  thee,  fo  thou 
wilt  be  capable  of  a  courtier's  counfel,  and  underftand 
what  advice  fhall  thruft  upon  thee ;  elfe  thou  died  in 
thine  unthankfulnefs,  and  thine  ignorance  majces  thee 
away :  farewell.  When  thou  haft  leifure,  fay  thy  pray- 
ers ;  when  thou  haft  none,  remember  thy  friends :  get 
thee  a  good  huft)and,  and  ufe  him  as  he  ufes  thee :  fo 
farewell.  [ExiL 

Siiij 
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Hel.  Our  remedies  aft  in  ourfelves  do  lie. 
Which  we  afcribe  to  heaven  :  the  fated  fky 
Gives  us  free  fcope  ;  bnly,  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  defigns,  when  we  ourfelves  are  dull. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  love  fo  high ; 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  my  eye  ? 
The  mightieft  fpace  in  fortune  nature  brings 
To  join  Uke  likes,  and  kifs  Uke  native  things, 
Impoflible  be  ftrange  attempts,  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pains  in  fenfe  ;  and  do  fuppofe. 
What  hath  been  cannot  be  :  Who  ever  ftrove 
To  ftiow  her  merit,  that  did  mifs  her  love  ? 
The  king's  difeafe — ^my  projed  may  deceive  me. 
But  my  intents  are  fix*d,  and  will  not  leave  me.     \Ex%u 

SCENE  IL    Paris.   A  Room  in  the  King's  Palace. 

Fhurijb  of  cornets.     Enter  the  King  of  France^  with  let^ 

ters ;  Lords  and  others  attending. 

King.  The  Florentines  and  Senoys  are  by  the  ears ; 
Have  fought  with  equal  fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  war. 

I  Lord.  So  'tis  reported,  fir. 

King.  Nay,  'tis  moft  credible ;  we  here  receive  it 
A  certainty,  vouch'd  from  our  coulin  Auftria, 
With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  fpeedy  aid ;  wherein  our  deareft  friend 
Prejudicates  the  bufinefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  denial. 

I  Lord.  His  love  and  wifdom, 
ApprovM  fo  to  your  majefty,  may  plead 
For  amplefl  credence. 

King.  He  hath  arm'd  our  anfwer. 
And  Florence  is  denied  before  he  comes : 
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Yet,  for  our  gentlemen,  that  mean  to  fee 
The  Tufcan  fervice,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 
A  nurfery  to  our  gentry,  who  are  lick 
For  breathing  and  exploit. 
King.  What's  he'  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu  and  Pa  roues. 
I  Lord.  It  is  the  count  Roufillon,  my  good  lord> 
Young  Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft  thy  fether's  fece ; 
Frank  nature,  rather  curious  than  in  hafte, 
JHath  well  composed  thee.     Thy  father's  moral  parts 
May'ft  thou  inherit  too  !  Welcome  to  Paris. 
Ber.  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  majefty's. 
King.  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  foundnefs  now. 
As  when  thy  father,  and  myfelf,  in  friendfhip 
Firft  try'd  our  foldierfhip  !  He  did  look  far 
Into  the  fervice  of  the  time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  braveft  :  he  lafted  long ; 
But  on  us  both  did  haggifh  age  Ileal  on, 
And'  wore  us  out  of  adt     It  much  repairs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  father  :  In  his  youth 
He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 
To-day  in  our  young  lords ;  but  they  may  jcft. 
Till  their  own  fcom  return  to  them  uimoted, 
Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour. 
So  like  a  courtier,  contempt  nor  bittemefs 
Were  in  his  pride  or  fharpnefs  ;  if  they  were. 
His  equal  had  awak'd  them ;  and  his  honour. 
Clock  to  itfelf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 
Exception  bid  him  fpeak,  and,  at  this  time. 
His  tongue  obey'd  his  hand :  who  were  below  him 
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He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place ; 

And  bow'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks. 

Making  them  proud  of  his  humility, 

In  their  poor  praife  he  humbled  :  Such  a  man 

Might  be  a  copy  to  thefe  younger  times ; 

Which,  followed  well,  would  demonftrate  them  now 

But  goers  backward. 

Bek.  His  good  remembrance,  fir, 
Lies  richer  in  your  thoughts,  than  on  his  tomb ; 
So  in  approof  lives  not  his  epitaph, 
As  in  your  royal  fpeech. 

King.  'Would,  I  were  with  him  !    He  would  always 
(Methinks,  I  hear  him  now  ;  his  plaufive  words      [fay. 
He  fcatterM  not  in  ears,  but  grafted  them, 
To  grow  there,  and  to  bear,) — Let  me  not  live^ 
Thus  his  good  melancholy  oft  began, 
On  the  cataftrophe  and  heel  of  paftime. 
When  it  was  out, — let  me  not  Hve^  quoth  he, 
j4fter  my  flame  lacks  oily  to  be  thefnuff 
Of  younger  fpiritSy  wbofe  apprebenjhe  fenfes 
All  but  new  things  difdcan  ;  wbofe  judgements  are 
Mere  fatbers  of  their  garments  ;  wbofe  con/iancies 

Expire  before  their  fqfhions : ^This  he  wi{h*d  : 

I,  after  him,  do  after  him  wifti  too. 
Since  I  nor  wax,  nor  honey,  can  bring  home, 
I  quickly  were  diflblved  from  my  hive. 
To  give  fome  labourers  room. 

2  Lord.  You  are  lov'd,  (ir ; 
They,  that  lead  lend  it  you,  fhall  lack  you  firft. 

King.  I  fill  a  place,  I  know't. — How  long  is't,  count. 
Since  the  phyfician  at  your  father's  died  ? 
JHe  was  much  fam'd. 

£er.  Some  fix  months  fince,  my  lori 
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'  King.  Tf  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet; — 
Lend  me  an  arm ; — the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  applications  : — ^nature  and  ficknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  leifure.     Welcome,  count; 
My  fon's  no  dearer. 

BsR.  Thank  your  majefty.  [Exeunt.    Flourijb. 

■  "' 

SCENE  III.  Roufillon.  A  Room  in  the  Countesses  Palace. 
Enter  Countess,  Steward,  and  Clown. 

Count.  I  will  now  hear :  what  fay  you  of  this  gentle- 
woman ? 

Stew.  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your  con- 
tent, I  wifh  might  be  found  in  the  calendar  of  my  paft 
endeavours ;  for  then  we  wound  our  modefty,  and  make 
foul  the  cleamefs  of  our  defervings,  when  of  ourfelvcs 
we  publifh  them. 

Count.  What  does  this  knave  here  ?  Get  you  gonc^ 
firrah  :  The  complaints,  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  not 
all  believe  ;  'tis  my  flownefs,  that  I  do  not :  for,  I  know^ 
you  lack  not  folly  to^  commit  them,  and  have  ability 
enough  to  make  fuch  knaveries  yours. 

Clo.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  madam,  I  am  a  poor 
fellow. 

Count.  Well,  fir. 

Clo.  No,  madam,  'tis  not  fo  well,  that  I  am  poor ; 
though  many  of  the  rich  are  damn'd :  But,  if  I  may 
have  your  ladyfhip's  good  will  to  go  to  the  world,  Ifbel 
the  woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 

Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good-will  in  this  cafe.    • 

Count.  In  what  cafe  ? 

Clo.  In  libel's  cafe,  and  rmnc  own.  Service  is  no  he- 
ritage :  and,  1  think,  I  fhall  never  have  the  bleffing  of 
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Gody  till  I  have  iflue  of  my  body ;  for,  they  fay,  beams 
are  blleffings. 

Count*  Tell  me  thy  reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry. 

Clo.  My  poorbody,madam,  requires  it :  I  am  driven  on 
by  the  flefli ;  and  he  muft  needs  go,  that  the  devil  drives. 

Count.  Is  this  all  your  worfliip's  reafon  ? 

Clo.  Faith,  madam,  I  have  other  holy  reafons,  fuch  as 
they  arct 

Count.  May  the  world  know  them  ? 

Cio.  I  have  been,  madam,  a  wicked  creature,  as  you 
and  all  fleih  and  blood  are ;  and,  indeed,  I  do  marry, 
that  I  may  repent. 

Count.  Thy  marriage,  fooncr  than  thy  wickednefs. 

Cio.  I  am  out  of  friends,  madam ;  and  I  hope  to  have 
friends  for  my  wife's  fake. 

Count.  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies,  knave. 

Clo.  You  are  fhallow,  madam;  e*en  great  friends ;  for 
the  knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me,  which  I  am  a-weary 
pf.  He,  that  ears  my  land,  fpares  my  team,  and  gives 
me  leave  to  inn  the  crop  :  if  I  be  his  cuckold,  he's 
my  drudge  :  He,  that  comforts  my  wife,  is  the  cheriiher 
of  my  flefh  and  blood;  he,  that  cherifties  my  flefti  and 
blood,  loves  my  flefh  and  blood  ;  he,  that  loves  my  flefh 
and  blood,  is  my  friend:  er^o,  he  that  kifles  my  wife  is  my 
friend.  If  men  could  be  contented  to  be  what  they  are, 
there  were  no  fear  in  marriage  ;  for  young  Charbon  the 
puritan,  and  old  Poyfam  the  papifl,  howfoe'er  their  hearts 
are  fever'd  in  religion,  their  heads  are  both  one,  they 
may  joU  horns  together,  like  any  deer  i*  the  herd.. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and  calum- 
nious knave  ? 

Cio.  A  prophet  I,  madam ;  and  I  fpeak  the  truth  the 
next  way : 
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For  I  the  ballad  will  repeat, 

Wbicb  men  full  true  Jhall  find; 
Tour  marriage  comes  by  deftiny^ 
Tour  cuckoo  Jings  by  kind. 
Count.  Get  you  gone,  fir ;  Til  ulk  with  you  more 
anon. 

Stew.  May  it  pleafe  you,  madam,  that  he  bid  Helen 
come  to  you  ;  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  gentlewoman,  I  would  fpeak 
with  her  ;  Helen  I  mean. 

Clo.  Was  tbis  fair  face  tbe  caufe^  quotbjhe^       [Singings 
Wby  tbe  Grecians  facked  Troy  P 
Fond  dpne^  donefond^  , 

Was  tbis  king  FrianCsjoy. 
Witb  tbat  Jhe  figbed  afjbefiood. 
With  tbat  Jhe  figbed  asjhejlood^ 
And  gave  tbisfentence  then  ; 
Among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good^ 
Among  nine  bad  if  one  be  good^ 
Tbere^s  yet  one  good  in  ten. 
Count.  What,  one  good  in  ten  ?  you  corrupt  the  fong, 
firrah« 

Clo.  One  good  woman  in  ten,  madam ;  which  is  a  pu- 
rifying o'  the  fong  :  'Would  God  would  ferve  the  world 
fo  all  the  year !  we'd  find  no  fault  with  the  tythe  woman, 
if  I  were  the  parfon :  One  in  ten,  quoth  a' !  an  we  might 
have  a  good  woman  bom  but  every  blazing  ftar,  or  jit  an^ 
earthquake,  'twould  mend  the  lottery  well ;  a  man  may 
draw  his  heart  out,  ere  he  pluck  one. 

Count.  You'll  be  gone,  fir  knave,  and  do  as  1  corn* 
mand  you  ? 

Clo.  That  man  fhould  be  at  woman's  command,  and 
yet  no  hurt  done  ! — ^Though  honefly  be  no  puritan,  yet 
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it  will  do  no  hurt ;  it  will  wear  the  furplice  of  humility 

over  the  black  gown  of  a  big  heart I  am  going,  for- 

footh  :  the  bufinefs  is  for  Helen  to  come  hither. 

[Exit  Clown. 

Count.  Well,  now. 

Stew.  I  know,  madam,  you  love  your  gentlewoman 
entirely. 

Count.  Faith,  I  do  :  her  father  bequeathed  her  to  me ; 
and  flie  herfelf,  without  other  advantage,  may  lawfully 
make  title  to  as  niuch  love  as  flie  finds  :  there  is  more 
owing  her,  than  is  paid ;  and  more  fhall  be  paid  her, 
than  (he'll  demand. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her  than,  I 
think,  fhe  wifh'd  me  :  alone  flie  was,  and  did  communi- 
cate to  herfelf,  her  own  words  to  her  own  cars;  flie 
thought,  I  dare  vow  for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any  ftran- 
ger  fenfe.  Her  matter  was,  flie  lov'd  your  fon :  For- 
tune, flie  faid,  was  no  goddefs,  that  had  put  futh  diflfer- 
cnce  betwixt  their  two  eftates;  Love,  no  god,  that 
would  not  extend  his  might,  only  where  quaUties  were 
level;  Diana,  no  queen  of  virgins,  that  would  fuflS^r  her 
poor  knight  to  be  furprifed,  without  refcue,  in  the  firft 
aflault,  or  ranfom  afterward :  This  flie  delivered  in  the 
nloft  bitter  touch  of  forrow,  that  e'er  I  heard  virgin  ex- 
claim in :  which  I  held  my  duty,  fpeedily  to  acquaint 
you  withal;  fithence,  in  the  lofs  that  may  happen,  it 
concerns  you  fomething  to  know  it. 

Count.  You  have  difcharged  this  honeftly;  keep  it  to 
yourfelf :  many  likelihoods  inform'd  me  of  this  before, 
which  hung  fo  tottering  in  the  balance,  that  I  could  nei- 
ther believe,  nor  mifdoubt :  Pray  you,  leave  me :  Hall 
this  in  your  bofom,  and  I  thank  you  for  your  honefl 
care  :  I  will  fpeak  with  you  further  anon.     [Exit  Stew^ 
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Enter  Helena. 

Count.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me,  when  I  was  young : 
If  we  are  nature's,  thefe  are  ours ;  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  rofe  of  youth  rightly  belong; 

Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood  is  born ; 
It  is  the  (how  and  feal  of  nature's  truth, 
Where  love's  ftrong  paflion  is  imprefs'd  in  youth : 
By  our  remembrances  of  days  foregone, 
Such  were  our  faults ; — or  then  we  thought  them  none. 
Her  eye  is  fick  on't ;  I  obferve  her  now. 

Hel.  What  is  your  pleafure,  madam  ? 

Count,  You  know,  Helen, 
I  am  a  mother  to  you. 

Hel.  Mine  honourable  miftrefs. 

Count.  Nay,  a  mother ; 
Why  not  a  mother  ?  when  I  faid,  a  mother, 
Methought  you  faw  a  ferpent :  What's  in  mother, 
That  you  flart  at  it  ?  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother ; 
And  put  you  in  the  catalogue  of  thofe 
That  were  enwombed  mine  :  'Tis  often  feen, 
Adoption  ftrives  with  nature ;  and  choice  breeds 
A  native  flip  to  us  from  foreign  feeds : 
You  ne'er  opprefs'd  me  with  a  mother's  groan. 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  mother's  care : — 
God's  mercy,  maiden !  does  it  curd  thy  blood, 
To  fay,  I  am  thy  mother  ?  What's  the  matter, 
That  this  diftemper'd  meflenger  of  wet, 
The  many-<:olour'd  Iris,  roimds  thine  eye  ? 
Why  ? — :-that  you  are  my  daughter  ? 

Hel.  That  I  am  not. 

Count.  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother. 

Hel.  Pardon,  madam; 
The  count  RoufiUon  cannot  be  my  brother : 
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I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honour'd  name ; 
No  note  upon  my  parents,  his  all  noble : 
My  mafter,  my  dear  lord  he  is ;  and  I 
His  fervant  live,  and  will  his  vaflal  die  : 
He^muft  not  be  my  brother. 

Count.  Nor  I  your  mother  ? 

HeI.  You  are  my  mother,  madam ;  'Would  you  were 
(So  that  my  lord,  your  fon,  were  not  my  brother,) 
Indeed,  my  mother  !— or  were  you  both  our  mothers, 
I  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  heaven, 
So  were  I  not  his  fifter  :  Can't  no  other. 
But,  I  your  daughter,  he  muft  be  my  brother  ? 

Count.  Yes,  Helen,  you  might  be  my  daughter-in-law ; 
God  fhield,  you  mean  it  not !  daughter,  and  mother. 
So  ftrive  upon  your  pulfe :  What,  pale  again  ? 
My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs :  Now  I  fee 
The  myftery  of  your  lonelinefs,  and  find 
Your  fait  tears'  head.     Now  to  all  fenfe  'tis  grofs, 
You  love  my  fon ;  invention  is  afham'd, 
Againft  the  proclamation  of  thy  paflion. 
To  fay,  thou  doft  not :  therefore  tell  me  true ;  ^ 

But  tell  me  then,  'tis  fo  : — ^for,  look,  thy  cheeks 
Confefs  it,  one  to  the  other ;  and  thine  eyes 
See  it  fo  grofsly  (hown  in  thy  behaviours,    • 
That  in  their  kind  they  fpeak  it ;  only  fin 
And  hellifti  obftinacy  tie  thy  tongue. 
That  truth  fliould  be  fufpe^ed  :  Speak,  is't  fo  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  you  have  wound  a  goodly  clue ; 
If  it  be  not,  forfwear't :  howe'er,  I  charge  thee, 
As  heaven  fliall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 
To  tell  me  truly. 

Hel.  Good  madam,  pardon  me  ! 

Count.  Do  you  love  my  fon  ? 
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Hel.  Your  pardon,  noble  miftrefs  ! 

Count.  Love  you  my  fon  ? 

Hel.  Do  not  you  love  him,  madam  ? 

Count.  Go  not  about ;  my  love  hath  in't  a  bond, 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note  :  come,  come,  difclofe 
The  ftate  of  your  aflfedion ;  for  your  paflions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 

Hel.  Then,  I  confefs. 
Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heaven  and  you, 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  heaven, 
I  love  your  fon  : — 

My  friends  were  poor,  but  honeft  ;  fo's  my  love  : 
Be  not  offended ;  for  it  hurts  not  him. 
That  he  is  lov*d  of  me  :  I  follow  him  not 
By  any  token  of  prefumptuous  fuit ; 
Nor  would  I  have  him,  till  I  do  deferve  him  j 
Yet  never  know  how  that  defert  fhould  be. 
I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  againft  hope ; 
Yet,  in  this  captious  and  intenible  fieve, 
I  ftill  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love, 
And  lack  not  to  lofe  ftill :  thus,  Indian-like, 
Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 
The  fun,  that  looks  upon  his  worfliipper. 
But  knows  of  him  no  more.    My  deareft  madam, 
Let  not  your  hate  encounter  with  my  love. 
For  loving  where  you  do  :  but,  if  yourfelf, 
Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  virtuous  youth. 
Did  ever,  in  fo  true  a  flame  of  liking, 
Wifh  chaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 
Was  both  herfelf  and  Love  ;  O  then,  give  pity 
To  her,  whofe  ftate  is  fuch,  that  cannot  choofe 
But  lend  and  give,  where  fhe  is  fure  to  lofe ; 
That  feeks  not  to  find  that  her  fearch  implies. 
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But,  riddle-like,  lives  fweetly  where  Oie  dies. 

Count.  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  truly^ 
To  go  to  Paris  ? 

Hel.  Madam,  I  had. 

Count.  Wherefore  ?  tell  true. 

Hel.  I  will  tell  truth  ;  by  grace  itfelf,  I  fwear. 
You  know,  my  father  left  me  fome  prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  proved  efFeds,  fuch  as  his  reading. 
And  manifeft  experience,  had  coUeded 
For  general  fovereignty  ;  and  that  he  will'd  me 
In  heedfulleft  refervation  to  beftow  them, 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclufive  were, 
More  than  they  were  in  note  :  amongft  the  reft. 
There  is  a  remedy,  approved,  fet  down, 
To  cure  the  defperate  languifliings,  whereof 
The  king  is  rendered  loft. 

Count.  This  was  your  motive 
For  Paris,  was  it  ?  fpeak. 

Hel.  My  lord  your  fon  made  me  to  think  of  this  ; 
Elfe  Paris,  and  the  medicine,  and  the  king, 
Had,  from  the  converfation  of  my  thoughts,    . 
Haply,  been  abfent  then. 

Count.  But  think  you,  Helen, 
If  you  ftiould  tender  your  fuppofed  aid. 
He  would  receive  it  ?  He  and  his  phyficians 
Are  of  a  mind  ;  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him. 
They,  that  they  cannot  help  :  How  Ihall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  virgin,  when  the  fchools, 
Embowell'd  of  their  dodrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  itfelf? 

Hel.  There's  fomething  hints. 
More  than  my  father's  fkill,  which  was  the  greateft 
Of  his  profeflion,  that  his  good  receipt 
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Shall,  for  my  legacy,  be  fandlified   • 

By  the  luckieft  ftars  in  heaven:  and,  would  your  horiour 

But  give  me  leave  to  try  fuccefs,  Td  venture 

The  well-loft  life  of  mine  on  his  grace's  cure, 

By  fuch  a  day,  and  hour. 

Count.  Doft  thou  believe't  ? 

IIel.  Ay,  madam,  knowingly. 

Count.  Why,  Helen,  thou  fhalt  have  my  leave,  and  love', 
Means,  and  attendants,  and  my  loving  greetings 
To  thofe  of  mine  in  court ;  I'll  ftay  at  home, 
And  pray  God's  blefling  into  thy  attempt : 
Be  gone  to-morrow  ;  and  be  fure  of  this. 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  (halt  not  mifs.      [Exeunt. 

Acrii. 

SCENE  I.    Paris.    ^  Room  in  the  King's  Palace. 
Tlourijh.    Enter  KiNGy  with  young  Lords  taking  leave 
for  the  Florentine  war;  Bertram,  Parolles,  and 
Attendants. 

King.  Farewell,  young  lord,  thefe  warlike  principles 
Do  not  throw  from  you : — and  you,  my  lord,  farewell :— • 
Share  the  advice  betwixt  you  ;  if  both  gain  all. 
The  gift  doth  ftretch  itfelf  as  'tis  receiv'd. 
And  is  enough  for  both, 

I  Lord.  It  is  our  hope,  fir, 
After  well-enter'd  foldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  grace  in  health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be ;  and  yet  my  heart 
Will  not  confefs  he  owes  the  malady 
That  doth  my  life  befiege.     Farewell,  yoimg  lords  ; 
Whether  I  five  or  die,  be  you  the  fons 
Of  worthy  Frenchmen :  let  higher  Italy 
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(Thofe  'bated,  that  inherit  but  the  fall 
Of  the  laft  monarchy,)  fee,  that  you  corae 
Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it ;  when 
The  braveft  queftant  (hrinks,  find  what  you  feek, 
That  fame  may  cry  you  loud :  I  fay,  farewell. 

2  Lord.  Health,  at  your  bidding,  ferve  your  majefly ! 

King.  Thofe  girls  of  Italy,  take  heed  of  them  j 
They  fay,  our  French  lack  language  to  deny, 
If  they  demand:  beware  of  being  captives, 
Before  you  ferve. 

Both.  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings. 

King.  Farewell Come  hither  to  me. 

[I'be  King  retires  to  a  touch. 

1  Lord.  O  my  fweet  lord,  that  you  will  ftay  behind  us ! 
Par.  'Tis  not  his  fault ;  the  fpark 

2  Lord.  O,  'tis  brave  wars ! 

Par.  Moft  admirable:  I  have  feen  thofe  wars. 

Ber.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with ; 
7b(?  youngs  and  the  next  year^  and  V//  too  early » 

Par.  Ail  thy  mind  fiand  to  it,  boy,  fteal  away  bravely* 

Ber.  I  (hall  ftay  here  the  forehorfe  to  a  fmock, 
Creaking  my  fhocs  on  the  plain  mafonry. 
Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  fword  worn. 
But  one  to  dance  with !  By  heaven,  Fll  fteal  away. 

1  Lord.  There's  honour  in  the  theft. 
Par.  Commit  it,  count. 

2  Lord.  I  am  your  acceflary ;  and  fo  farewell. 

BeR.  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortured  body. 

1  Lord.  Farewell,  captain. 

2  Lord.  Sweet  monfieur  ParoUes  ! 

Par.  Noble  heroes,  my  fword  and  yours  are  kin. 
Good  fparks  and  luftrous,  a  word,  good  metals  : — ^You 
(hall  find  in  the  regiment  of  the  Spinii,  one  captain  Spu- 
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rio,  with  his  cicatrice,  an  emblem  of  war,  here  on  his 
finifter  cheek;  it  was  this  very  fword  entrenched  it:  fay 
to  him,  I  Uve ;  and  obferve  his  reports  for  me. 
2  Lord.  We  fhall,  noble  captain. 
Par.  Mars  dote  on  you  for  his  novices !  [J^xeunt  Lords.'} 
What  will  you  do  ? 

Ber.  Stay ;  the  king  [^Seeing  bim  rtfe. 

Far,  Ufe  a  more  fpacious  ceremony  to  the  noble  lords; 
you  have  reftrain'd  yourfelf  within  the  lift  of  too  cold  an 
adieu :  be  more  expreflive  to  them ;  for  they  wear  them- 
felves  in  the  cap  of  the  time,  there  do  mufter  true  gait, 
eat,  fpeak,  and  move  under  the  influence  of  the  moft  re-? 
ceived  ftar ;  and  though  the  devil  lead  the  meafure,  fuch 
are  to  be  followed :  after  them,  and  take  a  more  dilated 
farewell. 

Ber.  And  I  will  do  fo. 

Far.  Worthy  fellows ;  and  like  to  prove  moft  finewy 
fword-men.  [Exeunt  Bertram  and  Parolles. 

Enter  Lafeu. 
Laf.  Pardon,  my  lord,  [Kneeling.']  for  me  and  for  my 

tidings. 
King.  Til  fee  thee  to  ftand  up. 
Laf.  Then  here's  a  man 
Stands,  that  has  brought  his  pardon,     I  would,  you 
Had  kneerd,  my  lord,  to  aik  me  mercy ;  and 
That,  at  my  bidding,  you  could  fo  ftand  up. 

King.  I  would  I  had ;  fo  I  h^d  broke  thy  pate, 
And  afk'd  thee  mercy  for't. 

Laf.  Goodfaith,  acrofs  : 
But,  my  good  lord,  'tis  thus ;  Will  you  be  cur'd 
Of  your  infirmity  ? 
King.  No. 
JaAP,  O,  will  you  eat; 
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No  grapes,  my  royal  fox  ?  yes,  but  you  will. 
My  noble  grapes,  an  if  my  royal  fox 
Could  reach  them :  I  have  feen  a  medicine, 
That*s  able  to  breathe  life  into  a  ftone ; 
Quicken  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  canary, 
With  fpritely  fire  and  motion ;  whofe  fimple  touch 
Is  powerful  to  araife  king  Pepin,  nay. 
To  give  great  Charlemain  a  pen  in  his  hand. 
And  write  to  her  a  love-line. 

King.  What  her  is  this  ? 

Laf.  Why,  dodor  flie  :  My  lord,  there's  one  arriv'd^ 
If  you  will  fee  her, — ^now,  by  my  faith  and  honour, 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convey  my  thoughts 
In  this  my  light  deliverance,  I  have  fpoke 
With  one,  that,  in  her  fex,  her  years,  profeflion, 
Wifdom,  and  conftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  weaknefs :  Will  you  fee  her, 
(For  that  is  her  demand,)  and  know  her  bufinefs  ? 
That  done,  laugh  well  at  me. 

King,  Now,  good  Lafeu, 
Bring  in  the  admiration ;  that  we  with  thee 
May  fpend  our  wonder  too,  or  take  off  thine. 
By  wond'ring  how  thou  took'ft  it. 

L4F.  Nay,  I'll  fit  you, 
And  not  be  all  day  neither.  [Exit  Lafeu;. 

King.  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  prologues* 
Re-enter  La  feu  ^  with  Helena. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways. 

King.  This  hafte  hath  wings  indeed. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways  j 
This  is  his  majefty,  fay  your  mind  to  him : 
A  traitor  you  do  look  like ;  but  fuch  traitors 
His  majefty  feldom  fears  :  I  am  CrefEd's  uncle 
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That  dare  leave  two  together ;  fare  you  well.  \Exit^ 

King.  Now,  fair  one,  does  your  bufinefs  follow  us  ? 

Hel.  Ay,  my  good  lord.    Gerard  de  Narbon  was 
My  father ;  in  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found. 

King.  I  knew  him. 

Hel.  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  praifes  towards  him ; 
Knowing  him,  is  enough.     On  his  bed  of  death 
Many  receipts  he  gave  me  ;  chiefly  one. 
Which,  as  the  deareft  iflTue  of  his  pradice. 
And  of  his  old  experience  the  only  darling, 
fi[e  bade  me  ftore  up,  as  a  triple  eye, 
Safer  than  mine  own  two,  more  dear ;  I  have  fo  : 
And,  hearing  your  high  majefly  is  touched 
With  that  malignant  caufe  wherein  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  father's  gift  ftands  chief  in  power, 
J  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance, 
With  all  bound  humblenefs. 

King.  We  thank  you,  maiden ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  cure, — 
When  our  moft  learned  dodors  leave  us ;  and 
The  congregated  college  have  concluded 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfom  nature 
From  her  inaidable  eflate, — I  fay  we  mufl  not 
So  ftain  our  judgement,  or  corrupt  our  hope. 
To  proflitute  our  paft-cure  malady 
To  empiricks ;  or  to  difliever  fo 
Our  great  felr  and  our  credit,  to  efleem 
A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  pafl  fenfe  we  deem. 

Hel.  My  duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  my*  pains : 
I  will  no  more  enforce  mine  office  on  you ; 
Humbly  entreating  from  your  royal  thoughts 
A  modeft  one,  to  bear  me  back  again. 

King.  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  be  caird  grateftil  : 
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Thou  thought 'ft  to  help  me  ;  and  fuch  thanks  I  give. 
As  one  near  death  to  thofe  that  wifli  him  live  :        *  , 
But,  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know*ft  no  part ; 
I  knowing  all  my  peril,  thou  no  art. 

Hel.  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try» 
Since  you  fet  up  your  reft  'gainft  remedy : 
He  that  of  greateft  works  is  finiftier. 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakeft  minifter : 
So  holy  writ  in  babes  hath  judgement  fhown, 
When  judges  have  been  babes.    Great  floods  have  flown 
From  fimple  fources ;  and  great  feas  have  dried^ 
When  miracles  have  by  the  greateft  been  denied. 
Oft  expectation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes  ;  and  oft  it  hits. 
Where  hope  is  coldeft,  and  defpair  moft  fits. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee ;  fare  thee  well,  kind  mmid  } 
Thy  pains,  not  us'd,  muft  by  thyfelf  be  paid : 
Proffers,  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

Hel.  Infpired  merit  fo  by  breath  is  barr'd : 
It  is  not  fo  with  him  that  all  things  knows. 
As  'tis  with  us  that  fquare  our  guefs  by  ftiows : 
But  moft  it  is  prefumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heaven  we  count  the  ad  of  men. 
Dear  fir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent ; 
Of  heaven,  not  me,  make  an  experiment, 
I  am  not  an  impoftor,  that  proclaim 
Myfelf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim ; 
But  know  I  think,  and  think  I  know  moft  furc. 
My  art  is  not  paft  power,  nor  you  paft  cure. 

King.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  Within  what  fpacc 
Hop'ft  thou  my  cure. 

Hel.  The  greateft  grace  lending  grace. 
Ere  twice  the  horfes  of  the  fun  ftiall  bring 
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Their  fiery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring ; 
Ere  twice  in  murk  and  occidental  Hampv 
Moift  Hefperus  hath  quench'd  his  flecpy  lamp ; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  pilot*s  glafs 
Hath  told  the  thievifh  minutes  how  they  pafs  ; 
What  is  infirm  from  your  found  parts  (hall  fly^ 
Health  fliall  live  free,  and  ficknefs  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  certainty  and  confidence. 
What  dar'ft  thou  venture  ? 

Hbl.  Tax  of  impudence,— 
A  ftrumpet*s  boldnefs,  a  divulged  Ihamc, — 
Traduc'd  by  odious  ballads  ;  my  maiden*s  name 
Sear'd  otherwife ;  no  worfe  of  word  extended. 
With  vileft  torture  let  my  life  be  ended. 

King.  Methinks,  in  thee  fome  blefled  fpirit  doth  fpeak; 
His  powerful  found,  within  an  organ  weak : 
And  what  impoffibility  would  flay 
In  common  fenfe,  fenfe  faves  another  way. 
Thy  life  is  dear ;  for  all,  that  life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate ; 
Youth,  beauty,  wifdom,  courage,  virtue,  all 
That  happinefs  and  prime  can  happy  call : 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  muft  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate. 
Sweet  pradifer,  thy  phyfic  I  will  try ; 
That  miniflers  thine  own  death,  if  I  die, 

Hbl.  If  I  break  time,  or  flinch  in  property 
Of  what  I  fpoke,  unpitied  let  me  die  5 
And  well  deferv'd  :  Not  helping,  death's  my  fee ; 
But,  if  1  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

King.  Make  thy  demand, 

Hel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

King^  Ay,  by  my  fceptre,  and  my  hopes  of  heaven. 
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Hel.  Then  fhalt  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly  hand^ 
What  hufband  in  thy  power  I  will  command : 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  choofe  from  forth  the  royal  blood  of  France ; 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propogate 
With  any  branch  or  image  of  thy  ftate  : 
But  fuch  a  one,  thy  vaflal,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  afk,  thee  to  beflow. 

King.  Here  is  my  hand ;  the  premifes  obferv'd, 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  fhall  be  ferv'd : 
So  make  the  choice  of  thy  own  time  ;  for  I, 
Thy  refolv'd  patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely. 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  muft ; 
Though,  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft ; 
From  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on, — But  reft 

Unqueftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft 

Give  me  fome  help  here,  ho ! — If  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  wprd,  my  deed  fhall  match  thy  deed. 

[Flouri/h.     ExeunL 

SCENE  11.  RoufiUon.  A  Room  in  the  Countess's  Palace. 
Enter  Countess  and  Clown. 

Count.  Come  on,  fir ;  I  fhall  now  put  you  to  the  height 
of  your  breeding. 

Clo.  I  will  fhow  myfelf  highly  fed,  and  lowly  taught : 
I  know  my  bufinefs  is  but  to  the  court. 

Count.  To  the  court!  why,  what  place  make  you  fpe- 
cial,  when  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  contempt  ?  But  to 
the  court ! 

Clo.  Truly,  madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any  manr 
ners,  he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  court :  he  that  cannot 
make  a  leg,  put  oflPs  cap,  kifs  his  hand,  and  fay  nothing, 
has  neither  leg,  hands,  lip,  nor  cap ;  and,  indeed,  fuch  a 
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fellow,  to  fay  precifely,  were  not  for  the  court :  but,  for 

me,  I  have  an  anfwer  will  ferve  all  'men. 

^  Count.  Marry,  that's  a  bountiful  anfwer,  that  fits  all 

queftions. 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  barber's  chair,  that  fits  all  buttocks ;  the 
pin-buttock,  the  quatch-buttock,  the  brawn-buttock,  or 
any  buttock. 

Count.  Will  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  queftions  ? 

Clo.  As  fit  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an  attor- 
ney, as  your  French  crown  for  your  taflfata  punk,  as 
Tib's  rufh  for  Tom's  fore-finger,  as  a  pancake  for  Shrove- 
tuefday,  a  morris  for  May-day,  as  the  nail  to  his  hole, 
the  cuckold  to  his  horn,  as  a  fcolding  quean  to  a  wrang* 
ling  knave,  as  the  nun's  lip  to  the  friar's  mouth ;  nay,  as 
the  pudding  to  his  fkin. 

Count.  Have  you,  I  fay,  an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs  for 
all  queftions  ? 

Clo.  From  below  your  duke,  to  beneath  your  confta- 
ble,  it  will  fit  any  queftion. 

Count.  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monftrous  fize, 
that  muft  fit  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  trifle  neither,  in  good  faith,  if  the  learned 
fhould  fpeak  truth  of  it :  here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 
to't :  Afk  me,  if  I  am  a  courtier ;  it  fhall  do  you  no  harm 
to  learn. 

Count.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could : — ^I  will  be  a 
fool  in  queftion,  hoping  to  be  the  wifer  by  your  anfwer. 
I  pray  you,  fir,  are  you  a  courtier  ? 

Clo.  O  Lord,  fir, ^There's  a  fimple  putting  oflf  ;— 

more,  more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count.  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that  loves 
you. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  fir, — Thick,  thick,  fpare  not  me. 
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Count.  I  think,  fir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely 
meat. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  fir, — ^Nay,  put  me  to't,  I  warrant  you. 

Count.  You  were  lately  whipp'd,  fir,  I  think. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  fir, — Spare  not  me. 

Count.  Do  you  cry,  OLord.Jir^  at  your  whipping,  and 
/pare  not  me  ?    Indeed,  your  0  Lord^Jir^  is  very  fequent 
to  your  whipping ;  you  would  anfwer  very  well  to  a 
whipping,  if  you  were  but  bound  to!t. 

Clo.  I  ne*er  had  worfe  hick  in  my  life,  in  my — OLord^ 
fir:  I  fee,  things  may  ferve  long,  but  not  ferve  ever. 

Count.  I  play  the  noble  houfewife  with  the  time,  to 
entertain  it  fo  merrily  with  a  fool. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  fir, — Why,  there't  ferves  well  again. 

Count.  An  end,  fir,  to  your  bufinefs :  Give  Helen  this. 
And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back : 
Commend  me  to  my  kinfmen,  and  my  fon ; 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo.  Not  much  commendation  to  them.     [fi:and  me  ? 

Count.  Not  much  employment  for  you :  You  under^ 

Clo.  Mofl:  fruitfully ;  I  am  there  before  my  legs. 

Count.  Hafte  you  again,  {Exeunt  fever  ally. 

SCENE  III.    Paris.    J  Room  in  the  King's  Palace. 
Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and Paroi^les.  ' 

Law.  They  fay,  miracles  are  paft ;  and  we  have  our 
philofophical  perfons,  to  make  modem  and  familiar 
things,  fupematural  and  caufelefs.  Hence  is  it,  that 
we  make  trifles  of  terrors  j  enfconcing  ourfelves  into 
feeming  knowledge,  when  we  ihould  fubmit  ourfelves 
to  an  unknown  fear. 

Par.  Why,  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder,  tha^ 
hath  (hot  out  in  our  letter  times. 
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Ber.  And  fo  'tis. 

Laf.  To  be  relinquifh^d  of  the  artifts, 

Par.  So  I  fay  ;  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelfus. 

Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentick  fellows^— 

Par.  Right,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf.  That  gave  him  out  incurable, — 

Par.  Why,  there  'tis ;  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf.  Not  to  be  helped, — 

Par.  Right ;  as  *twere,  a  man  afluf*d  of  an— 

Laf.  Uncertain  life,  and  fure  death. 

Par.  Juft,  you  fay  well ;  fo  would  I  have  faid. 

Laf.  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  novelty  to  the  world* 

Par.  It  is,  indeed  :  if  you  will  have  it  in  fhowing,  you 
fliall  read  it  in, What  do  you  call  there  ? — 

Laf.  a  fhowing  of  a  heavenly  eflfedl  in  an  earthly 
ador. 

Par.  That's  it  I  would  have  faid ;  the  very  fame. 

Laf.  Why,  your  dolphin  is  not  luftier :  Yore  me  I 
fpeak  in  refpedt 

Par.  Nay,  'tis  ftrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is  the 
brief  and  the  tedious  of  it ;  and  he  is  of  a  mod  facino- 
jous  fpirit,  that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the 

Laf.  Very  hand  of  heaven. 

Par.  Ay,  fo  I  fay, 

Laf.  In  a  moft  weak 

Par.  And  debile  minifter,  great  power,  great  tran- 
fcendence  :  which  fhould,  indeed,  give  us  a  further  ufe  to 
be  made,  than  alone  the  recovery  of  the  king,  as  to 
be 

Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

Enter  King,  Helena,  and  Attendants. 

Par.  I  would  have  faid  it ;  you  fay  well :  Here  comes 
the  king. 
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Laf.  Luflick,  as  the  Dutchman  fays  ;  Pll  like  a  ixiaid 
the  better,  whilft  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head  :  Why,  he's 
able  to  lead  her  a  coranto. 

Par.  Mort  du  Vinaigre  I  Is  not  this  Helen  ? 

Laf.  'Fore  God,  I  think  fo. 

King.  Go,  call  before  me  all  the  lords  in  court. — 

{Exit  an  Attendant. 
Sit,  my  preferver,  by  thy  patient's  fide  j 
And  with  this  healthful  hand,  whofe  banifh'd  fenfe 
Thou  haft  repealed,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promised  gift, 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  federal  Lords. 
Fair  maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye ;  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  noble  bachelors  ftand  at  my  beftowing. 
O'er  whom  both  fovereign  power  and  father's  voice 
I  have  to  ufe  :  thy  frank  eledion  make  ; 
Thou  haft  power  to  choofe,  and  they  none  to  foifake. 

Hel.  To  each  of  you  one  fair  and  virtuous  miftrefs 
Fall,  when  love  pleafe ! — marry,  to  each,  but  one  ! 

Laf.  I'd  give  bay  Curtal,  and  his  furniture, 
My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  boys'. 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King.  Perufe  them  well  : 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  had  a  noble  father. 

Hel.  Gentlemen, 
Heaven  hath,  through  me,  reftor'd  the  king  to  health* 

All.  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  heaven  for  you. 

Hel.  I  am  a  fimple  maid ;  and  therein  wealthieft. 

That,  I  proteft,  I  fimply  am  a  maid  : 

Pleafe  it  your  majefty,  I  have  done  already : 
The  blufties  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me. 
We  blujh^  that  thou  Jhould'Jl  choofe ;  but^  be  refus'dr 
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Let  the  white  death  Jit  on  thy  cheek  for  ever  ; 
Well ne^er  come  there  again. 

King.  Make  choice  ;  and,  fee, 
Who  fhuns  thy  love,  fhuns  all  his  love  in  me. 

Hel.  Now,  Dian,  from  thy  altar  do  I  fly  ; 
And  to  imperial  Love,  that  god  moft  high, 
Do  my  fighs  dream. — Sir,  will  you  hear  my  fuit  ? 

1  Lord.  And  grant  it. 

Hel.  Thanks,  fir ;  all  the  reft  is  mute. 

Lap.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  than  throw  ames- 
ace  for  my  life. 

Hel.  The  honour,  fir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  eyes. 
Before  I  fpeak,  too  threateningly  replies  : 
Love  make  your  fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wifhes,  and  her  humble  love ! 

2  Lord.  No  better,  if  you  pleafe. 
Hel.  My  wifh  receive, 

Which  great  love  grant !  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?  An  they  were  fons  of 
mine,  Pd  have  them  whipped ;  or  I  would  fend  them  to 
the  Turk,  to  make  eunuchs  of. 

Hel.  Be  not  afraid  [To  a  Lord.]  that  I  your  hand 
ftiould  take ; 
ril  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake : 
Blefling  upon  your  vows  !  and  in  your  bed 
Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ever  wed  ! 

Laf.  Thefe  boys  are  boys  of  ice,  they'll  none  have 
her ;  fure,  they  are  baftards  to  the  Englifti ;  the  French 
ne'er  got  them. 

Hel.  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good. 
To  make  yourfelf  a  fon  out  of  my  blood. 

4  Lord  Fair  one,  1  think  not  fo. 

Laf.  There's  one  grape  yet, — I  am  fure,  thy  father 
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drank  wine But  if  thou  be^ft  not  an  afs,  I  am  a  youth 

of  fourteen ;  I  have  known  thee  already.  [I  give 

Hel.  I  dare  not  fay,  I  take  you  ;  [To  Bektkam.'\  but 
Me,  and  my  fervice,  ever  whilft  I  live. 
Into  your  guiding  power — ^This  is  the  man. 

King.  Wliy  then,  young  Bertram,  take  her,  (he's  thy 
wife. 

Ber.  My  wife,  my  liege  ?  I  (hall  befeech  your  highnefs^ 
In  fuch  bufinefs  give  me  leave  to  ufc 
The  help  of  mine  own  eyes. 

King.  Know'ft  thou  not,  Bertram, 
What  fhe  has  done  for  me  ? 

Bek.  Yes,  my  good  lord ; 
But  never  hope  to  know  why  I  (hould  marry  her. 

King.  Thou  know'ft,  (he  has  rais'd  me  from  my  fick- 
ly  bed. 

Bek.  But  follows  it,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfwer  for  your  railing  ?  I  know  her  well ; 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  father's  charge  : 
A  poor  phyfician's  daughter  my  wife  ! — Difdain 
Rather  corrupt  me  ever  ! 

King.  Tis  only  title  thou  difdain'ft  in  her,  the  which 
I  c^n  build  up.     Strange  is  it,  that  our  bloods. 
Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  altogether. 
Would  quite  confound  diflindlion,  yet  fland  off 
In  differences  fo  mighty  :  If  fhe  be 
All  that  is  virtuous,  (fave  what  thou  diflik'ft, 
A  poor  phyfician's  daughter,)  thou  diflik'ft 
Of  virtue  for  the  name  :  but  do  not  fo  : 
From  loweft  place  when  virtuous  things  proceed, 
The  place  is  dignified  by  the  doer's  deed : 
Where  great  additions  fwell,  and  virtue  none, 
It  is  a  dropfied  honour  :  good  alone 

3 


AIL^S  FtELL   THAT  ENDS  WELL.  305 

Is  good,  without  a  name  ;  vilenefs  is  fo  : 

The  property  by  what  it  is  fhould  go, 

Not  by  the  title.     She  is  young,  wife,  fair ; 

In  thefe  to  nature  flie's  immediate  heir ; 

And  thefe  breed  honour  :  that  is  hOnour^s  fcom^ 

Which  challenges  itfelf  as  honour's  bom. 

And  is  not  Uke  the  fire :  Honours  bed  thrive. 

When  rather  from  our  a6ls  we  them  derive 

Than  our  fore-goers  :  the  mere  word's  a  flave, 

Debauched  on  every  tomb ;  on  every  grave, 

A  lying  trophy ;  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 

Where  dull,  and  damn'd  oblivion,  is  the  tomb 

Of  honoured  bones  indeed.     What  (hould  be  laid  ? 

If  thou  canll  like  this  creature  as  a  maid, 

I  can  create  the  reft  :  virtue,  and  Ihe, 

Is  her  own  dower  ;  honour,  and  wealth,  from  me. 

Ber.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do*t. 

King.  Thou  wrong'ft  thyfelf,  if  thou  Ihould'ft  ftrive 
to  choofe. 

Hbl.  That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  lord,  I  am  glad  ; 
Let  the  reft  go. 

King.  My  honour's  at  the  ftake  ;  which  to  defeat, 
I  muft  produce  my  power :  Here,  take  her  hand. 
Proud  fcomful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift ; 
That  doft  in  vile  mifprifion  fliackle  up 
My  love,  and  her  defert ;  that  canft  not  dream. 
We,  poizing  us  in  her  defedhve  fcale, 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam  ;  that  wilt  not  know. 
It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  honour,  where 
We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow  :  Check  thy  contempt : 
Obey  our  will,  which  travails  in  thy  good : 
Believe  not  thy  difdain,  but  prefently 
Do  thine  own  fortxmes  that  obedient  right. 

Vol.  II.  U 
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Which  both  thy  duty  owes,  and  our  power  claims ; 

Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  care  for  ever,. 

Into  the  ftaggars,  and  the  carelefs  lapfe 

Of  youth  and  ignorance  ;  both  my  revenge  and  hate, 

Looiing  upon  thee  in  the  name  of  juftice. 

Without  all  terms  of  pity :  Speak ;  thine  anfwer. 

Ber.  Pardon,  my  gracious  lord  ;  for  I  fubmit    x 
My  fancy  to  your  eyes :  When  I  confider, 
What  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour,  * 
Flies  where  you  bid  it,  I  find,  that  fhe,  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  thoughts  moft  bafe,  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  king  ;  who,  fo  ennobled, 
Is,  as  'twere,  born  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand, 
And  tell  her,  fhe  is  thine :  to  whom  I  promife 
A  counterpoize ;  if  not  to  thy  eftate, 
A  balance  more  replete, 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

,  King.  Good  fortune,  and  the  favour  of  the  king, 
Smile  upon  this  contradl ;  whofe  ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  now-born  brief. 
And  be  performed  tornight :  the  folemn  feaft 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 
Expeding  abfent  friends.     As  thou  lov'ft  her. 
Thy  love's  to  me  religious ;  elfe,  does  err; 

[Exeunt  King,  Bertram,  Helena,  Lords,  and 
Attendants. 

Lap.  Do  you  hear,  monfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 

Par.  Your  pleafure,  fir? 

Laf.  Your  lord  and  matter  did  well  to  make  his  re- 
cantation. 

Par.  Recantation  ?  My  lord  ?  my  mafl:er  ? 

Laf  Ay ;  Is  it  not  a  language,  I  fpeak  ? 
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Par.  a  moft  harfh  one ;  and  not  to  be  underftood 
without  bloody  fucceeding.     My  Mafter  ? 

Laf.  Are  you  companion  to  the  cotint  RoufiUon  ? 

Par.  To  any  count ;  to  all  counts  ;  to  what  is  man. 

Laf.  To  what  is  count's  man ;  count's  mafter  is  of  an- 
other ftyle. 

Par.  You  are  too  old,  fir ;  let  it  fatisfy  you,  you  are 
too  old. 

Laf.  I  muft  tell  thee,  fir  rah,  I  write  man ;  to  which 
title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 

Laf.  I  did  think  thee,  for  two  ordinaries,  to  be  a  pret- 
ty wife  fellow ;  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of  thy 
travel ;  it  might  pafs :  yet  the  fcarfs,  and  the  bannerets, 
about  thee,  did  manifoldly  diflliade  me  from  believing 
thee  a  veflel  of  too  great  a  burden.  I  have  now  found 
thee ;  when  I  lofe  thee  again,  I  care  not :  yet  art  thou 
good  for  nothing  but  taking  up ;  and  that  thou  art  fcarce 
worth. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  privilege  of  antiquity  upon 
thee, 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thyfelf  too  far  in  anger,  left  thou 
haften  thy  trial ;  which  if — Lord  have  mercy  on  thee 
for  a  hen  I  So,  my  good  window  of  lattice,  fare  thee 
well ;  thy  cafement  I  need  not  open,  for  I  look  through 
thee.    Give  me  thy  hand. 

Par.  My  lord,  you  give  me  moft  egregious  indignity* 

Laf.  Ay,  w^ith  all  my  heart ;  and  thou  art  worthy  of  it. 

Par.  I  have  not,  my  lord,  deferv'd  it* 

Laf.  Yes,  good  faith,  every  dram  of  it ;  and  I  will  noc 
bate  thee  a  fcruple. 

Par.  Well,  I  ftiall  be  wifer. 

Laf.  E'en  as  foon  as  thou  canft,  for  thou  haft  to  pull 
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at  a  fraack  o'the  contrary.  If  ever  thou  be'ft  bound  in 
thy  fcarf,  and  beaten,  thou  fhalt  find  what  it  is  to  be 
proud  of  thy  bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold  my  ac- 
quaintance with  thee,  or  rather  my  knowledge ;  that  I 
may  fay,  in  the  default,  he  is  a  man  I  know. 

Par.  My  lord,  you  do  me  moft  infupportable  vexation- 

Laf.  I  would  it  were  hell-pains  for  thy  fake,  and  my 
poor  doing  eternal :  for  doing  I  am  pad ;  as  I  will  by 
thee,  in  what  motion  age  will  give  me  leave.  [Exit. 

Par.  Well,  thou  haft  a  fon  fhall  take  this  difgrkce  off 
me  ;  fcurvy,  old,  filthy,  fcurvy  lord ! — ^Well,  I  mufl  "be 
patient ;  there  is  no  fettering  of  authority.  Til  beat'  him, 
by  my  life,  if  I  can  meet  him  with  any  convenience,  an 
he  were  double  and  double  a  lord,  I'll  have  no  more 
pity  of  his  age,  than  I  would  have  of — ^I'U  beat  him,  an 
if  I  could  but  meet  him  again. 

Re-enter  Lafev. 

Laf.  Sirrah,  your  lord  and  mafter^s  married,  there^s 
news  for  you  ;  you  have  a  new  miftrefs. 

Par.  I  moft  unfeignedly  befeech  your  lordfhip  to  make 
fome  refervation  of  your  wrongs  :  He  is  my  good  lord : 
whom  I  ferve  above,  is  my  mafter. 

Laf.  Who  ?  God  ? 

Par.  Ay,  lir. 

Laf.  The  devil  it  is,  that^s  thy  mafter.  Why  daft  thou 
garter  up  thy  arms  o'  this  fafhion  ?  doft  make  hofe  o{ 
thy  fleeves  ?  do  other  fervants  fo  ?  Thou  wert  beft  fet 
thy  lower  part  where  thy  nofe  ftands.  By  mine  honour, 
if  I  were  but  two  hours  younger,  Fd  beat  thee :  me- 
thinks,  thou  art  a  general  offence,  and  every  man  fhould 
beat  thee.  I  think,  thou  waft  created  for  men  to  breathe 
themfelves  upon  thee. 

PAi.  This  is  hajrd  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  lord. 
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Lap.  Go  to,  fir ;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  picking 
a  kernel  out  of  a  pomegranate ;  you  are  a^vagabond,  and 
no  true  traveller  :  you  are  more  faucy  with  lords,  and 
honourable  perfonages,  than  the  heraldry  of  your  birth 
^and  virtue  gives  you  commiffion.  You  are  not  worth 
another  word,  elfe  Td  call  you  knave.  I  leave  you.  [Exit. 
Enter  Bertram. 

Far.  Good,  very  good ;  it  is  fo  then Good,  very 

good  ;  let  it  be  coriceard  a  while. 

Ber.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever ! 

Par.  What  is  the  matter,  fweet  heart  ? 

Ber.  Although  before  the  folemn  prieft  I  have  fwom, 
I  will  not  bed  her. 

Par.  What  ?  what,  fweet  heart  I 

Ber.  O  my  Parolles,  they  have  married  me : — 
ril  to  the  Tufcan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.  France  is  a  dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits 
The  tread  of  a  man's  foot :  to  the  wars  ! 

Ber.  There's  letters  frommymother;  whattheimportis, 
I  know  not  yet. 

Par.  Ay,  that  would  be  known :  To  the  wars,  my 
boy,  to  the  wars  ! 
He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box  unfeen. 
That  hugs  his  kickfy-wickfy  here  at  -home ; 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms. 
Which  fhould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet 
Of  Mars's  fiery  fl:eed :  To  other  regions ! 
France  is  a  fl:able ;  we  that  dwell  in't,  jades  ; 
Therefore,  to  the  war  ! 

Ber.  It  ftiall  be  fo  ;  I'll  fend  her  to  my  houfe, 
Acquaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her. 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled  ;  write  to  the  king 
That  which  I  durft  not  fpeak :  His  prefent  gifi: 

U  iij 
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Shall  furnifli  me  to  thofe  Italian  fieMs, 
Where  noble  fellows  ftrike  :  War  is  no-ftrife 
To  the  dark  houfe,  and  the  detefted  wife. 

Tak.  Will  this  capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure  ? 

Bek.  Go  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advife  me. 
Fll  fend  her  ftraight  away  :  To-morrow 
ril  to  the  wars,  flie  to  her  fingle  forrow.         ['Tis  hard ; 

Tak.  Why,  thefe  balls  bound  ;  there's  noife  in  it.— - 
A  young  man,  married,  is  a  man  that's  marr'd : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely  ;  go  : 
The  king  has  done  you*  wrong ;  but,  hufh!  'tis  fo.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    T^befame.    Another  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 

Hel.  My  mother  greets  me  kindly  :  Is  fhe  well  ? 

Clo.  She  is  not  well ;  but  yet  fhe  has  her  health :  flic's 
very  merry ;  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well :  but  thanks  be 
given,  (he's  very  well,  and  wants  nothing  i'the  world ; 
but  yet  (he  is  not  well. 

Hel.  If  fhe  be  very  well,  what  does  fhe  ail,  that  fhe's 
not  very  well  ? 

Clo,  Truly,  fhe's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  two  things, 

Hel.  What  two  things  ?  ^ 

Clo.  One,  that  fhe's  not  in  heaven,  whither  God  fend 
her  quickly  !  the  other,  that  fhe's  in  earth,  from  whence 
God  fend  her  quickly  ! 

Enter  Farolles. 

Par.  Blefs  you,  my  fortunate  lady ! 

Hel.  I  hope,  fir,  I  have  your  good  will  to  have  mine 
own  good  fortunes. 

Par.  You  had  my  prayers  to  lead  them  on;  and  to 

keep  them  on,  have  them  flill ^O,  my  knave !  Hqv 

does  my  old  lady  ? 
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Clo.  So  that  you  had  her  wrinkles,  and  I  her  money, 
I  would  flie  did  as  you  fay. 

Par.  Why,  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry,  you  are  the  wifer  man ;  for  many  a  man's 
tongue  fhakes  out  his  mailer's  undoing :  To  fay  nothing, 
to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to  have  nothing, 
is  to  be  a  great  part  of  your  title ;  which  is  within  a  very 
little  of  nothing. 

Par.  Away,  thou'rt  a  knave. 

Clo.  You  fhould  have  faid,  fir,  before  a  knave  thou 
art  a  knave  ;  that  is,  before  me  thou  art  a  knave :  this 
had  been  truth,  fir. 

Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  fool,  I  have  found  thee. 

Clo.  Did  you  find  me  in  yourfelf,  fir  ?  or  were  you 
taught  to  find  me  ?  The  fearch,  fir,  was  profitable  ;  and 
much  fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even  to  the  world's 
pleafure,  and  the  increafe  of  laughter. 

Par.  a  good  knave,  i'faith,  and  well  fed — 
Madam,  my  lord  will  go  away  to-night ; 
A  very  ferious  bufinefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  prerogative  and  rite  of  love, 
Which,  as  your  due,  time  claims,  he  does  acknowledge ; 
But  puts  it  off  by  a  compell'd  refl:raint ; 
Whofe  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  fl:rew'd  with  fweets. 
Which  they  difl:il  now  in  the  curbed  time. 
To  make  the  coming  hour  overflow  with  joy. 
And  pleafure  drown  the  brim. 

Hel.  Wliat's  his  will  elfe  ? 

Pjr.  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  o'the  king. 
And  make  this  hafle  as  your  own  good  proceeding. 
Strengthened  with  what  apology  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

HfL.  What  more  commands  he  ?   . 

U  iiij 
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Par.  That,  having  this  obtained,  you  prefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure. 

Hel.  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  wilL 
.   Par.  I  fhall  report  it  fo. 

Hel.  I  pray  you.— Xome,  firrah.  [Exeunt^ 

■  ■  I  ■  I  ,111  I  M^         I  I      I     I  I  I  I  11  I  ■  I     ■■> 

SCENE  V.  Another  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  La  feu  and  Ber  tram. 
Lap.  But,  I  hope,  your  lordfhip  thinks  not  him  a  folr 
4ier. 

Ber.  Yes,  my  lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approo£ 
Lap.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance* 

^ 

Ber.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony, 

Laf.  Then  my  dial  goes  not  true  ;  I  took  this  lark  for 
a  bunting. 

Ber.  I  do  affure  you,  my  lord,  he  is  very  great  in 
knowledge,  and  accordingly  valiant. 

Laf.  I  have  then  finned  againft  his  experience,  and 
tranfgrefs'd  againft  his  valour ;  and  my  ftate  that  way  is 
dangerous,  fince  I  cannot  yet  find  in  my  heart  to  re- 
pent.    Here  he  comes  j  I  pray  you,  make  us  friends,  I . 
yriM  purfue  the  amity. 

Enter  Pa ROLiEs. 

Par.  Tliefe  things  fhall  be  done,  fir.     [To  Bertram. 

Laf.  Tray  you,  fir,  whp's  his  tailor  ? 

Par.  Sir  ? 

Laf.  O,  I  know  him  well :  Ay,  fir ;  he,  fir,  is  a  good 
workman,  a  very  good  tailor. 

Ber.  Is  flie  gone  to  the  king  ?         lA/ide  to  Parolles. 

Par.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  fhe  away  to-night  ? 

Par.  As  you'll  have  her. 

Ber.  I  have  wfit  my  letters,  cafketed  my  tre^fui^c. 
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Given  order  for  our  horfes ;  and  to-night. 
When  I  fliould  take  poffeffion  of  the  bride,— 
And  ere  I  do  begin, 

Lap.  a  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end 
of  a  dinner  ;  but  one  that  lies  three  thirds,  and  ufes  a 
known  truth  to  pafs  a  thouland  nothings  with,  fhould 
be  once  heard,  and  thrice  beaten. — God  fave  you,  cap- 
tain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  unkindnefs  between  my  lord  and 
you,  monfieur  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferv'd  to  run  into  my 
lord's  difpleafure. 

Lap.  You  have  made  fliift  to  run  into't,  boots  and 
fpurs  and  all,  like  him  that  leap'd  into  the  cuftard  ;  and 
out  of  it  you'll  run  again,  rather  than  fufFer  queftionfor 
your  refidence. 

Ber.  It  may  be,  you  have  miftaken  him,  my  lord. 

Laf.  And  fhall  do  fo  ever,  though  I  took  him  at  his 
prayers.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord :  and  believe  this  of 
me,  There  can  be  no  kernel  in  this  light  nut ;  the  foul 
of  this  man  is  his  clothes :  truft  him  not  in  matter  of 
heavy  confequence;  I  have  kept  of  them  tame,  and 
know  their  natures. — Farewell,  monfieur :  I  have  fpoken 
better  of  you,  than  you  have  or  will  deferve  at  my  hand; 
but  we  muft  dp  good  againft  evil.  [Exit^ 

Par.  An  idle  lord,  I  fwear. 

Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  I  do  know  him  well ;  and  common  fpeech 
Gives  him  a  worthy  pafs.     Here  comes  my  clog. 

Enter  Helena. 

Hel.  I  have,  fir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you. 
Spoke  with  the  king,  and  have  profur'd  his  leave 
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For  prefent  parting  ;  only,  he  defires 
Some  private  fpeech  with  you. 

Bek.  I  fhall  obey  his  will. 
You  mud  not  marvel,  Helen,  at  my  courfc, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  doeg 
The  miniftration  and  required  office 
On  my  particular  :  prepared  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  bufinefs  ;  therefore  am  I  found 
So  much  unfettled  :  This  drives  me  to  entreat  you^ 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home  ; 
And  rather  mufe,  than  afk,  why  I  entreat  you  : 
For  my  refpeds  are  better  than  they  fecm ; 
And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need. 
Greater  than  fhows  itfelf,  at  the  firft  view, 
To  you  that  know  them  not.    This  to  my  mother  : 

{Giving  a  letter. 
'Twill  be  two  days  ere  I  fhall  fee  you ;  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdom. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 
But  that  I  am  your  moft  obedient  fervant. 

Ber.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  that. 

Hel.  And  ever  fhall 
With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that, 
Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  flars  have  fail'd 
To  equal  my  great  fortune. 

Bek.  Let  that  go  : 
My  hafle  is  very  great :  Farewell,  hie  home. 

Hel.  Pray,  fir,  your  pardon. 

Ber.  Well,  what  would  you  fay,? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe  j 
Nore  dare  I  fay,  'tis  mine  ;  and  yet  it  is  j 
But,  like  a  timorous  thief,  mofl  fain  would  fleal 
What  law  does  vouch  mine  own. 
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Ber.  What  would  you  have  ?  [deed.-i 

Hel.  Something  ;  and  fcarce  fo  much  : — ^nothing,  in- 
I  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would;  my  lord — *faith,  yes; — 
Strangers,  and  foes,  do  funder,  and  not  kifs, 

Bee.  I  pray  you,  flay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  horfe. 

Hel.  I  fhall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  lord. 

Ber.  Where  are  my  other  men,  monfieur  ? — Fare- 
well. [Exit  Helena. 
Go  thou  toward  home  ;  where  I  will  never  come, 
Whilft  I  can  fhake  my  fword,  or  hear  the  drum  : — 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  coragio !  [Exeunt. 


ACT.  HI. 

SCENE  I.    Florence,    yt  Rooom  in  the  Dvke^s  Palace. 

Flourijb.     Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  attended ;  two 

French  ZiO/?i>  5,  and  Others. 

Duke.  So  that,  from  point  to  point,  now  have  you  heard 
The  fundamental  reafon  of  this  war  ; 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  blood  let  forth, 
And  more  thirfts  after, 

1  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  quarrel 

Upon  your  grace's  part ;  black  and  fearful 
On  the  oppofer. 

Duke.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  coufin  France 
Would,  in  fo  juft  a  bufinefs,  ihut  his  bofom 
Againfl  our  borrowing  prayers. -^ 

2  Lord.  Good  my  lord. 

The  reafons  of  our  ftate  I  cannot  yield, 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  man, 
That  the  great  figure  of  a  council  frames 
JBy  felf-unable  motion :  therefore  dare  not 
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Sfty  what  I  think  of  it ;  fince  I  have  found 
Myfelf  in  my  uncertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  guefs'd. 

DvKE.  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord.  But  I  am  fure,  the  younger  of  our  nature. 
That  furfeit  on  their  eafe,  will,  day  by  day. 
Come  here  for  phyfick. 

Duke.  Welcome  fhall  they  be ; 
And  all  the  honours,  that  can  fly  from  us. 
Shall  on  them  fettle.     You^  know  your  places  well ; 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell : 
To-morrow  to  the  field.  [Flourijb.     Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.  Roufillon.  j4  Room  in  the  Countesses  Palace. 
Enter  Countess  and  Clown. 

Count.  It  hath  happened  all  as  I  would  have  had  it, 
fave,  that  he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  lord  to  be  a  very 
melancholy  man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  ? 

Clo.  Why,  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  fing;  mend 
the  ruflf,  and  fing ;  afk  queftions,  and  fing ;  pick  his  teeth, 
and  fing :  I  know  a  man  that  had  this  trick  of  melanr 
choly,  fold  a  goodly  manor  for  a  fong. 

Count.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  means 
to  come.  [Opening  a  Letter. 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  Ifbel,  fince  I  was  at  court :  our 
old  lings  and  our  Ifbels  o'  the  country  are  nothing  like 
your  old  ling  and  your  Ifbels  o'  the  court :  the  brains  of 
my  Cupid's  knocked  out ;'  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  an  old 
man  loves  money,  with  no  ftomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Plo.  E'en  th^t  you  have  therpt  [Emt. 
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Count.  [Reads.]  I  have  fent  you  a  daugbter-in-law :  fie 
bath  recovered  the  king,  and  undone  me.  I  have  wedded  ber^ 
not  bedded  ber ;  and  /worn  to  make  tbe  not  eternal.  Tom 
JhaU  bear^  I  am  run  away  ;  know  it^  before  tbe  report  come. 
If  tbere  be  breadth  enougb  in  tbe  world,  I  will  bold  a  hng 
di/lance.     My  duty  to  you. 

Tour  unfortunate  fon^ 

Bertram. 
This  is  not  well,  rafli  and  unbridled  boy, 
To  fly  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  king ; 
To  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  head. 
By  the  mifprizing  of  a  maid  too  virtuous 
For  the  contempt  of  empire. 

Re-enter  Cloifn. 

Clo.  O  madam,  yonder  is  heavy  news  within,  between 
two  foldiers  and  my  yoimg  lady. 

Count.  What  is  the  matter  ?  ^ 

Clo.  Nay,  there  is  fome  comfort  in  the  news,  fome 
comfort ;  your  fon  will  not  be  kiird  fo  foon  as  I  thought 
he  would. 

Count.  Why  fliould  he  be  kiU'd  ? 

Clo.  So  fay  I,  madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear  hi 
does  :  the  danger  is  in  ftanding  to't ;  that^s  the  lofs  of 
men,  though  it  be  the  getting  of  children.  Here  they 
come,  will  tell  you  more  :  for  my  part,  I  only  hear,  your 
fon  was  run  away.  [Exit  Clojfn. 

Enter  Helena  and  two  Gentlemen. 

i  Gen.  Save  you,  good  madam. 

Hel.  Madam,  my  lord  is  gone,  for  eter  gone. 

2  Gen.  Do  not  fay  fo. 

Count.  Think   upon  patience. — Tray   you,    gentle- 
men,— 
I  have  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  joy,  and  grief^ 
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Tliat  the  firft  face  of  neither,  on  the  ftart, 
Can  woman  me  unto't : — Where  is  my  fon,  I  pray  you  ? 
2  Gen.  Madam, he's  gone  to  ferve  the  duke  of  Florence : 
We  met  him  thitherward  ;  for  thence  we  came, 
And,  after  fome  difpatch  in  hand  at  court, 
Thither  we  bend  again. 

Hel.  Look  on  his  letter,  madam  ;  here's  my  paflport. 

[Reads.]   When  thou  canjl  get  the  ring  upon  my  finger^ 

which  never  Jhall  come  off,  andjhow  me'  a  child  begotten 

of  thy  body,  that  I  am  father  to,  then  call  me  bufband: 

but  infuch  a  then  /  write  a  never. 

This  is  a  dreadful  fentence. 

Count.  Brought  you  this  letter,  gentlemen  ? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  madam ; 

And,  for  the  contents'  fake,  are  forry  for  our  pains. 

Count.  I  pr'ythee,  lady,  have  a  better  cheer ; 
If  thou  engroffeft  all  the  griefs  are  thine. 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  a  moiety  :  He  was  my  fon  ; 
But  I  do  wafli  his  name  out  of  my  blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  child. — Towards  Florence  is  he  ? 

2  Gen.  Ay,  madam. 
Count.  And  to  be  a  foldier  ? 

2  Gen.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe :  and,  believe't, 
The  duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 
That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count.  Return  you  thither  ? 

I  Gen.  Ay,  madam,  with  the  fwifteft  wing  of  fpeed. 

Hel.   [Reads.]   ^ Till  I  have  no  wife^  I  have  nothing  in 
France. 
'Tis  bitter. 

Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 

Hel.  Ay,' madam. 

I  Gen.  'Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand,  haply,  which 
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His  heart  was  not  confenting  to.  i 

Count.  Nothing  in  France,  until  he  have  no  wife  ! 
There's  nothing  here,  that  is  too  good  for  him. 
But  only  fhe ;  and  fhe  deferves  a  lord, 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  boys  might  tend  upon, 
And  call  her  hourly,  miftrefs.     Who  was  with  him  ? 

I  Gen.  a  fervant  only,  and  a  gentleman 
Which  I  have  fome  time  known. 

Count.  ParoUes,  was't  not  ? 

I  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  lady,  he. 

Count.  A  very  tainted  fellow,  and  full  of  wickeduefs. 
My  fon  corrupts  a  well-derived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen.  Indeed,  good  lady, 

The  fellow  has  a  deal  of  that,  too  much, 
Which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen, 
I  will  entreat  you,  when  you  fee  my  fon. 
To  tell  him,  that  his  fword  can  never  win 
The  honour  that  he  lofes  :  more  I'll  entreat  you 
Written  to  bear  along. 

2  Gen.  We  ferve  you,  madam, 

In  that  and  all  your  worthieft  affairs. 

Count.  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  courtefies.^ 
Will  you  draw  near  ? 

[Exeunt  Countess  and  Gentlemen. 

Hel.  Till  I  have  no  wife^  I  hceve  nothing  in  France. 
Nothing  in  France,  until  he  has  no  wife ! 
Thou  fhalt  have  none,  Rousillon,  none  in  France, 
Then  haft  thou  all  again.     Poor  lord !  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  coxmtry,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 
Of  the  none-fparing  war  ?  and  is  it  I 
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That  drive  thee  from  the  fportive  court,  where  thou 
Waft  (hot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  fmoky  mufkets  ?  O  you  leaden  meflengers. 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  fire. 
Fly  with  falft  aim ;  move  the  ftill-piecing  air. 
That  fings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  lord ! 
Whoever  (hoots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there ; 
Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  breaft, 
I  am  the  caitiff,  that  do  hold  him  to  it ; 
And,  though  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 
His  death  was  fo  effedted  :  better  'twere, 
I  met  the  ravin  lion  when  he  roared 
With  (harp  conftraint  of  hunger ;  better  'twere 
That  all  the  miferies,  which  nature  owes. 
Were  mine  at  once :  No,  come  thou  home,  Rousillon, 
Whence  honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  fear, 
As  oft  it  lofes  all ;  I  will  be  gone : 
My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence : 
^  Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't  ?  no,  no,  although 
The  air  of  paradife  did  fan  the  houfe. 
And  angels  offic'd  all :  I  will  be  gone ; 
That  pitiful  rumour  may  Report  my  flight. 
To  confolate  thine  ear.  Come,  night;  end,  day! 
For,  with  the  dark,  poor  thief,  I'll  fteal  away.  [J&ri^. 

SCENE  III.    Florence.    Before  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Flourijh.     Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence^  Ber tram^ 

LoRDSf  Officers^  Soldiers ^  and  Others. 
Duke.  The  general  of  our  horfe  thou  art ;  and  we, 
Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beft  love  and  credence. 
Upon  thy  promifing  fortune. 

Ber.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy,  for  my  ftrength ;  but  yet 
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We'll  ftrive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake. 
To  the  extreme  edge  of  hazard. 

Duke.  Then  go  thou  forth ; 
And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  helm. 
As  thy  aufpicious  miftrefs  \ 

Ber.  This  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  myfelf  into  thy  file  : 
Make  me  but  Hke  my  thoughts ;  and  I  fliall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  driun,  hater  of  love.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  IF.  Roufillon.  A  Room  in  the  Countess's  Palace. 
'  Enter  Countess  and  STErrjRD. 

Count.  Alas !  and  would  you  take  thp  letter  of  her  ? 
Might  you  not  know,  {he  would  do  as  fhe  has  done. 
By  fending  me  a  letter  ?  Read  it  again. 

Stew.  I  am  Saint  Jaques'  pilgrim,  tbitber  gdnc ; 

Ambitious  love  batbfo  in  me  offended, 
Tlbat  bare-foot  plod  I  tbe  cold  ground  upon^ 

Witb  fainted  vow  my  faults  to  bave  amended. 
Write^  write,  that,  from  tbe  bloody  courfe  of  war,  . 

My  dearefi  mqfter,  your  dearfon  may  bie  ; 
Blefs  bim  at  bome  in  peace,  wbil/l  I  from  far  ^ 

His  name  witb  zealous  fervour  fanS^y : 
His  taken  labours  bid  bim  me  forgive  ; 

JT,  bis  defpiteful  Junofent  bim  forth 
From  courtly  friends,  witb  camping  foes  to  live, 

Wbere  deatb  and  danger  dog  tbe  beels  of  worth : 
ffe  is  too  good  and  fair  for  deatb  and  me  ; 
Whom  I  myfelf  embrace,  tofet  bim  free. 

Count.  Ah,  what   iharp  flings  are  in  her  mildefl 

words ! ' 

Rinaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  fd  much. 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo ;  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
^     VoL.IL  X 
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I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  fhe  hath  prevented. 

Steht.  Pardon  me,  madam  : 
If  I  had  given  you  this  at  over-night. 
She  might  have  been  o'erta'en  ;  and  yet  Ihe  writes, 
Purfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

Count.  What  angel  (hall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  hufband  ?  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  her  prayers,  whpm  heaven  delights  to  hear, 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  greateft  juftice, — Write,  write,  Rinaldo, 
To  this  unworthy  hufband  of  his  wife ; 
Lfet  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth. 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  my  greateft  grief, 
Though  little  he  do  feel  it,  fet  down  fharply. 
Defpatch  the  moft  convenient  meflenger  :— 
When,  haply,  he  fhall  hear  that  ftie  is  gone, 
He  will  return  ;  and  hope  I  may,  that  fhe. 
Hearing  fo  much,  will  fpeed  her  foot  again. 
Led  hither  by  pure  love  :  which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  me,  I  have  no  fkill  in  fenfe 
To  make  diftindHon : — Provide  this  meflenger  : — . 
My  heart  is  heavy  ^  and  mine  age  is  weak ; 
Grief  would  have  tears,  and  forrow  bids  me  fpeak. 

lExeUnt. 
-  ■  ■  ■  I. ■■■  ,  .        ■...—  ,■■,       ,    I 

SCENE  V.    Without  the  Wails  of  Florence. 

ji  tucket  afar  off.  Enter  an  old  Widow  of  Florence,  Diana^ 

Vio LENTA,  Mariana,  and  other  Citizens. 

WiD.  Nay,  come ;  for  if  they  do  approach  the  city, 
we  fhall  lofe  all  the  fight. 

DiA.  They  fay,  the  French  count  has  done  moft  ho- 
nourable fervice. 
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WiD.  It  is  reported  that  he  has  taken  their  greateft 
commander ;  and  that  with  his  own  hand  he  flew  the 
duke's  brother.  We  have  loft  our  labour ;  they  are  gone 
a  contrary  way  :  hark  !  you  may  know  by  their  trum- 
pets. 

Mak.  Come,  let's  return  again,  and  fuffice  ourfelvea 
with  the  report  of  it.  Well,  Diana,  take  heed  of  this 
French  earl :  the  honour  of  a  maid  is  her  name  ;  and 
no  legacy  is  fo  rich  as  honefty. 

WiD.  I  have  lold  my  neighbour,  how  you  have  been 
folicited  by  a  gentleman  his  companion. 

Mar.  I  know  that  knave ;  hang  him  !  one  Parolles  : 
a  filthy  officer  he  is  in  thofe  fuggeftions  for  the  young 
earl Beware  of  them,  Diana  ;  their  promifes,  entice- 
ments, oaths,  tokens,  and  all  thefe  engines  of  luft,  are 
not  the  things  they  go  under :  many  a^maid  hath  been 
feduced  by  them ;  and  the  mifery  is,  example,  that  fo 
terrible  fhows  in  the  wreck  of  maidenhood,  cannot  for 
all  that  difTuade  fucceflion,  but  that  they  are  limed  with 
the  twigs  that  threaten  them.  I  hope,  I  need  not  to  ad- 
vife  you  further  ;  but,  I  hope,  your  own  grace  will  keep 
you  where  you  are,  though  there  were  no  further  dan- 
ger known,  but  the  modefty  which  is  fo  loft. 
DiA.  You  fliall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena,  in  the  drefs  of  a  Pilgrim. 
WiD.  I  hope  fo. — Look,  here  comes  a  pilgrim :  I  know 
flie  will  lie  at  my  houfe  :  thither  they  fend  one  another : 
rU  queftion  her.-— 
God  fave  you,  pilgrim !  Whither  are  you  bound  .^ 

Hel.  To  Saint  Jaques  le  grand. 
Where  do  the  palmers  lodge,  I  do  befeech  you  J 
Win.  At  the  Saint  Francis  here,  befide  the  port. 
Hel.  Is  this  the  way  ? 

Xij 
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WiD.  Ay,  marry,  is  it. — Hark  you.    [A  march  (far  off. 
They  come  this  way :— If  you  will  tany ,  holy  pilgrim,  , 
But  till  the  troops  come  by, 
I  will  condud  you  where  you  fliall  be  lodg'd ; 
The  rather,  for,  I  think,  I  know  your  hoftefs 
As  ample  as  myfelf. 

Hel.  Is  it  yourfelf  ? 

WiD.  If  you  fhall  pleafe  fo,  pilgrim. 

Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  (lay  upoiji  your  leifure. 

WiD.  You  came,  I  think,  from  France  ? 

Hel.  I  did  fo. 

WiD.  Here  you  fhall  fee  a  countryman  of  yours, 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice, 

Hel.  His  name,  I  pray  you. 

Dij.  The  count  Roufillon  :  Know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 

Hel.  But  by  the  ear,  that  hears  mod  nobly  of  him : 
His  face  I  know  not. 

DiA.  Whatfoe'er  he  is, 
He's  bravely  taken  here.     He  ftole  from  France, 
As  'tis  reported,  for  the  king  had  married  him 
Againft  his  Hking :  Think  you  it  is  ib  ? 

Hel.  Ay,  furely,  mere  the  truth  ;  I  know  his  lady. 

DiA.  There  is  a  gentleman,  that  ferves  the  count. 
Reports  but  coarfely  of  her. 

Hel.  What's  his  name  ? 

DiA.  Monfieur  ParoUes. 

Hel.  O,  I  believe  with  him, 
In  argument  of  praife,  or  to  the  worth 
Of  the  great  count  himfelf,  fhe  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  name  repeated ;  all  her  deferving 
Is  a  referved  honefty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  examined. 

DiA.  Alas,  poor  lady  ! 
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Tis  a  hard  bondage,  to  becoiUe  the  \rife 
Of  a  detefting  lord. 

WiD.  A  right  good  creature  :  wherefoe'er  Ihe  is, 
Her  heart  weighs  fadly :  this  young  maid  might  do  her 
A  fhrewd  turn,  if  Ihe  pleased. 

Hel.  How  do  you  mean  ? 
May  be,  the  amorous  count  folicits  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

WiD.  He  does,  indeed ; 
And  brokes  with  all  that  can  in  fuch  a  fuit 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  maid : 
But  Ihe  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  guard 
In  honefleft  defence. 

Enter  with  drum  and  colours^  a  party  of  the  Fk>rentilie 
army^  BsRTkJMy  and Parolles. 

Mar.  The  gods  forbid  elfe  I 

•  WiB.  So,  now  they  come  : — 

That  is  Antonio,  the  duke's  cldeft  fon  ; 
That,  Elcalus. 

Hbl.  Which  is  the  Frenchman  ? 

DiA.  He; 
That  with  the  plume  :  'tis  a  moft  gallant  feQow ; 
I  would,  he  lov'd  his  wife :  if  he  were  honefter. 
He  were  much  goodlier  : — Is't  not  a  hahdfome  gentle^ 

Hel.  I  like  him  well.  [man  ? 

DiA.  *Tis  pity,  he  is  not  honeft :   Yond*s  that  fatme 
knave. 
That  leads  him  to  thefe  places  ;  were  I  his  lady, 
Pd  poifon  that  vile  rafcal. 

Hel.  Which  is  he  ? 

DiA.  That  jack-an-apes  with  fcarfs :  Why  i^  he  me- 
lancholy ? 

*  Hel.  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'the  battle. 

■XT'      ••• 
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Par.  Lofe  our  dnim  !  well. 

Mar.  He's  fhrewdly  vex'd  at  fomcthing :  Look^he  has 
fpied  us. 

WiD.  Marry,  hang  you ! 

Mar.  And  your  courtefy,  for  a  ring-carrier  !       .      _ 
[Exeunt  Bertram,  Parolles,  Officers^  and  Soldiers. 

WiD.  The  troop  is  paft  :  Come,  pilgrim,  I  will  bring 
Where  you  ftiall  hoft  :  of  enjoin'd  penitents  .  [yo^^i 

There's  four  or  five,  to  great  Saint  Jaques  bounds 
Already  at  my  houfe,  :       :. 

Hel.  I  humbly  thank  you  :  »         . 

Pleafe  it  thi$  matron,  and  this  gentle  maid. 
To  eat  with  us  to-night,  the  charge,  and  thanking.     ,  . 
Shall  be  for  me  5  and,  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will  beftow  fon^e  precepts  on  this  virgin, 
Worthy  the  note. 

Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  [Exeunt. 

-    ■         ■    ..  I     ■  ■      ■  ■  .    ■ — y  \  y' 

SCENE  VI.  Camp  before  Florence. 
Enter  Ber  tram,  and  the  two  French  Lords.   " 

1  Lord.  Nay,  good,  my  lord,  put  him  to't ;  Iqt  Ijim 
have  his  way,  .  ;;. 

2  Lord.  If  your  lordfliip  find  him  not  a  hilding,  hold 
jQQ  no  more  in  your  refped. 

1  Lord.  On  my  life,  my  lord,  a  bubble. 

Ber.  Do  you  think,  I  am  fo  far  deceived  in  him  ?. 
,  I  Lord.  Believe  it,  my  lord,  in  mine  own  dired  know- 
ledge, without  any  malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him  as  my 
kinfman,  he's  a  moft  notable  coward,  an  infinite  an4 
endlefs  liar,  an  hourly  promife-breaker,  the  owner  of 
no  one  good  quality  worthy  your  Iqrdlhip's  entertain- 
ment. 

2  Lord.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him  ;  left,  repofing  toa 
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far  in  his  virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might,  at  fome 
great  and  trufty  bufinefs,  in  a  main  danger,  fail  you, 

Bek^  I  would,  I  knew  in  what  particular  adlion  to  try 
him, 

2  LoKD.  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his 
drum,  which  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake  to 
do. 

1  Lord.  I,  with  a  troop  of  Florentines,  will  fuddenly 
furprize  him ;  fuch  I  will  have,  whom,  I  am  fure,  he 
knows  not  from  the  enemy :  we  will  bind  and  hood-wmk 
him  fo,  that  he  fhall  fuppofe  no  other  but  that  he  is  car- 
ried into  the  leaguer  of  the  adverfaries,  when  we  bring 
him  to  our  tents  :  Be  but  your  lordfliip  prefent  at  his 
examination  ;  if  he  do  not,  for  the  promife  of  his  life, 
and  in  the  highefl  compulfion  of  bafe  fear,  offer  to  bc-r 
tray  you,  and  deliver  all  the  intelligence  in  his  power 
againft  you,  and  that  with  the  divine  forfeit  of  his  foul 
upon  oath,  never  truft  my  judgement  in  any  thing. 

2  LoKD.  O  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch  his 
drum;  he  fays,  he  has  a  ftratagem  for't :  when  your 
lordfhip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  fuccefs  in-t,  and  to  what 
metal  this  counterfeit  lump  of  ore  will  be  melted,  if 
you  give  him  not  John  Drum's  entertainment,  your 
inclining  cannot  be  removed.     Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Parol  les. 

1  Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not  the 
humour  of  his  defign ;  let  him  fetch  off  his  drum  in  any 
hand. 

Ber.  How  now,  monfieur  ?  this  drum  flicks  forely  in 
your  difpofition.  ^  .     .     _ 

2  Lord.  A  pox  on't  let  it  go  ;  'tis  but  a  drum-    . 
Pak*  But  a  drum  !  Is't  but  a  drum  ?  A  drum  fo  loft  ! 

—There  was  an  excellent  command !  to  charge  in*  with 

-  Xiiij 
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our  horfe  upon  our  o\iii  wings,  and  to  rend  oar  ovm 
foldiers. 

2  Lord.  That  ^ras  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  command 
of  the  fervice  ;  it  was  a  difafter  of  war  that  Csfar  him^ 
felf  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to 
Command. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  oiu-  fuccefi  ? 
ibme  diihonour.  we  had  in  the  lois  of  that  drum ;  but  it 
\s  not  to  be  recovered. 

Far.  It  might  have  been  recovered. 

Ber.  It  might ;  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  recovered :  but  that  the  merit  of 
fervice  is  feldom  attributed  to  the  true  and  eti^di  per- 
fomier,  I  would  have  that  drum  or  another,  ct  bic  Jth 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  a  ftotnach  to't,  monfifiUr^  if 
you  think  your  myftery  in  ftratagem  can  bring  this  itt- 
ftrument  of  honour  again  into  his  native  quartefi  bt 
magnanimous  in  the  enterprize,  and  go  on ;  I  will  grace 
the  attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit :  if  you  fpeed  well  in 
it,  the  duke  fhall  both  fpeak  of  it,  and  extend  to  you 
what  further  becomes  his  greatnefs,  even  to  the  utmoft 
fyllable  of  your  worthinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  foldier,  I  will  undertake  it, 

Ber.  But  you  muft  not  now  flumber  in  it. 

Par.  rU  about  it  this  evening  :  and  I  will  prefently 
pen  down  my  dilemmas,  encourage  myfelf  in  my  cer- 
tainty, put  myfelf  into  my  mortal  preparation,  and,  by 
midnight,  look  to  hear  further  from  me. 

Ber:  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  grace,  you  tat 
gone  about  it  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  what  the  fuccefs  will  be,  my  lord;  but 
the  attempt  I  vow. 
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Bek.  I  know,  thou  art  valiant ;  and,  to  the  poffibility 
of  thy  foldierlhip,  will  fubfcribe  for  thee.     Farewell. 
Fak.  I  love  not  miiny  words.  \Exit. 

1  Ij)kd.  No  more  than  a  fifh  loves  water. — Is  not  this 
a  ftrange  fellow^  my  lord  ?  that  fo  confidently  feems  to 
undertake  this  bufinefs,  which  he  knows  is  not  to' be 
done  ;  damns  himfelf  to  do,  and  dares  better  be  damn'd 
than  to  do't. 

2  Lord.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  lord,  as  we  do : 
certain  it  is,  that  he  will  fteal  himfelf  into  a  man's  fa- 
vour, and,  for  a  week,  efcape  a  great  dealof  difcoveries; 
but  when  you  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  after. 

Bek.  Why,  do  you  think,  he  will  make  no  deed  at  all 
of  this,  that  fo  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himfelf  imto  ? 

1  Lord.  None  in  the  world ;  but  return  with  an  in- 
vention, and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  lies : 
but  we  have  almofi:  embofs'd  him,  you  (hall  fee  his  fall 
to-night;  for,  indeed,  he  is  not  for  your  lordfhip's  refped. 

2  Lord.  We'll  make  you  fome  fport  with  the  fox,  ere 
we  cafe  him.  He  was  firft  fmoked  by  the  old  lord  La- 
feu  :  when  his  difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what  a 
fprat  you  fhall  find  him ;  which  you  fhall  fee  this  very 
night. 

X  Lord.  I  mufl  go  look  my  twigs ;  he  (hall  be  caught. 
Ber.  Your  brother,  he  Ihall  go  along  with  me. 

1  Lord.  As't  pleafe  your  lordfliip :  I'll  leave  you.    [Exit. 
Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  fhow  you 

The  lafs  I  fpoke  of 

2  Lord.  But,  you  fay,  (he's  honeft. 

Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  fpoke  with  her  but  oijce^ 
And  found  her  wondrous  cold  ;  but  I  fent  to  her, 
By  this  fame  coxcomb  that  we  have  i*the  wind, 
Tokens  and  letters  which  fhe  did  re-fend  j 
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And  this  is  all  I  have  done :  She's  a  fair  creature  ; 
Will  you  go  fee  her  ? 

2  Lord.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.  Florence.    A  Room  in  the  Widow's  Houfe. 
Enter  Helena  and  Widow. 

jfifei.  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  {he, 
I  know  not  how  I  fhall  affure  you  further, 
But  I  fhall  lofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

WiD.  Though  my  eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  born. 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  bufineffes ; 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  any  ftaining  ad. 

Hel.  Nor  would  I  wifh  you. 
Firfl,  give  me  truft,  the  count  he  is  my  hufband  j 
And,  what  to  yoxu:  fwom  counfel  I  have  fpoken, 
Is;fo,  from  word  to  word ;  and  then  you  cannot, 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  fhall  bgrrow, 
£rr  in  beflowing  it. 

WiD.  I  fhould  believe  you ; 
For  you  have  fhow'd  me  that,  which  well  approves 
You  are  great  in  fortune. 

Hel.  Take  this  pUrfe  of  gold, 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far, 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again,  [ter. 

When  I  have  found  it.    The  count  he  wooes  your  daugh- 
Lays  down  his  wanton  fiege  before  her  beauty, 
Refolves  to  carry  her ;  let  her,  in  fine,  confent. 
As  we'll  dired  her  how  'tis  befl  to  bear  it, 
Now  his  important  blood  will  nought  deny 
That  fhe'U  demand  :  A  ring  the  county  wears. 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  houfe. 
From  fon  to  fpn,  fome  four  or  five  defcent? 
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Since  the  firft  father  wore  it :  this  ring  he  holds 
In  moft  rich  choice  ;  yet,  in  his  idle  fire, 
To  buy  his  will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear, 
Howe'er  repented  after. 

WiD.  Now  I  fee 
The  bottom  of  your  ^urpofe. 
"    Hel.  You  fee  it  lawful  then  :  It  is  no  more. 
But  that  your  daughter,  ere  fhe  feems  as  won,  •  ■* 

Defires  this  ring  ;  appoints  him  an  encoimtcr  ;  i 

Jn  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time, 
Herfelf  moft  chaftely  abfent :  after  this,  / 

To  marry  her,  FU  add  three  thoufand  crowns  .  . 
.To  what  is  paft  already.  . :      ' 

JViJ>.  I  have  yielded  ; 
Inftruft  my  daughter  how  fhe  fhall  perfJfever, '  /. . 
That  time  and  place,  with  this  deceit  fo  lawful. 
May  prove  coherent.     Every  night  he  comes 
With  muficks  of  all  forts,  and  fongs  composed 
To  her  unworthinefs :  it  nothing  Heads  us. 
To  chide  him  from  our  eaves  ;  for  he  perfifls,    " 
Jis  if  his  life  lay  on-t. 

Hel.  Why  then,  to-night 
Let  us  aflay  our  plot ;  which,  if  it  fpeed, 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed. 
And  lawful  meaning  in  a  lawful  aift  ;  * 

Where  both  not  fin,  and  yet  a  finflil  fad  : 
But  let's  about  it.  {Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.  Without  the  Florentine  Camp. 
Enter  firft  Lord,  with  five  or  fix  Solpiers  in  ambufi). 

\  I^ORD.  He  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this  hedge 


332  JtVS  fTMLL  THAT  gtfAS  PtMAIu 

comer :  When  you  fally  upon  him.  {peak  what  terrible 
language  you  will ;  though  you  underftabd  It  not  you<^ 
felves,  no  matter :  for  we  mud  not  feem  to  utiderftaftd 
him ;  unlefs  fome  one  among  us,  whom  we  muft  prt»- 
duce  for  an  interpreter. 

I  Sold.  Good  captain,  let  me  be  the  interpreter. 

I  Lord.  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows  be  not 
thy  voice  ? 

I  Sold.  No,  fir,  I  warrant  you. 

I  Lord.  But  what  linfy^woolfy  haft  thou  to  fpeak  t^ 
us  again  ? 

1  Sold.  Even  fuch  as  you  fpeak  to  me. 

I  Lord.  He  muft  think  us  fome  band  of  ftrftngtfti 
i^the  adverfary's  entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  fmack 
of  all  neighbouring  languages  ;  therefore  we  muft  every 
one  be  a  man  of  his  own  fandy ,  not  to  know  what  i^e 
fpeak  one  to  another ;  fo  we  feem  to  know,  is  to  ksuSm 
ftraight  our  purpofe  :  chough's  language,  gabble  enough 
and  good  enough.  As  for  you,  interpreter,  you  muft 
feem  very  politick.  But  couch,  ho!  here  he  cdrne^; 
to  beguile  two  hours  in  a  fleep,  and  then  to  teturn  and 
fwear  the  lies  he  forges. 

Eater  Fa  ROLL  jss. 

Par.  Ten  o'clock :  within  thefe  three  hour^  'twill  be 
time  enough  to  go  home.  WhatfhaJl  I  fay  I  have  done? 
It  muft  be  a  very  plaufive  invention  that  carries  it : 
They  begin  to  fmoke  me  ;  and  difgraces  have  of  late 
knock'd  too  often  at  my  door.  I  find,  my  tongiM  k 
too  fool-hardy,;  but  my  heart  hath  the  fear  of  Mars  be- 
fore it,  and  of  his  creatures,  not  daring  the  reports  of 
my  tongue. 

I  Lord.  This  is  the  firft  truth  that  e'er  thine  own 
tongue  was  guilty  of.  ^j^dc. 
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Pak.  What  the  devil  fhould  move  mc  to  undertake 
the  recovery  of  this  drum ;  being  not  ignorant  of  the 
impoflibility,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  purpofe  \  I 
mull  give  my{filf  fome  hurts,  and  iay,  I  got  them  in  cxp 
ploit :  Yet  flight  ones  will  not  carry  it :  They  will  iky. 
Game  you  o£f  with  fb  little  ?  and  great  ones  I  dare  not 
give.  Wherefore?  what's  the  inftance  ?  Tongue,  I  moll 
put  you  into  a  butter-woman's  mouth,  and  buy  another 
of  Baj«7iet's  mule,  if  you  prattle  me  into  the(e  perils. 

I  Lord.  Is  it  poffible,  he  fhould  know  what  hf^  is,  and 
be  that  he  is  ?  -   [Jijide. 

Pjr.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would  ferve 
the  turn  ;  or  the  breaking  of  my  Spanifli  fword. 

I  Lord.  We  cannot  afford  you  fo.  i-^^fide. 

Par.  Or  the  baring  of  my  beard ;  and  to  fay,  it  wai 
in  ftratagem. 

I  Idrp.  ^would  not  do.  [^Jide. 

Par.  Or  to  drown  my  clothes,  and  fay,  I  was  ftripp'd. 

1  Lx>RD.  Hardly  ferve.  [AJtde. 

Par.  Though  I  fwore  I  leap'd  from  the  window  of  the 
citadel 

I  Lord.  How  deep  ?  [4fidi* 

Par.  Thirty  fathom, 

I  Lord.  Three  great  oaths  would  fcarce  make  that  be 
believed.  [Jfide. 

Par.  I  would,  I  had  any  drum  of  the  enemy's ;  I 
would  fwear,  I  recovered  it. 
.  I  Lord.  You  fhall  hear  one  anon.  [4/^^ 

Par.  a  drum  now  of  the  enemy's !      [Alarum  within: 

I  LoRD^  Hbraca  movoufiu,  cargo^  cargo^  cargo. 

All.  Cargo^  cargo,  villianda  par  corbo,  cargOs 

Par.  O  !  ranfom,  ranfom :— Do  not  hide  mine  eyes. 

\Xbeyfei%c  bim  and  blindfold  him. 
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I  Sold.  Bojkos  tbramuldo  bojkos. 

Par.  I  know  you  are  the  Mufko's  regiment^ 
And  I  fhall  lofe  my  life  for  want  of  language : 
If  there  be  here  German,  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me, 
I  will  difcover  that  which  (hall  undo 
The  Florentine. 

I  Sold.  Bojkos  vauvado : 

I  underiland  thee,  and  can  fpeak  thy  tongue  : 

Kerelybonto : Sir,  ' 

Betake  thee  to  thy  faith,  for  feventeen  poniards 
Are  at  thy  bofom* 

Par.  0\i\ 

I  Sold.  O,  pray,  pray,  pray. 

Mania  revania  dulcbe. 

I  Lord.  Ofcorbi  dulchos  voUvorco. 

1  Sold.  The  general  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet ; 
And,  hood-wink'd  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee :  haply,  thou  may'ft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  life. 

Par.  O,  let  me  Uve,  ' 

And  all  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  PU  (how. 
Their  force,  their  purpofes  :  nay,  FU  fpeak  that 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

I  Sold.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 

Par.  If  I  do  not,  damn  me. 

I  Sold.  Acordo  linta. 
Gome  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace. 

[Exit,  with  PAROLLESguardtd. 

I  Lord.  Go,  tell  the  count  Roufillon  and  my  brother. 
We  have  caught  the  woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  muffledi 
Till  we  do  hear  from  them. 
.   2  Sold.  Captain,  I  will. 
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1  Lord.  He  will  betray  us  all  uiito  ourfelvcs  ;— 
Inforrrt  'em  that. 

2  Sold.  So  I  will,  fir. 

I  Lord.  Till  then>  I'll  keep  him  dark,  and  fafely  lock'd. 

[JE^eunt. 

SCENE  IL   Florence.    A  Room  in  tbeWiDOw's  Houfe. 
Enter  Bertram  and  Diana. 

Ber.  They  told  me,  that  your  name  was  Fontibell. 

DiA.  No,  my  good  lord,  Diana. 

Ber.  Titled  goddefs ; 
And  worth  it,  with  addition  !  But,  fair  foTil, 
In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality  ? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind^ 
You  are  no  maiden,  but  a  monument : 
When  you  are  dead,  you  (hould  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftem ; 
And  now  you  fliould  be  as  your  mother  was, 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

DiA.  She  then  was  honeft. 

Ber.  So  fliould  you  be. 

DiA.  No : 
My  mother  did  but  duty ;  fuch,  my  lord, 
As  you  owe  to  your  wife. 

Ber.  No  more  of  that ! 
I  pr'ythee,  do  not  ftrive  againfl:  my  vows  : 
I  was  compelPd  to  her ;  but  I  love  thee  - 
By  love's  own  fweet  conftraint,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  rights  of  fervice.  • 

DiA.  Ay,  fo  you  fcrve  us. 
Till  we  ferve  you :  but  when  you  have  our  rofes. 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  ourfelves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  barenefs. 

5 
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Ber.  How  have  I  fwom  ? 

DiA.  Tis  not  the  many  oaths,  that  niakc  the  tnith  ; 
But  the  plain  fingle  vow,  that  is  vow'd  true. 
What  i%  not  holy,  that  we  fwear  not  bjr , 
But  take  the  Higheft  to  witnefs:  Then,  pray  you,  tell  me. 
If  I  (hould  fwear  by  Jove's  great  attributes, 
I  lov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  beUeve  my  oaths. 
When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  this  has  no  holding. 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love, 
That  I  will  work  againft  him ;  Therefore,  your  oatKs 
Are  words,  and  poor  conditions  ;  but  unfeaPd ; 
At  leaft,  in  jny  opinion. 

Ber.  Change  it,  change  it ; 
Be  not  fo  holy-cruel :  love  is  holy ; 
And  my  integrity  ne'er  knew  the  crafts, 
That  you  do  charge  men  with :  Stand  no  more  off^ 
But  give  thyfelf  unto  my  lick  defires. 
Who  then  recover  :  fay,  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 
My  love,  as  it  begins,  fliall  fo  perfever. 

DiA.  I  fee,  that  men  make  hopes,  in  fuch  afi&irs^ 
That  we'll  forfake  ourfelves.    Give  me  that  ring. 

Ber:  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  dear,  but  have  no  power 
To  give  it  from  me. 

DiA.  Will  you  not,  my  lord  ? 

Ber.  It  is  an  honour  'longing  to  our  houfe. 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  anceftors  ; 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'the  world 
In  me  to  lofe. 

DiA.  Mine^  honour's  fuch  a  ring  : 
My  chaftity's  the  jewel  of  our  houfe. 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  anceftors  ; 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'the  world 
In  me  to  lofe :  Thus  your  own  proper  wifdom 

Si 
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Brings  in  the  champion  honour  on  my  part, 
Againft  your  vain  aflault. 

Bek.  Here,  take  my  ring : 
Mine  houfe,  mine  honour,  yea,  my  life  be  thine. 
And  rU  be  bid  by  thee.  [window ; 

BiA.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  chamber 
ril  order  take,  my  mother  (hall  not  hear. 
Now  will  I  charge  yoU  in  the  band  of  truth. 
When  you  have  conquered  my  yet  maiden  bed, 
Reniain  there  but  an  hour,  nor  fpeak  to  me : 
My  reafons  are  mod  ftrong ;  and  you  fliall  know  them. 
When  back  again  this  ring  (hall  be  deUver'd : 
And  on  your  finger,  in  the  night,  Fll  put 
Another  ring ;  that,  what  in  time  proceeds, 
May  token  to  the  future  our  pad  deeds. 
Adieu,  till  then  ;  then,  fail  not :  You  have  won 
A  wife  of  me,  though  there  my  hope  be  done. 

Bek.  Aheavenonearthlhave  won,by  wooingthee.  \Eodt. 

DiA.  For  which  live  long  to  thank  both  heaven  and  me! 

You  may  fo  in  the*  end. 

My  mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo. 
As  if  (he  fat  in  his  heart ;  (he  fays,  all  men 
Have  the  like  oaths  :  he  had  fwom  to  marry  me. 
When  his  wife's  dead  ;  therefore  Til  lie  with  him. 
When  I  am  buried.    Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid. 
Marry  that  will,  I'll  live  and  die  a  maid : 
Only,  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  fin 
To  cozen  him,  that  would  unjuftly  win.  [Exit. 

"  ■>  ■ 

SCENE  III.    The  Florentine  Camp. 
Enter  the  two  French  Lords,  and  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

1  Lord.  You  have  not  given  him  his  mother's  letter? 

2  Lord.  I  have  deliver'd  it  an  hour  fince :  there  is 
Vol.  n.  Y 
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fomething  in't  that  flings  his  nature ;  for,  on  the  read*^ 
ing  it,  he  changed  almoft  into  another  man. 

i'  Lord.  He  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon  him, 
for  fliaking  off  fo  good  a  wife,  and  fo  fweet  a  lady. 

2  Lord.  Efpecially  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting 
difpleafure  of  the  king,  who  had  even  tuned  his  bounty 
to  fing  happinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but 
you  fliall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with  you.  ' 

I  Lord.  When  you  have  fpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I 
am  the  grave  of  it. 

,  2  Lord.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  gentlewoman 
here  in  Florence,  of  a  moft  chafte  renown  ;  and  this 
night  he  fleflies  his  will  in  the  fpoil  of  her  honour  :  he 
hath  given  her  his  monumental  ring,  and  thinks  him* 
felf  made  in  the  unchafte  compofition. 

1  Lord.  Now,  God  delay  our  rebellion ;  as  we  are 
ourfelves,  what  things  are  we  ! 

2  Lord.  Merely  our  own  traitors.  And  as  in  the  com- 
jnon  courfe  of  all  treafons,  we  ftill  fee  them  reveal  them- 
felves,  till  they  attain  to  their  abhorp'd  ends;  fo  he,  that 
in  this  adion  contrives  againft  his  own  nobility,  in  his 
proper  ftream  overflows  himfelf. 

1  Lord.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us,  to  be  trum- 
peters of  our  unlawful  intents  ?  We  (hall  not  then  have- 
his  company  to-night  ? 

2  Lord.  Not. till  after  midnight ;  for  he  is  dieted  to 
his  hour. 

1  Lord.  That  approaches  apace  :  I  wduld  gladly  have 
him  fee  this  company  anatomiz'd ;  that  he  might  take  a 
meafure  of  his  own  judgements,  wherein  fo  curioufly  he 
had  fet  this  counterfeit. 

2  Lord.  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  till  he  come ; 
fot  his  prefence  muft  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 
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1  Load.  In  the  mean  time,  what  hear  you  of  thefe  wars? 

2  Lord.  I  hear,  there  is  an  overture  of  peace. 
I  Lord.  Nay,  I  afTure  you,  a  peace  concluded. 

a  Lord.  What  will  count  RoufiUon  do  then  ?  will  he 
travel  higher,  or  return  again  into  France  ? 

1  Lord.  I  perceive,  by  this  demand,  you  are  not  alto- 
gether of  his  council. 

2  Lord.  Let  it  be  forbid,  fir  !  fo  fhould  I  be  a  great 
deal  of  his  ad. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  his  wife,  fome  two  months  fince,  fled 
from  his  houfe  ;  her  pretence  is  a  pilgrimage  to  Saint 
Jaques  le  grand ;  which  holy  undertaking,  with  moft 
auftere  fandimony,  (he  accomplifli'd  :  and,  there  refid- 
ihg,  the  tendernefs  of  her  nature  became  as  a  prey  to 
her  grief;  in  fine,,  made  a  groan  of  her  laft  breath,  and 
now  (he  fings  in  heaven. 

2  Lord.  How  is  this  juftified  ? 

1  Lord.  The  ftronger  part  of  it  by  her  own  letters ; 
which  makes  her  ftory  true,  even  to  the  point  of  her 
death :  her  death  itfelf,  which  could  not  be  her  office 
to  fay,  is  come,  was  faithfully  confirmed  by  the  redlor  of 
the  place. 

2  Lord.  Hath  the  count  all  this  intelligence  ? 

1  Lord.  Ay,  and  the  particular  confirmations,  point 
from  point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

2  Lord.  I  am  heartily  forry,  that  he*H  be  glad  of  this. 

1  Lord.  How  mightily,  fometimes,  we  make  us  com- 
forts of  our  lofles ! 

2  Lord.  And  how  mightily,  fome  other  times,  we 
drown  our  gain  in  tears  !  The  great  dignity,  that  his 
valour  hath  here  acquired  for  him,  fhall  at  home  be  en- 
counter'd  with  a  fhame  as  ample. 

I  Lord.  The  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yam, 

Yij 


340  AlVb  well  that  ends  well. 

good  and  ill  together :  our  virtues  would  be  proud,  if 
our  faults  whipp'd  them  not ;  and  our  crimes  would  de- 
fpair,  if  they  were  not  cherifh'd  by  our  virtues—  . 

Enter  a  Serfant. 
How  now  ?  where's  your  mafler  ? 

Serf.  He  met  the  duke  in  the  ftreet,  fir,  of  whom  he 
hath  taken  a  folemn  leave ;  his  lordfhip  will  next  morn- 
ing for  France.  The  duke  hath  offered  him  letters  of 
commendations  to  the  king. 

2  Lord.  They  (hall  be  no  more  than  needful  there^  if 
they  were  more  than  they  can  commend. 
Enter  Bertram. 

1  Lord.  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  king's  tart- 
nefs-  Here's  his  lordfhip  now.  How  now,  my  lord,  is't 
not  after  midnight  ? 

Ber.  I  have  to-night  defpatched  fixteen  bufinefTes,  a 
month's  length  a-piece,  by  an  abiljad  of  fuccefs  :  I  have 
conge'd  with  the  duke,  done  my  adieu  with  his  nearefl; 
buried  a  wife,  mourn'd  for  her ;  writ  to  my-  lady  mo- 
ther, I  am  returning ;  entertain'd  my  convoy  ;  and,  be- 
tween thefe  main  parcels  of  defpatch,  efFeded  many 
nicer  needs ;  the  lafl  was  the  greatefl,  but  that  I  have 
not  ended  yet. 

2  Lord.  If  the  bufinefs  be  of  any  difficulty,  and  this 
morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafle  of  your 
lordfhip. 

Ber.  I  mean,  the  bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  fearing  to 
hear  of  it  hereafter  :  But  fhall  we  have  this  dialogue  be-^- 

tween  the  fool  and  the  foldier  ? Come,  bring  forth 

this  counterfeit  module ;  he  has  deceived  me,  like  a 
double-meaning  prophefier. 

2  Lorj>.  Bring  him  forth  :  [Exeunt  Soldiers.]  he  has  fat 
in  the  flocks  all  night,  poor  gallant  knave^ 
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Bek.  No  matter  ;  his  heels  have  deferved  it,  in  ufurp- 
ing  his  fpurs  fo  long.     How  does  he  carry  himfelf  ? 

1  Lord.  I  have  told  your  lordfliip  already;  the -flocks 
carry  him.  But,  to  anfwer  you  as  ygu  would  be  under- 
ftood ;  he  weeps,  like  a  wench  that  had  (hed  her  milk : 
he  hath  confefs'd  himfelf  to  Morgan,  whom  he  fuppofes 
to  be  a  friar,  from  the  time  of  his  remembrance,  to  this 
very  inftant  difafter  of  his  fetting  i'  the  flocks :  And 
what  think  you  he  hath  confefled  ? 

Bek.  Nothing  of  me,  has  he  ? 

2  Lord.  His  confeflion  is  taken,  and  it  jhall  be  read 
to  his  face :  if  your'lordfhip  be  in't,  as,  I  believe  you 
are,  you  mufl  have  the  patience  to  hear  it.       ' 

Re-enter  Soldiers,  with  Parolles. 

Ber.  a  plague  upon  him !  muffled !  he  can  fay  n6-* 
thing  of  me  ;  hufh  !  hufh  ! 

I  Lord.  Hoodman  comes  ! — rPorto  tartarqffa. 

I  Sold.  He  calls  for  the  tortures ;  What  will  you  fay 
without  'em  ?  ' 

Par*  I  will  confefs  what  I  know  without  conflraint  j 
if  ye  pinch  me  like  a  pafly ,  I  can  fay  no  niore, 

1  Sold.  Bojko  chimurcbo. 

2  Lord.  Boblibindo  cbicurmurco, 

I  Sold.  You  are  a  merciful  general: — Our  general 
bids  you  anfwer  to  what  I  fhall  afk  you  out  of  a  note. 

Par.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 

I  Sold.  Tirjl  demand  of  bim  bow  many  borfe  tbe  duke  is 
Jlrong.     AVTiat  fay  you  to  that  ? 

Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  ;  but  very  weak  and  unfer- 
viceable  :  the  troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the  command- 
ers very  poor  rogues,  upon  my  reputation  and  credit, 
and  as  I  hope  to  live. 

{  Sold.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  anfwer  fo  ? 

Yiij 


342      alVs  well  that  ends  well^ 

Par.  Do  ;  I'll  take  the  facrament  on't,  how  and  which 
way  you  will. 

Ber.  All's  one  to  him.  What  a  paft-faving  flave  is 
this! 

I  Lord.  You  are  deceived,  my  lord ;  this  is  monfieur 
Parolles,  the  gallant  militarift,  (that  was  his  own  phrafe,) 
that  had  the  whole  theorick  of  war  in  the  knot  of  his 
fcarf,  and  the  pradice  in  the  chape  of  his  dagger. 

a  Lord.  I  will  never  truft  a  man  again,  for  keeping 
his  fword  clean  ;  nor  believe  he  can  have  every  thing  in 
him,  by  wearing  his  apparel  neatly. 

1  Sold.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand'  horfe,  I  faid, I  will  fay 

true, — or  thereabouts,  fet  down, — ^for  I'll  fpeak  truth. 

I  Lord:  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this, 

Ber.  But  I  con  him  no* thanks  for  it,  in  the  nature 
he  delivers  it. 

Par.  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you,  fay. 

I  Sold.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir  :  a  truth's  a  truth,  the 
rogues  are  marvellous  poor, 

I  Sold.  Demand  ofbiniy  of  whatjlrength  they  are  a-foot. 
What  fay  you  to  that  ? 

Par.  By  my  troth,  fir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  prefent 
hour,  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee :  Spurio  a  hundred 
and  fifty,  Sebaflian  fo  many,  Corarabus  fo  many,  Jaques 
fo  many  }  Guiltian,  Cofmo,  Lodowick,  and  Gratii,  two 
hundred  fifty  each  :  mine  own  company,  Chitopher, 
Vaumond,  Bentii,  two  hundred  and  fifty  each  :  fo  that 
the  mufler-file,  rotten  and  found,  upon  my  life,  amounts 
not  to  fifteen  thoufand  poll;  half  of  the  which  dare  not 
fhake  the  fnow  from  off  their  cafTocks,  lefl  they  (hak,^ 
themfelves  to  pieces. 
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•    Ber.  What  fhall  be  done  to  him  ? 

I  IiOiJ/).  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  Demand 
of  him  my  conditions,  ar\d  what  credit  I  have  with  the 
duke. 

I  Sold.  Well,  that's  fet  down.  Tou  Jhall  demand  of 
him^  whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be  i*  the  camp,  a  French- 
man ;  what  his  reputation  is  with  the  duke,  what  his  valour, 
bonefty,  and  expertnefs  in  warj ;  or  whether  he  thinks,  it 
were  not  pqffible,  with  well-weighing  fums  of  gold,  to  cor^ 
rupt  him  to  a  revolt.  What  fay  you  to  this  ?  what  do  you 
know  of  it  ? 

Par.  I  befeech  you,  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular 
of  the  interrogatories :  Demand  them  fingly. 

I  Sold.  Doyou  know  this  captain*  Dumain  ? 

Par.  I  know  him :  he  was  a  botcher's  'prentice  in  Pa- 
ris, from  whence  he  was  whipp'd  for  getting  the  fherifTs 
fool  with  child ;  a  dumb  innocent,  that  could  not  fay 
him,  nay. 

[Dumain  lifts  up  his  hand  in  anger. 
\  Ber.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  hold  your  hands ;  though  I 
know,  his  brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  tile  that  falls. 

I  Sold.  Well,  is  this  captain  in  the  duke  of  Florence's 
camp  ? 

Par.  Upon  my  knowledge,  he  is,  and  loufy. 

I  Lord.  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  me ;  we  fhall  hear  of 
your  Lordfhip  anon. 

I  Sold.  What  is  his  reputation  with  the  duke  ? 

Par.  The  duke  knows  him  for  no  other  but  a  poor 
officer  of  mine ;  and  writ  to  me  this  other  day,  to  turn 
him  out  o'  the  band  :  I  think,  I  have  his  letter  in  my 
pocket. 

I  Sold.  Marry,  we'll  fearch. 

Par.  In  good  faduefs^  \  do  not  know ;  either  it  is  there, 
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or  it  is  upon  a  file,  with  the  duke's  other  letters,  in  my 

tent. 

.   *  I  Sold.  Here  'tis :  here's  a  paper ;  Shall  I  read  it  to 

you? 

Par.  I  do  not  know,  if  it  be  it,  or  no. 

Ber.  Our  interpreter  does  it  well, 

I  Lord.  Excellently. 

I  Sold.  Dian.  T^he  counfs  afool^  and  full  ofgold^ — 

Far.  That  is  not  the  duke's  letter,  fir  ;  that  is  an  ad* 
vertifement  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence,  one  Diana,  to 
take  heed  of  the  allurement  of  one  count  RoufiUon,  a 
foolifli  idle  boy,  but,  for  all  that,  very  ruttifli :  I  pray 
you,  fir,  put  it  up  again. 

1  Sold.  Nay,  TU'read  it  firft,  by  your  favour. 

Far.  My  meaning  in't,  I  proteft,  was  very  honeft  in 
the  behalf  of  the  maid  :  for  I  knew  the  young  count  to 
be  a  dangerous  and  lafcivious  boy ;  who  is  a  whale  to 
virginity,  and  devours  up  all  the  fry  it  finds. 

Ber.  Damnable,  both  fides  rogue ! 
i  Sold.  When  be /wears  oaths,  bid  bim  drop  gold ^  and  take  itj 

After  be /cores  y  be  never  pays  tbe/core: 
Half  won,  is  matcb  well  made  ;  matcb,  and  well  make  it  ^ 

He  ne^er  pays  after  debts,  take  it  before  ; 
And  fay,  afoldier,  Dian,  told  tbee  tbis. 
Men  are  to  mell  witb,  boys  are  not  to  kifs  : 
For  count  of  tbis,  t  be  counfs  a  fool,  I  know  it^ 
Wbo  pays  before,  but  not  wben  be  does  owe  it. 

T'binCf  as  be  vowed  to  tbee  in  tbine  ear, 

PAR0LLE&. 

.  /  Ber.  He  ftiall  be  whipp'd  through  the  army,  with  this 
rhyme  in  his  forehead. 

2  Lord.  This  is  your  devoted  friend,  fir,  the  m^nifpl^ 
liuguifl:,  and  the  armipotent  foldicr. 
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jBer.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before  but  a  cat,  and 
now  he's  a  cat  to  me. 

I  Sold.  I  perceive,  fir,  by  the  general's  looks,  we  {hall 
be  fain  to  hang  you. 

Pjr.  My  life,  fir,  in  any  cafe  :  i^ot  that  I  am  afraid  to 
die ;  but  that,  my  offences  being  many,  I  would  repent 
out  the  remainder  of  nature  :  let  me  live,  fir,  in  a  dun- 
geon, i'the  flocks,  or  any  where,  fo  I  may  live. 

I  Sold.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confefs 
freely ;  therefore,  once  more  to  this  captain  Dumain : 
You  have  anfwer'd  to  his  reputation  with  the  duke,  and 
to  his  valour :  What  is  his  honefty  ? 

Pjr.  He  will  fteal,  fir,  an  egg  out  of  a  cloifter ;  for 
rapes  and  raviihments  he  parallels  NeflTus.  He  profefl!es 
not  keeping  of  oaths  ;  in  breaking  them,  he  is  ftronger 
than  Hercules,  He  will  lie,  fir,  with  fucli  volubiUty, 
that  you  would  think  truth  were  a  fool :  drimkennefs  is 
his  beft  virtue ;  for  he  will  be  fwine-drunk ;  and  in  his 
fleep  he  does  little  harm,  fave  to  his  bed-clothes  about 
him;  but  they  know  his  conditions,  and  lay  him  in  flraw. 
I  have  but  little  more  to  fay,  fir,  of  his  honefly  :  he  has 
every  thing  that  an  honeft  man  fliould  not  have ;  what 
^n  honeft  man  fhould  have,  he  has  nothing. 

I  Lord.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this, 

Ber.  For  this  defcription  of  thine  honefty  ?  A  pox  up- 
on him  for  me,  he  is  more  and  more  a  cat. 

I  Sold.  What  fay  you  to  his  expertnefs  in  war  ? 

Par.  Faith,  fir,  he  has  led  the  drum  before  the  Eng- 
lifli  tragedians, — to  belie  him,  I  will  not, — and  more  of 
his  foldierftiip  I  know  not ;  except,  in  that  country,  he  hacl 
the  honour  to  be  the  officer  at  a  place  there,  called  Mile- 
end,  to  inftrud  for  the  doubling  of  files :  I  would  do  thq 
m^n  what  honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am  jiot  certain. 
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I  Lord.  He  hath  out-villain*d  villainy  fo  far,  that  the 
rarity  redeems  him. 

Ber.  a  pox  on  him !  he's  a  cat  flill. 

I  Sold.  His  qualities  being  at  this  poor  price,  I  need 
*  not  afk  you,  if  gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt. 

Par.  Sir,  for  a  quart  (Tecu  he  will  fell  the  fee-fimple  of 
his  falvation,  the  inheritance  of  it  j  and  cut  the  entail 
from  all  remainders,  and  a  perpetual  fucceffion  for  it 
perpetually. 

1  Sold.  What's  his  brother,  the  other  captain  Du- 
main? 

2  Ia)rd.  Why  does  he  afk  him  of  me  .> 
1  5ojL/).  What's  he  ? 

Tar.  E'en  a  crow  of  the  fame  neft;  not  altogether  fo 
great  as  the  firft  in  goodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in 
evil.  He  excels  his  brother  for  a  coward,  yet  his  bro- 
ther is  reputed  one  of  the  beft  that  *  is  :  In  a  retreat  he 
out-runs  any  lackey ;  marry,  in  coming  on  he  has  the 
cramp.  » 

I  Sold.  If  your  life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to 
betray  the  Florentine  ? 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  captain  of  his  horfe,  count  RoufiUon, 

I  Sold.  I'll  whifper  with  the  general,  and  know  his 
pleafure. 

Par.  FU  no  more  drumming ;  a  plague  of  all  drums ! 
Onjy  to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  fuppo- 
lition  of  that  lafcivious  young  boy  the  count,  have  I  run 
into  this  danger :  Yet,  who  would  have  fufpeded  an  am- 
bufh  where  I  was  taken  ?  \AJide. 

I  Sold.  There  is  no  remedy,  fir,  but  you  mull  die : 
the  general  fays,  you,  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  difcovered 
the  fecrets  of  your  army,  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  re- 
ports of  men  very  nobly  held,  can  ferve  the  world  for 
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too  honeft  ufe  ;  therefore  you  mull  die.     Come,  headf- 
man,  oflf  with  his  head.  ^ 

FAtL,  O  Lord,  fir ;  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my  death! 

1  Sold.  That  (hall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 
friends.  [Untnuffling  bim. ' 
So,  look  about  you ;  Know  you  any  here  ? 

£er.  Good  morrow,  noble  captain. 

2  Lord.  God  blefs  you,  captain  ParoUes. 

1  Lord.  God  fave  you,  noble  captain. 

2  Load.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  niy  lord 
Lafcu  ?  I  am  for  France. 

I  Lord.  Good  captain,  will  you  give  me  a  copy  of  the 
fonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  behalf  of  the  count  Roufil- 
Ion  ?  an  I  were  not  a  very  coward,  Td  compel  it  of  you; 
but  fare  you  well.  [Exeunt  Bertram ^  Lords ^  ^c. 

I  Sold.  You  are  undone,  captain ;  all  but  your  fcarf, 
that  has  a  knot  on't  yet. 

Par.  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  wjth  a  plot  ? 

I  Sold.  If  you  could  find  out  a  country  where  but  wo* 
men  were  that  had  received  fo  much  Ihame,  you  might 
begin  an  impudent  nation.  Fare  you  well,  fir  j  I  am  for 
France  too ;  we  (hall  fpeak  of  you  there.  ,  {Exiu 

Par.  Yet  I  am  thankful :  if  my  heart  were  great, 
Twould  burft  at  this :  Captain  V\\  be  no  more  ; 
But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  fleep  as  foft 
As  captain  fhall :  fimply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  Hve.     Who  knows  himfelf  a  braggart. 
Let  him  fear  this ;  for  it  will  come  to  pafs. 
That  every  braggart  (hall  be  found  an  afs. 
Ruft,  fword  !  cool,  bluflies !  and,  ParoUes,  live 
Safeft  in  fhame  !  being  fooPd,  by  foolery  thrive ! 
There's  place,  and  means,  for  every  man  alive, 
\%  ^er  them.  [j&af. 
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SQENE  IV.    Florence.    A  Room  in  the  Widow's  Houfe. 
Enter  Helena^  Widow^  and  Diana. 

Hel.  That  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not  wrong'd 
One  of  the  greateft  in  the  chriftian  world  [you> 

Shall  be  my  furety ;  Yore  whofe  throne,  'tis  needful. 
Ere  I  can  perfed  mine  intents,  to  kneel : 
Time  was,  I  did  him  a  defired  office, 
Dear  almoft  as  his  Ufe ;  which  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartar's  bofom  would  peep  forth, 
And  anfwer,  thanks :  I  duly  am  inform'd. 
His  grace  is  at  Marfeilles  j  to  which  place 
We  have  convenient  convoy.     You  muft  know, 
I  am  fuppofed  dead  :  the  army  breaking. 
My  hufband  hies  him  home  ;  where,  heaven  aiding, 
And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  lord  the  king, 
We'll  be,  before  our  welcome. 

WiD.  Gentle  madam, 
You  never  had  a  fervant,  to  whofe  truft 
Your  bufinefs  was  more  welcome. 

Hel.  Nor  you,  miftrefs, 
Ever  a  friend,  whofe  thoughts  more  truly  labour ' 
To  recompence  your  love  ;  doubt  not,  but  heaven 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  daughter's  dower, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  hulband.     But  O  ftrange  men ! 
That  can  fuch  fweet  ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 
When  fancy  trufting  of  the  cozen'd  thoughts 
Defiles  the  pitchy  night !  fo  luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away : 
But  more  of  this  hereafter : — ^You,  Diana, 
Under  my  poor  inflruftions  yet  muft  ftiffej 
Something  in  my  behalf. 


ALl^S  WELL   THAT  ENDS  WELL.  349 

DiA.  Let  death  and  honefty 
Go  with  your  impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  fufFer. 

Hel.  Yet,  I  pray  you, 

But  with  the  word,  the  time  will  bring  on  fummer. 
When  briars  fhall  have  leaves,  as  well  as  thorns, 
And  be  as  fweet  as  fharp.     We  mull  away ; 
Our  waggon  is  prepared,  and  time  revives  us : 
j4lPs  well  that  ends  well;  ftill  the  fine's  the  crown  ; 
Whatever  the  courfe,  the  end  is  the  renown,       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.  RoufiUon.  A  Room  in  the  Countesses  Palace. 
Enter  Countess,  Lafeu,  and  Clown. 

Lap.  No,  no,  no,  your  fon  was  mifled  with  a  fnipt- 
tafl&ta  fellow  there ;  whofe  villainous  fafFron  would  have 
made  all  the  unbaked  and  doughy  youth  of  a  nation  in 
his  colour :  your  daughter-in4aw  had  been  alive  at  this 
hour ;  and  your  fon  here  at  home,  more  advanced  by  the 
king,  than  by  that  red-taiPd  humble-bee  I  Ipeak  of 

Count.  I  would,  I  had  not  known  him !  it  was  the 
death  of  the  moft  virtuous  gentlewoman,  that  ever  nature 
had  praife  for  creating:  if  fhe  had  partaken  of  my  flefli, 
and  coll  me  the  dearell  groans  of  a  mother,  I  could  not 
have  owed  her  a  more  rooted  love. 

Lap.  'Twas  a  good  lady,  'twas  a  good  lady:  we  may 
pick  a  thoufand  fallads,  ere  we  light  on  fuch  another 
herb. 

Clo.  Indeed,  fir,  Ihe  was  the  fweet-marjoram  of  the 
fallad,  or,  rather  the  herb  of  grace. 

Lap.  They  are  not  fallad-herbs,  you  knave,  they  arc 
nofe-herbs. 

Clo.  I  am  no  great  Nebuchadnezzar,  fir,  I  have  not 
omch  Ikill  in  grafs. 
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Laf.  Whether  doft  thou  profefs  thyfelf ;  a  knave,  or 
a  fool  ? 

Clo.  a  fool,  fir,  at  a  woman's  fervice,  and  a  knave  at 
a  man's. 

Laf.  Your  diftindion  ? 

Clo.  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do  his 
fervice, 

Laf.  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice,  indeed. 

Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  wife  my  bauble,  fir,  to  do 
her  fervice. 

Laf.  I  will  fubfcribe  for  thee ;  thou  art  both  knave 
and  fool. 

Clo.  At  your  fervice. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  fir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  I  can  ferve  as 
great  a  prince  as  you  are. 

Laf.  Who's  that  ?  a  Frenchman  ? 

Clo.  Faith,  fir,  he  has  an  Englifli  name ;  but  his 
phifnomy  is  more  hotter  in  France,  than  there. 

Laf.  What  prince  is  that  ? 

Clo.  The  black  prince,  fir,  alias^  the  prince  of  dark- 
nefs  ;  alias^  the  devil. 

Laf.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purfe:  I  give  thee  not 
this  to  fuggeft  thee  from  thy  mafter  thou  talk'ft  of;  ferve 
him  ftilL 

Clo.  I  am  a  woodland  fellow,  fir,  that  always  loved  a 
great  fire ;  and  the  mafter  I  fpeak  of,  ever  keeps  a  good 
fire.  But,  fure,  he  is  the  prince  of  the  world,  let  his 
nobility  remain  in  his  court.  I  am  for  the  houfe  with 
the  narrow  gate,  which  I  take  to  be  too  little  for  pomp 
to  enter :  fome,  that  humble  themfelvcs,  may  ;  but  the 
many  will  be  too  chill  and  tender;  and  they'll  be  for  the 
flowery  way,that  leads  to  the  broad  gate,and  the  great  fire? 
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Ljf.  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  a-weary  of  thee ;  and 
I  tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out  with 
thee.  Go  thy  ways ;  let  my  horfes  be  well  look'd  to, 
without  any  tricks. 

Clo.  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon^^em,  fir,  they  (hall  be 
jades'  tricks ;  which  are  their  own  right  by  the  law  of 
nature.  [Exit. 

Laf.  a  fhrewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Count.  So  he  is.  My  lord,  that's  gone,  made  him- 
felf  much  fport  out  of  him :  by  his  authority  he  re- 
mains here,  which  he  thinks  is  a  patent  for  his  fauci- 
nefs;  and,  indeed,. he  has  no  pace,  but  runs  where  he 
will. 

Laf.  I  like  him  well ;  'tis  not  amifs :  and  I  was  about 
to  tell  you,  SinCe  I  heard  of  the  good  lady's  death,  and 
that  my  lord  your  fon  was  upon  his  return  home,  I 
moved  the  king  my  mailer,  to  fpeak  in  the  behalf  of 
my  daughter ;  which,  in  the  minority  of  them  both,  his 
majefty,  out  of  a  felf-gracious  remembrance,  did  firft 
propofe :  his  highnefs  hath  promifed  me  to  do  it :  and, 
to  flop  up  the  difpleafure  he  hath  conceived  againfl  your 
fon,  there  is  no  fitter  matter.  How  does  your  ladyfliip 
like  it  ? 

Count.  With  very  much  content,  my  lord,  and  I  wifh 
it  happily  effefted. 

Laf.  His  highnefs  comes  pofl  from  Marfeilles,  of  as 
able  body  as  when  he  number'd  thirty ;  he  will  be  hefc 
to-morrow,  or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him  that  in  fuch  intel- 
ligence hath  feldom  fail'd. 

Count.  It  rejoices  me,  that  I  hope  I  fhall  fee  him  ere 
I  die.  I  have  letters,  that  my  fon  will  be  here  to-night : 
I  fhall  befeech  your  lordfhip,  to  remain  with  me  till  they 
meet  together. 
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Laf.  Madam,  I  was  thinking,  vrith  what  manners  I 
might  fafely  be  admitted. 

Count.  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  privilege. 

Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter ;  but,  I 
thank  my  God,  it  holds  yet. 

Re-enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  madam,  yonder's  ray  lord  your  fon  with  a  patch 
of  velvet  on's  face :  whether  there  be  a  fear  imder  it,  or 
no,  the  velvet  knows ;  but  'tis  a  goodly  patch  of  velvet : 
his  left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of  two  pile  and  a  half,  but  his 
right  cheek  is  worn  bare. 

Laf.  a  fear  nobly  got,  or  a  noble  fear,  is  a  good  livery 
of  honour  :  fo,  belike,  is  that. 

Clo.  But  it  is  your  carbonado'd  face. 

Laf.  Let  us  go  fee  your  fon,  I  pray  you ;  I  long  to 
talk  with  the  young  noble  foldier. 

Clo.  Taith,  there's  a  dozen  of  'em,  with  delicate  fine 
hats,  and  mod  courteous  feathers,  which  bow  the  head, 
and  nod  at  every  man.  lExeunt. 

jicr  V. 

SCENE  I.  Marfeilles.  A  Street. 

Enter  Helena,  Widow,  and  Diana,  with  two 

Attendants. 

Hel.  But  this  exceeding  pofting,  day  and  night, 
Muft  wear  your  fpirits  low :  we  cannot  help  it ; 
But,  fince  you  have  made  the  days  and  nights  as  one^ 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affairs. 
Be  bold,  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital. 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.     In  happy  time  ;       ■■< 

Enter  a  gentle  Aftringer. 
This  man  may  help  me  to  his  majefly's  ear, 

5 


ALL^^   WELL    THAT  ENDS  WELL.  2^$^ 

If  he  would  fpend  his  power Grod  fave  you,  fir. 

Gent.  And  you.  . 

Hel.  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  court  of  France. 

Gent.  I  have  been  fometimes  there. 

Hel.  I  do  prefume,  fir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  report  that  goes  upon  your  goodnefs ; 
And  therefore,  goaded  with  moft  (harp  occafions, 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  virtues,  for  the  which 
I  fhall  continue  thankful. 

Gent.  What's  your  will? 

Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  king ; 
And  aid  me  with  that  ftore  of  power  you  have, 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Gent.  The  king's  not  here. 

Hel.  Not  here,  fir  ? 

Gent.  Not,  indeed : 
He  hence  remov'd  lafl:  night,  and  with  more  hafte 
Than  is  his  ufe, 

WiD.  Lord,  how  we  lofe  our  pains ! 

Hel.  AWs  well  that  ends  welly  yet ; 
Though  time  feem  fo  adv6rfe,  and  means  imfit. — 
I  do  befeech  you,  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Gent.  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  Roufillon; 
Whither  I  am  going. 

Hel.  I  do  befeech  you,  fir. 
Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  king  before  me, 
Commend  the  paper  to  his  gracious  hand ; 
Which,  I  prefume,  fhall  render  you  no  blame. 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it : 
I  will  come  after  you,  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 
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Gent.  This  Til  do  for  you- 

Hel.  And  you  (hall  find  yourfelf  to  be  well  thanked. 

Whatever  falls  more. — We  muft  to  horfe  again  ; 

Go,  go,  provide.  [ExewU. 

SCENE  11.    Roufillon-     Tie  inner  Court  of  the  CovN- 

TESSAS  Palace. 

Enter  Cl o wn  and  Parolles. 

Par.  Good  monfieur  Lavatch,  give  my  lord  Lafeu 
this  letter  :  I  have  ere  now,  fir,  been  better  known  to 
you,  when  T  have  held  familiarity  with  freftier  clothes ; 
but  I  am  now,  fir,  muddied  in  fortunes  moat,  and  fmell 
fomewhat  ftrong  of  her  fl:rong  difpleafure. 

Clo.  Truly,  fortune's  difpleafure  is  but  fluttifli,  if  it 
fmells  fo  fl:rong  as  thou  fpeak'ftof :  I  will  henceforth  eat 
no  filh  of  fortune's  buttering.     Pr'ythee,  allow  the  wind. 

Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  to  ftop  your  nofe,  fir  ;  I  fpake 
but  by  a  metaphor. 

Clo.  Indeed,  fir,  if  your  metaphor  fl:ink,  I  will  ftop  my 
nofe ;  or  againft  any  man's  metaphor.  Pr'ythee,  get 
thee  further. 

Par.  Pray  you,  fir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 

Clo.  Foh,  pr'ythee,  fland  away ;  A  paper  from  for* 
tune's  clofe-fl:ool  to  give  to  a  nobleman  !  Look,  here  he 
comes  himfelf. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune's,  fir,  or  of  fortune^s  cat,  (but 
not  a  mufk-cat,)  that  has  fallen  into  the  unclean  fifhpond 
of  her  difpleafure,  and,  as  he  fays,  is  muddied  withal: 
Pray  you,  fir,  ufe  the  carp  as  you  may;  for  he  looks  like 
a  poor,  decay'd,  ingenious,  foolifli,  rafcally  knave.  I  do 
pity  his  difl:refs  in  my  fmiles  of  comfort,  and  leave  him 
to  your  Lordfliip.  [Exit  Clowh\^ 
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Par.  My  lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  fortune  hath  cruel- 
ly fcratch'd. 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  'tis  too 
late  to  pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  phy'd 
the  knave  with  fortune,  that  (he  fhould  fcratch  you, 
who  of  herfelf  is  a  good  lady,  and  would  not  have  knaves 
thrive  long  under  her  ?'  There's  2i  quart  d*ecu  for  you  : 
Let  the  juftices  make  you  and  fortune  friends ;  I  am  for 
other  bufinefs. 

Par.  I  befeech  your  honour,  to  hear  me  one  fingle 
word- 

Laf.  You  beg  a  fingle  penny  more  :  come,  you  fliall 
ha't ;  fave  your  word. 

Par.  My  name,  my  good  lord,  is  Parolles. 

Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then — Cox'  my 
paflion !  give  me  your  hand  : — How  does  your  drum  ? 

Par.  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found  me. 

Laf.  Was  I,  in  footh  ?  and  I  was  the  firft  that  loft  thee. 

Par.  It  lies  in  you,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome 
grace,  for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf,  Out  upon  thee,  knave  !  doft  thou  put  upon  me 
at  once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  devil  ?  one  brings 
thee  in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  [Trumpets 
Jound.']  The  king's  coming,  I  know  by  his  trumpets. — 
Sirrah,  inquire  further  after  me  ;  I  had  talk  of  you  laff 
night :  though  you  are  a  fool  and  a  'knave,  you  ftiall 
eat ;  go  to,  follow.  • 

Par.  I  praife  God  for  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  the  fame.    A  Room  in  the  Countess's  Palace. 
FlouriJIj.    Enter  King,  Countess,  Lafeu,  Lords, 

Gentlemen,  Guards,  i^c. 
King.  We  loft  a  jewel  of  her  ;  and  our  efteem 
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Was  made  much  poorer  by  it :  but  your  fon. 
As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fenfe  to  know 
Her  eflimation  home. 

Count.  'Tis  part,  my  liege  : 
And  I  befeech  your  majefly  to  make  it 
Natural  rebellion,  done  i'  the  blaze  of  youth  ; 
When  oil  and  fire,  too  ftrong  for  reafon^s  force, 
O'erbears  it,  and  burns  on. 

King.  My  honoured  lady, 
I  havp  forgiven  and  forgotten  all ; 
Though  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him. 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  fhoot. 

Laf.  This  I  muft  fay, 

But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon, — ^The  young  lord 
Did  to  his  majefty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady. 
Offence  of  mighty  note ;  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all :  he  loft  a  wife, 
Whofe  beauty  did  aftonifh  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  eyes  ;  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive ; 
Whofe  dear  perfection,  hearts  that  fcom'd  to  ferve. 
Humbly  calPd  miftrefs. 

King.  Praifing  what  is  loft. 
Makes  the  remembrance  dear.— -^ Well,  call  him  hi- 
ther ; 

We  are  reconciled,  and  the  firft  view  fhall  kill 
All  repetition  :— JLet  him  not  afk  our  pardon  ; 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead. 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  we  do  bury 
The  incenfing  relicks  of  it :  let  him  approach, 
A  ftranger,  no  offender ;  and  inform  him. 
So  'tis  our  will  he  fhould. 

Gent.  T  fhall,  my  liege.  [Exit  Gentleman. 

King.  What  fays  he  to  your  daughter?  have  you  fpoke  ? 


dhVs  WELL   THAT  ENDS  WELL^  357 

Laf.  All  that  he  is  hath  reference  to  your  highnefs. 

King.  Then  fhall  we  have  a  match,     I  have  letters 
fent  me, 
That  fet  him  high  in  fame. 

Enter  Bertram. 

Laf.  He  looks  well  on't. 

King.  I  am  not  a  day  of  feafon. 
For  thou  may'ft  fee  a  fun-fhine  and  a  hail 
,  In  me  at  once  :  But  to  the  brighteft  beams 
Diftraded  clouds  give  way  ;  fo  ftand  thou  forth. 
The  time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  My  high-repented  blames. 
Dear  fovereign  pardon  to  me. 

King.  All  is  whole ; 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  time. 
Let's  take  the  inftant  by  the  forward  top ; 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  decrees 
The  inaudible  and  noifelefs  foot  of  time 
Steals  ere  we  can  efFed  them  :  You  remember 
The  daughter  of  this  lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly, 
My  liege  :  At  firft 

I  fluck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue  ; 
Where  the  imprefllon  of  mine  eye  infixing. 
Contempt  his  fcornful  perfpedive  did  lend  me. 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favour ; 
Scom'd  a  fair  colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftolen  ; 
Extended  or  contra6ted  all  proportions, 
To  a  moft  hideous  objed :  Thence  it  came. 
That  fhe,  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  myfelf, 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov'd,  was  in  mine  eye 
The  duft  that  did  offend  it, 
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King.  Well  excused : 
That  thou  didft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  fcores  away 
from  the  great  compt :  But  love,  that  comes  too  late. 
Like  a  remorfeful  pardon  ilowly  carried, 
To  the  great  fender  turns  a  four  offence. 
Crying,  That's  good  that's  gone  :  our  rafti  faults 
Make  trivial  price  of  ferious  things  we  have, 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  grave  : 
Oft  our  difpleafures,  to  ourfelves  unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  friends,  and  after  weep  their  duft  : 
Our  own  love  waking  cries  to  fee  what's  done. 
While  fhameful  hate  fleeps  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  fweet  Helen's  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin  : 
The  main  confents  are  had  ;  and  here  we'll  flay 
To  fee  our  widower's  fecond  marriage-day.  [blefs  ! 

Count.  Which  better  than  the  firfl,  O  dear  heaven. 
Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me,  O  nature,  ceafe !     . 

Laf.  Come  on,  my  fon,  in  whom  my  houfe's  name 
Mufl  be  digefted,  give  a  favour  from  you. 
To  fparkle  in  the  fpirits  of  my  daughter. 
That  fhe  may  quickly  come. — By  my  old  beard, 
And  every  hair  that's  on't,  Helen,  that's  dead. 
Was  a  fweet  creature ;  fuch  a  ring  as  this. 
The  lafl  that  e'er  I  took  her  leave  at  court, 
I  faw  upon  her  finger. 

Ber.  Hers  it  was  not. 

King.  Now,  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it ;  for  mine  eye. 

While  I  was  fpeakiiig,  oft  was  faflen'd  to't 

This  ring  was  mine ;  and,  when  I  gave  it  Helen, 

I  bade  her,  if  her  fortunes  ever  flood 

Neceffitied  to  help,  that  by  this  token 

1  would  relieve  her  :  Had  you  that  craft,  to  reave  her 
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Of  what  fhould  ftead  her  moft  ? 

Ber.  My  gracious  fovereign, 
Howler  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo, 
The  ring  was  never  her's. 

Count.  Son,  on  my  life, 
I  have  feen  her  wear  it ;  and  flie  reckoned  it 
At  her  life's  rate. 

Lap.  I  am  fure,  I  faw  her  wear  it. 

Ber.  You  are  deceived,  my  lord,  fhe  never  faw  it  : 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  paper,  which  contained  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it :  noble  (he  was,  and  thought 
I  flood  ingag'd  :  but  when  I  had  fubfcrib'd 
To  mine  own  fortune,  and  informed  her  fully,  ^ 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  honour 
As  fhe  had  made  the  overture,  flie  ceas'd. 
In  heavy  fatisfaftion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  ring  again. 

King.  Plutus  himfelf. 
That  knows  the  tindl  and  multiplying  medicine. 
Hath  not  in  nature's  myflery  more  fcience. 
Than  I  have  in  this  ring :  'twas  mine,  'twas  Helen's, 
Whoever  gave  it  you  :  Then^  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  yourfelf, 
Confefs  'twas  hers,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her  :  fhe  call'd  the  faints  to  furety. 
That  fhe  would  never  put  it  from  her  finger, 
Unlefs  fhe  gave  it  to  yourfelf  in  bed, 
(Where  you  have  never  come,)  or  fent  it  us 
Upon  her  great  difafler. 

Ber.  She  never  faw  it. 

King.  Thou  fpeak'fl  it  falfely,  as  I  love  mine  honour ; 
And  mak'fl  conjedural  fears  to  come  into  me, 
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Which  I  would  fain  fhut  out :  If  it  (hould  prove 
That  thou  art  fo  inhuman, — 'twill  not  prove  fo ;— • 
And  yet  I  know  not : — ^thou  didft  hate  her  deadly^ 
And  fhe  is  dead  ;  which  nothing,  but  to  clofe 
Her  eyes  myfelf,  could  win  me  to  believe. 
More  than  to  fee  this  ring — ^Take  him  away.— 

[Guards  feize  Bertram. 
My  fore-pafl  proofs,  howe'er  the  matter  fall. 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity, 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little. — Away  with  him  ;— 
Well  fift  this  matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  (hall  prove 
This  ring  was  ever  hers,  you  fhall  as  eafy 
Prove  that  I  hufbanded  her  bed  in  Florence, 
Where  yet  fhe  never  was.  [Exit  Bertram^  guarded^ 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Jf^iNGi  I  am  wrapped  in  difmal  thinkings. 

Gent.  Gracious  fovereign, 
\Vhether  I  have  been  to  blame,  or  no,  I  know  not ; 
Here's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  hath,  for  four  or  five  removes,  come  fhort 
To  tender  it  herfelf.     I  undertook  it, 
Vanquifh'd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  fpeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this,  I  know, 
Is  here  attending  :  her  bufinefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  vifage  ;  and  fhe  told  me. 
In  a  fweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 
Your  highnefs  with  herfelf. 

King.  [Reads.]: — Upon  bis  many  protejlations  to  marry  me^ 
when  bis  wife  was  dead,  I  blujh  to  fay  it,  be  won  me.  Now 
is  tbe  count  Roufillon  a  widower ;  bis  vows  are  forfeited  tQ 
mey  and  my  bcmur^s  paid  to  bim.  HefloUfrom  Florence,  tak^ 
ing  no  leave^  and  I  follow  bim  to  bis  country  for  jujlice:  Gran$ 
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it  me^  0  king ;  in  you  it  hejl  lies ;  otberwife  a  feducerjkm* 
ri/hes,  and  a  poor  nudd  is  undone. 

Diana  Capulet. 

Laf.  I  will  buy  me  a  fon*in-law  in  a  fair,  and  toll  him; 
for  this,  ril  none  of  him. 

King.  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee,  Lafeu, 
To  bring  forth  this  difcovery. — Seek  thefe  fuitors  :— 
Go,  fpeedily,  and  bring  again  the  count. 

[Exeunt  Gentleman^  andfome  Attendants. 
I  am  afeard,  the  life  of  Helen,  lady, 
Was  foully  fnatch'd. 

Count.  Now,  juftice  on  the  doers ! 

Enter  Ber  tram,  guarded. 

King.  I  wonder,  fir,  fince  wives  are  monfters  to  you. 
And  that  you  fly  th^m  as  you  fwear  them  lordfhip. 
Yet  you  defire  to  marry. — What  woman's  that  ? 

Re-enter  Gentleman^  with  Widow,  and  Diana. 

DiA.  I  am,  my  lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet ; 
My  fuit,  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

WiD,  I  am  her  mother,  fir,  whofe  age  and  honour 
Both  fuffer  under  this  complaint  we  bring, 
And  both  fliall  ceafe,  without  your  remedy. 

King.  Come  hither, count ;  Do  you  know  thefe  women? 

Ber.  My  lord,  I  neither  can,  nor  will  deny 
But  that  I  know  them :  Do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

DiA.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange  upon  your  wife  ? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  lord. 

DiA.  If  you  fliall  marry, 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine ; 
You  give  away  heaven's  vows,  and  thofe  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  myfelf,  which  is  knpwn  mine ; 
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For  I  by  vow  am  fo  embodied  yours, 

That  fhe,  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me. 

Either  both,  or  none. 

,   Lae.  Your  reputation  [Tb  Bertram^  comes  toofhort 

for  my  daughter,  you  are  no  hufband  for  her. 

.    Ber.  My  lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperate  creature. 

Whom  fometime  I  have  laugh'd  with :  let  your  highnefs 

Lay  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honour. 

Than  for  to  think  that  I  would  fink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to  friend^ 
Till  your  deeds  gain  them :  Fairer  prove  your  honour. 
Than  in  my  thought  it  lies ! 

DiA.  Good  my  lord, 
A£k  him  upon  his  oath,  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  my  virginity. 

King.  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  her  ? 

Ber.  She's  impudent,  my  lord ; 
And  was  a  common  gamefter  to  the  camp. 

DiA.  He  does  me  wrong,  my  lord ;  if  I  were  fo. 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price : 
Do  not  believe  him :  O,  behold  this  ring, 
Whofe  high  refped,  and  rich  validity, 
Did  lack  a  parallel ;  yet,  for  all  that, 
He  gave  it  to  a  commoner  o'  the  camp^ 
If  I  be  one. 

Count.  He  blufhes,  and  'tis  it : 
Of  fix  preceding  anceftors,  that  gem 
Conferr'd  by  teftament  to  the  fequent  ifllie. 
Hath  it  been  ow'd,  and  worn.     This  is  his  wife  ; 
That  ring's  a  thoufand  proofs. 

King.  Methought,  you  faid. 
You  faw  one  here  in  court  could  witnefs  it. 

DiA.  I  did,  my  lord,  but  loth  am  to  produce 
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So  bad  an  inflrument ;  his  name's  Parolles. 

Lap.  I  faw  the  man  to-day,  if  man  he  be. 

King.  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 

Ber.  What  of  him  ? 
He's  quoted  for  a  moft  perfidious  flave, 
With  all  the  fpots  o'  the  world  tax'd  and  debofh'd ; 
Whofe  nature  fickens,  but  to  fpeak  a  truth : 
Am  I  or  that,  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 

King.  She  hath  that  ring  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think,  fhe  has :  certain  it  is,  I  lik'd  her, 
And  boarded  her  i'  the  wanton  way  of  youth ; 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  for  me^ 
Madding  my  eagcmefs  with  her  reflraint, 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy's  courfe 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy  j  and,  in  fine. 
Her  infuit  coming  with  her  modern  grace. 
Subdued  me  to  her  rate :  fhe  got  the  ring ; 
And  I  had  that,  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market-price  have  bought. 

DiAN.  I  mufl  be  patient ; 
You,  that  turn'd  off  a  firft  fo  noble  wife. 
May  juftly  diet  me.     I  pray  you  yet, 
(Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  hu£band,) 
Send  for  your  ring,  I  will  return  it  home. 
And  give  me  mine  again. 

Ber.  I  have' it  not. 

King.  What  ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you  ^ 

DiA.  Sir,  much  like 
The  fame  upon  your  finger. 

King.  Know  you  this  ring  ?  this  ring  wa^  his  of  late. 

DiA.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 

King.  The  ftory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 
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Out  of  a  cafement. 

DiA.  I  have  fpoke  the  truth. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Ber.  My  lord,  I  do  confefs,  the  ring  was  hers. 

King.  You  boggle  fhrewdly,  every  feather  ftarts  you.— • 
Is  this  the  man  you  fpeak  of? 

DiA.  Ay,  my  lord. 

King.  Tell  me,  but,  (irrah,  tell  me  true,  I  charge  you, 
Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  mailer, 
(Which,  on  your  juft  proceeding,  I'll  keep  off,) 
By  him,  and  by  this  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafe  yopr  majefty,  my  matter  hath  been  an 
honourable  gentleman ;  tricks  he  hath  had  in  him,  which 
gentlemen  have. 

Ki^NG.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe :  Did  he  love  this 
woman  ? 

Par.  'Faith,  fir,  he  did  love  her;  But  how? 

King.  How,  I  pray  you  ? 

Par.  He  did  love  her,  fir,  as  a  gentleman  loves  a 
woman. 

KiNG^  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  loved  her,  fir,  and  loved  her  not. 

King.  As  thou  art  a  knave,  and  no  knave : — What  an 
equivocal  companion  is  this  ? 

Par.  I  am  a  poor  man, and  at  your  majefty 's  command. 

Laf.  He's  a  good  drum,  my  lord,  but  a  naughty  oraton 

DiA.  Do  you  know,  he  promifed  me  marriage  ? 

Par.  'Faith,  I  know  more  than  I'll  fpeak. 

King.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'ft  ? 

Par.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  majefty;  I  did  go  between 
them,  as  I  faid ;  but  more  than  that,  he  loved  her, — for, 
indeed,  he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Satan,  and  of 
Umbo,  and  of  furies,  and  I  know  not  what :  yet  I  was  in 
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that  credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew  of  their 
going  to  bed ;  and  of  other  motions,  as  promifing  her 
marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill  will  to 
fpeak  of,  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I  know. 

King.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou  canft 
fay  they  are  married  :  but  thou  art  too  fine  in  thy  evi- 
dence ;  therefore  ftand  afide — 
TTiis  ring,  you  fay  was  yours  ? 

DiA.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Where  did  you  buy  it  ?  or  who  gave  it  you  ? 

DiA.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  I  did  not  buy  it. 

King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 

DiA.  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 

DiA.  I  found  it  not. 

King.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefc  ways. 
How  could  you  give  it  him  ? 

DiA.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Lap.  This  woman's  an  eafy  glove,  my  lord ;  (he  goes 
oflPand  on  at  pleafure. 

King.  This  ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft  wife. 

DiA.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  aught  I  know. 

King.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now ; 
To  prifon  with  her :  and  away  with  him. — 
Unlefs  thou  telPft  me  where  thou  had'ft  this  ring. 
Thou  dieft  within  this  hour.    ■ 

DiA.  I'll  never  tell  you. 

King.  Take  her  away. 

DiA.  rU  put  in  bail,  my  liege. 

King.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  cuftomer. 

DiA.  By  Jove,  if  ever  I  knew  man,  'twas  you. 

King.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accused  him  all  this  while  ? 

DiA,  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty ; 
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He  knows,  I  am  no  maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't  : 
rU  fwear,  I  am  a  maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  king,  I  am  no  (trumpet,  by  my  life ; 
I  am  either  maid,  or  elfe  this  old  man's  wife. 

[Pointing  to  Lafeu. 

King.  She  does  abufe  our  ears  ;  to  prifon  with  her. 

DiA.  Good  mother,  fetch  my  bail — ^tay,  royal  fir ; 

[Exit  Widow. 
The  jeweller,  that  owes  the  ring,  is  fent  for. 
And  he  (hall  furety  me.    But  for  this  lord. 
Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf. 
Though  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him : 
He  knows  himfelf,  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd ; 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child : 
Dead  jthough  (he  be,  (he  feels  her  young  one  kick ; 
So  there's  my  riddle.  One,  that's  dead,  is  quick : 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Re-enter  Widow,  with  Helena. 

King.  Is  there  no  exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  ofl&ce  of  mine  eyes  ? 
Is't  real,  that  I  fee  ? 

Hel.  No,  my  good  lord  ; 
'Tis  but  the  (hadow  of  a  wife  you  fee, 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Ber.  Both,  both  ;  O,  pardon ! 

Hel.  O,  my  good  lord,  when  I  was  like  this  maid, 
I  found  you  wond'rous  kind.    There  is  your  ring, 
And,  look  you,  here's  your  letter ;  This  it  fays, 
Wbenjrom  my  finger  you  can  get  this  ring. 

And  are  by  me  with  child,  &c ^This  is  done : 

Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

Ber.  If  (he,  my  liege,  can  make  me  know  this  clearly^ 
I'll  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 
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Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue, 
Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  aijd  you ! — 
O,  my  dear  mother,  do  I  fee  you  living  ? 

Lap.  Mine  eyes  fmell  onions,  I  fhall  weep  anon  :— 
Good  Tom  Drum,  [I'd  ParollesJ]  lend  me  a  handker- 
chief: So,  I  thank. thee;  wait  on  me  home,  FU  make 
fport  with  thee  :  Let  thy  courtenes  alone,  they  are  fcurvy 
ones. 

King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  flory  know. 
To  make  the  even  truth  in  pleafure  flow : — 
If  thou  be'ft  yet  a  frefh  uncropped  flower,     [To  Diana. 
Choofe  thou  tliy  hufband,  and  Til  pay  thy  dower  ; 
For  I  can  guefs,  that,  by  thy  honeft  aid. 
Thou  kept'fl:  a  wife  herfelf,  thyfelf  a  maid. — 
Of  that,  and  all  the  progrefs,  more  and  lefs, 
Refolvedly  more  leifure  ftiall  exprefs  : 
All  yet  feems  well ;  and,  if  it  end  fo  meet. 
The  bitter  paft,  more  welcome  is  the  fweet.       [Flourijb. 

Advancing. 

Ttbe  hinges  a  beggar^  noiv  the  play  is  done  : 
All  is  well  ended,  ifthisfuit  be  won, 
^at  you  exprefs  content;  zvhich  we  will  pay ^ 
Witbjlrife  to  pieafe  you^  day  exceeding  day : 
Ours  be  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts; 
Tour  gentle  hands  lend  usy  and  take  our  hearts.  \Exeunt. 
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Saw'ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge'  corner,  in  the  coldeft  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lofe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

I  Hun.  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord  j 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  mereft  lofs, 
And  twice  to-day  pick'd  out  the  duUefl  fcent : 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool  y  if  Echo  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  efteem  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch. 
But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all ; 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

1  Hun.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Lord.  What's  here  ?  one  dead,  or  drunk  ?    See„  doth 
he  breathe  ?  [with  ale, 

2  Hun.  He  breathes,  my  lord  :  Were  he  not  warm'd 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  flcep  fo  foundly. 

Lord,  O  mouftrous  bead  !  how  like  a  fwine  he  lies ! 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  image  ! 

Sirs,  I  will  praftlfe  on  this  drunken  man 

What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed, 
Wrap'd  in  fweet  clothes,  rings  put  upon  his  fingers, 
A  mod  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed. 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes. 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

1  Hun.  Believe  me,  lord,  I  think  he  cannot  choofe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak'd. 
Lord.  Even  as  a  flattering  dream,  or  worthlefs  fancy. 

Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jefl:  :— 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pidures  : 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  diftilled  waters, 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet : 
Procure  me  mulick  ready  when  he  wakes, 
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To  mike  a  dulcet  and  a  heavenly  found  ; 

And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight, 

And,  with  a  low  fubmiflive  reverence. 

Say, — ^What  is  it  your  honour  will  command  ? 

Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  bafon. 

Full  of  rofe-water,  and  befirew'd  with  flowers ; 

Another  bear  the  ewer,  the  third  a  diaper. 

And  fay, — ^Will^t  pleafe  your  lordfliip  cool  your  hands  ? 

Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftly  fuit. 

And  a(k  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear  ; 

Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 

And  that  his  lady  mourns  at  his  difeafe : 

Perfuade  him,  that  he  hath  been  lunatick ; 

And  when  he  fays  he  is — ,  fay,  that  he  dreams. 

For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord. 

This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  firs  j 

It  will  be  paftime  pafling  excellent, 

If  it  be  hufbanded  with  modefty. 

I  Hun.  My  lord,  I  warrant  you,  we'll  play  our  part. 
As  he  fhall  think,  by  our  true  diligence, 
He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is.  ^ 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  office,  when  he  wakes. — 

[Some  bear  out  Sir.    A  trumpet  founds. 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  'tis  that  founds  :— 

{Exit  Servant. 
Belike,  fome  noble  gentleman  ;  that  means, 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofe  him  here. — • 

Re-enter  a  Servant. 
How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An  it  pleafe  your  honour. 
Players  that  offer  fervice  to  your  lordfhip. 

Lord.  Bid  them  come  near : 

A  a  iiij 
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Enter  Plateks. 
Now,  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

i  Play.  We  thank  your  honour. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  me  to-night  ? 

2  PLAr.  So  pleafe  your  lordfliip  to  accept  our  duty. 

Lord.  With  all  my  heart. — ^This  feUow  I  remember. 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  farmer's  eldeft  fon  ; — 
'Twas  where  you  wooM  the  gentlewoman  fo  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name ;  but^  fure^  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  performed. 

I  Play.  I  think,  'twas  Soto  that  your  honour  means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true  ; — ^thou  didft  it  excellent.— 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time ; 
Tlie  rather  for  I  have  fome  fport  in  hand. 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  aflift  me  much. 
There  is  a  lord  will  hear  you  play  to-night : 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modefties ; 
Left,  over-eying  of  his  odd  behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  play,) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  paflion^ 
And  fo  oflfend  him ;  for  I  tell  you,  firs. 
If  you  fhould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient* 

I  Play.  Fear  not,  my  lord ;  we  can  contain  ourfelves, 
Were  he  the  verieft  antick  in  the  world. 

Lord.  Go,  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery. 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome  every  one  j 

I-et  them  want  nothing  that  my  houfe  affords 

[Exeunt  Servant  and  Platers^ 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew,  my  page, 

[To  a  Serfant. 
And  fee  him  drefs'd  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady : 
That  done,  eondud  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber. 
And  call  him— -madam,  do  him  obeifance. 
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TcU  him  from  me,  (as  he  will  win  my  loYe>) 

He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  adion, 

Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  ladies 

Unto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplifhed : 

Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do. 

With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefy ; 

And  fay, — ^What  is't  your  honour  will  command, 

Wherein  your  lady,  and  your  humble  wife. 

May  Ihow  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 

And  then,  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kifles, 

And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom,— 

Bid  him  fhed  tears,  as  being  overjoy'd 

To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor'd  to  health. 

Who,  for  twice  feven  years,  hath  efteem'd  him 

No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar : 

And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift, 

To  rain  a  fhower  of  commanded  tears. 

An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  fhift ; 

Which  in  a  napkin  being  clofe  convey'd. 

Shall  in  defpite  enforce  a  watry  eye. 

See  this  defpatch'd  with  all  the  hafle  thou  canft ; 

Anon  rU  give  thee  more  inftrudions. —  [Exit  Serfant. 

I  know,  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace. 

Voice,  gait,  and  adion  of  a  gentlewoman  : 

I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  dnmkard,  hufband ; 

And  how  my  men  will  flay  themfelves  from  laughter. 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant. 

rU  in  to  counfel  them :  haply,  my  prefence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen. 

Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extremes.       lExeunt. 

SCENE  IL  A  Bedchamber  in  the  Lord's  Houfe. 
Sir  is  difcQvered in  a  rich  night  gown^  with  Attendants} 
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fome  with  apparel,  others  with  hafon,  ewer^  and  other  ap^ 
purtcnances.     Enter  Lord,  drefs^d  like  a  Servant. 
Sly.  For  God's  fake,  a  pot  of  fmall  ale. 

1  Serf.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  lordftiip  drink  a  cup  of  fack? 

2  Serf.  Will't  pleafe  your  honour  tafte  of  thefe  con- 

ferves  ? 

3  Serf.  ^V^lat  raiment  will  your  honour  wear  to-day? 
Sly.  I  am  Chriftophero  Sly ;  call  not  me — honour, 

nor  lordfhip  :  T  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life ;  and  if  you 
give  me  any  conferves,  give  meconfervesof  beef:  Ne'er 
afk  me  what  raiment  Til  wear ;  for  I  have  no  more 
doublets  than  backs,  no  more  ftockings  than  legs,  nof 
no  more  fhoes  than  feet;  nay,  fometimes,  more  feet  than 
fhoes,  or  fuch  ihoes  as  my  toes  look  through  the  over- 
leather. 

Lord.  Heaven  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your  honour ! 
O,  that  a  mighty  man,  of  fuch  defcent, 
Of  fuch  pofTeflions,  and  fo  high  efteem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit ! 

Sly.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad  ?  Am  not  I 
Chriftopher  Sly,  old  Sly's  fon  of  Burton-heath ;  by  birth 
a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card-maker,  by  tranfmutation 
a  bear-herd,  and  now  by  prefent  profeflion  a  tinker  ? 
Afk  Marian  Hacket,  the  fat  ale-wife  of  Wincot,  if  fhe 
know  me  not :  If  (lie  fay  I  am  not  fourteen  pence  on 
the  fcore  for  fheer  ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  lying'ft  knave 
in  Chriftendom.  What,  I  am  not  beftraught :  Here's— 

1  Serf.  O,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  lady  mourn. 

2  Serf.  O,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  fervants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  fhun  your 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  lunacy.  [houfe^ 

O,  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth  ; 

Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment. 
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And  banifh  hence  thefe  abject  lowly  dreams  : 

Look,  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee, 

Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  beck. 

Wilt  thou  have  mufick  ?  hark  !  Apollo  plays,    iMufici. 

And  twenty  caged  nightingales -do  ling  : 

Or  wilt  thou  fleep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch, 

Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftful  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramis. 

Say,  thou  wilt  walk  ;  we  will  beftrew  the  ground  : 

Or  wilt  thou  ride  ?  thy  horfes  Ihall  be  trapp'd. 

Their  harnefs  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 

Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawks  will  foar 

Above  the  morning  lark  :  Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 

Thy  hounds  (hall  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them. 

And  fetch  fhrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  eartli.        [fwift 

1  Sert.  Say^  thou  wilt  courfe  ;  thy  greyhounds  are  as 
As  breathed  flags,  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Sert.  Doft  thou  love  pidhires  ?  we  will  fetch  thee 
Adonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook ;  [ftraight 
And  Cytherea  all  in  fedges  hid ; 

Which  feem  to  move  and  wanton  with  her  breath. 
Even  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord.  We'll  ftiow  thee  lo,  as  flie  was  a  maid ; 
And  how  ftie  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd. 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Ser^.  Or  Daphne,  roaming  through  a  thorny  wood; 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  ftiall  fwear  (he  bleeds : 
And  at  that  fight  fliall  fad  Apollo  weep, 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord  : 
Thou  haft  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Tlian  any  woman  in  this  waning  age. 

I  SERr,  And,  till  the  tears,  that  flue  hath  ihed  for  thee, 
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Like  envious  floods,  o'er-ran  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  the  faireft  creature  in  the  world ; 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none. 

Slt.  Am  I  a  lord  ?  and  have  I  fuch  a  lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dream'd  till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleep  :  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak, 
I  fmell  fweet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things :— - 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  lord,  indeed ; 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Chriftophero  Sly.— 
Well,  bring  our  lady  hither  to  our  fight ; 
And  once  again,  a  pot  o'  the  fmalleft  ale. 

2  Serf.  Will't  pleafe  your  mightinefs  to  wa(h  youf 

hands  ? 

ISBRrjNTs  prefent  an  ewer^  hafon^  and  napkin* 
O,  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wit  reftor'd ! 
O,  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are ! 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream : 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wak'd  as  if  you  flept. 

Slt.  Thefe  fifteen  years  !  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap. 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

I  Serf.  O,  yes,  my  lord  ;  but  very  idle  words :— ^ 
For  though  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door ; 
And  rail  upon  the  hofiefs  of  the  houfe  ; 
And  fay,  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  leet, 
Becaufe  Ihe  brought  (lone  jugs,  and  no  feal'd  quarts : 
Sometimes,  you  would^call  out  for  Cicely  Racket. 

Slt.  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe.         [maid  ; 

3  Serf.  Why,  fir,  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  no  fuch 
Nor  no  fuch  men,  as  you  have  reckoned  up, — 

As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 

And  Peter  Turf,  and  fienry  Pimpemell ; 

And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
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Which  never  were,  nor  no  naan  ever  faw. 

Sir.  Now,  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends ! 

j4ll.  Amen. 

Sir.  I  thank  thee  ;  thou  (halt  not  lofe  by  it. 
Enter  the  Page,  as  a  lady,  with  Attendants. 

Page.  How  fares  my  noble  lord  ? 

Sly.  Marry,  I  fare  well ;  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 
Where  is  my  wife  ? 

Page.  Here,  noble  lord ;  xWhat  is  thy  will  with  her  ? 

Sly.  Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me — hufband? 
My  men  fliould  call  me — lord  ;  I  am  your  goodman. 

Page.  My  hufband  and  my  lord,  my  lord  and  hufband; 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly.  I  know  it  well : — What  muft  I  call  her  ? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  Al'ce  madam,  or  Joan  madam? 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe ;  fo  lords  call  ladies. 

Sly.  Madam  wife,  they  fay, that  I  have  dreamt,  andflept 
Above  feme  fifteen  year  and  more. 

Page.  Ay,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me ; 
Being  all  this  time  abandoned  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  'Tis  much; — Servants,  leave  me  and  her  alone.«-— 
Madam,  undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Page.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you. 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  j 
Or,  if  not  fo,  until  the  fun  be  fet : 
For  your  phyficians  have  exprefsly  charged. 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady, 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed  : 
I  hope,  this  reafon  flands  for  my  excufe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  flands  fo,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fb  long. 
But  I  would  be  loth  to  fall  into  my  dreams  again;  I  will 
therefore  tarry^  in  defpite  of  the  flefh  and  the  blood.. 
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Enter  a  Sbrfant. 

Serf.  Your  honour's  players,  hearing  your  amendment. 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  comedy, 
For  fo  your  dodors  hold  it  very  meet ; 
Seeing  too  much  fadnefs  hath  congealed  your  blood. 
And  melancholy  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzy. 
Therefore,  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play. 
And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment, 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sir.  Marry,  I  will ;  let  them  play  it :  Is  not  a  com- 
monty  a  Chriftmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick  ? 

Page.  No,  my  good  lord ;  it  is  more  pleafing  fluff. 

Sir.  What,  houfhold  fluff? 

Page.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiflory. 

Sly.  Well,  we'll  fee't :  Come,  madam  wife,  fit  by  my 
fide,  and  let  the  world  flip  ;  we  fliall  neVr  be  younger. 

[I'beyfit  down, 

AC'T  I. 

SCENE  I.    Padua,    A  public  Place. 

Enter  Lucent  10  and  Tranio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  fince — for  the  great  defire  I  had 
To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, — 
I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lombardy, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy ; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  am  arm'd 
With  his  gOod  will,  and  thy  good  company, 
Mofl  trufty  fervant,  well  approved  in  all ; 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happily  inflitute 
A  courfc  of  learning,  and  ingenious  fludies, 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 
Gave  me  my  being,  and  my  father  firil^ 
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A  merchant  of  great  traffick  through  the  world, 
Vincentio,  come  of  the  Bentivohi. 
Vincentio  his  fon,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  fhall  become,  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceived. 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds  : 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy. 
Virtue,  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs 
By  virtue  specially  to  be  achiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind  :  /or  I  have  Pifa  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come  ;  as  he  that  leaves 
A  (hallow  plafti,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep. 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirfl, 

I'ra.  Mi  perdonatCy  gentle  mailer  mine, 
I  am  in  all  afFeded  as  yourfelf ; 
Gkd  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve. 
To  fuck  the  fweets  of  fweet  philofophy. 
Only,  good  mailer,  while  we  do  admire 
This  virtue,  and  this  moral  diibipline. 
Let's  be  no  iloicks,  nor  no  flocks,  I  pray ; 
Or  fo  devote  to  Ariilotle's  checks, 
As  Ovid  be  an  outcail  quite  abjur'd : 
Talk  logick  with  acquaintance  that  you  have. 
And  pradice  rhetorick  in  your  common  talk ; 
Muiick  and  poefy  ufe,  to  quicken  you ; 
The  mathematicks,  and  the  metaphyficks, 
Fall  to  them,  as  you  find  your  ftomach  ferves  you : 
No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en ; — 
In  brief,  fir,  iludy  what  you  moil  affedl. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  doil  thou  advife. 
If,  Biondello,  thou  wert  come  afhore. 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs  \ 
And  take  a  lodging,  fit  to  entertain 
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Such  friends  as  time  in  Padua  fhall  beget. 
But  flay  awhile :  What  company  is  this  ? 

Tra.  Mafter,  fome  fhow,  to  welcome  us  to  town. 
Enter Baptista,  Katharina,  Bianca,  GRBMio^and 

IIoRTENsio.    Lucent  10  and  Cranio Jiand afide. 

Bap,  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  further. 
For  how  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  you  know  ; 
That  is, — ^not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  hufband  for  the  elder  : 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katharina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well. 
Leave  (hall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafurc. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather  :  She's  too  rough  for  me : — 
There,  there  Hortenfio,  will  you  any  wife  ?    ' 

Kath.  I  pray  you,  fir,  [To  BapJ]  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  dale  of  me  amongft  thefe  mates  ? 

HoR.  Mates,  maid !  how  mean  you  that  ?  no  mattt 
for  you, 
Unlefe  you  were  of  gentler,  milder  mould- 

Kath.  rfiiith,  fir,  you  fhall  never  need  to  fear ; 
I  wis,  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
But,  ^  i^  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  fhould  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  flool. 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

BoR.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us ! 

Ore.  And  me  too,  good  Lord  ! 

T'ra.  Hufh,  mafler !  here  is  fome  good  paflime  to^ 
ward ; 
That  wench  is  flark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward, 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee 
Maids'  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety. 
feace,  Tranio. 

"Tra.  Well  faid,  mafler;  mum!  and  gaze  your  fill. 
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Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  faid, — Bianca,  get  you  in  : 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca ; 
""  For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs^  my  girl. 

Kath.  a  pretty  peat !  'tis  beft 
Put  finger  in  the  eye, — an  fhe  knew  why. 

BiAN.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontcnt 

Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe : 

My  books,  and  inftruments,  fhall  be  my  company ; 

On  them  to  look,  and  pracftife  by  myfelf. 

Luc.  Hark,  Tranio  !  thou  may'ft  hear  Minerva  fpeak. 

.  \^AJide. 

HoR.  Signior  Baptifta,  will  youlbe  fo  ftrange  ? 
Sorry  am  I,  that  our  good  will  efFeds 
Bianca's  grief. 

4^RE.  Why,  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptifta,  for  this  fiend  of  hell, 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  ? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye  ;  I  am  refolv'd  : — 
Go  in,  Bianca.  \^Exit  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know,  ftie  taketh  moft  delight 
In  mufick,  inftruments,  and  poetry, 
Schoolmafters  will  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 
Fit  to  inftru6l  her  youth. — ^If  you,  Hortenfio, 
Or  fignior  Gremio,  you,-i-know  any  fuch, 
Prefer  them  hither  ;  for  to  cunning  men  ' 

I  will  be  very  kind,  and  liberal 
To  mine  own  children  in  good  bringing-up ; 
And  fo  farewell.     Katharina  you  may  ftay  ; 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Why,  and  I  truft,  I  may  go  too.  May  I  not  ? 
What,  ftiall  I  be  appointed  hours ;  as  though,  belike,  I 
knew  not  what  to  take,  and  what  to  leave  ?  Ha  !     [Exit. 

Vol.  II.  B  b 
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Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam  ;  your  gifts  are 
So  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Their  love  is  not 
fo  great,  Hortenfio,  but  we  may  blow  our  nails  toge- 
ther, and  faft  it  fairly  out ;  our  cake's  dough  on  both 
fides.  Farewell : — Yet,  for  the  love  I  bear  my  fwect 
Bianca,  if  I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit  man,  to 
teach  her  that  wherein  fhe  delights,  I  will  wifli  him  to 
her  father. 

HoR.  So  will  I,  fignior  Gremio  :  But  a  word,  I  pray. 
Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  yet  never  brook'd 
parle,  know  now,  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both, — 
that  we  may  yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  miftrefs, 
and  be  happy  rivals  in  Bianca's  love, — ^to  labour  and  ef- 
fect one  thing  Tpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

HoR.  Marry,  fir,  to  get  a  hufl>and  for  her  fitter. 

Gre.  a  hufband  !  a  devil. 

IIoR.  I  fay,  a  huft)and. 

Gre.  I  fay,  a  devil :  Think'fl:  thou,  Hortenfio,  though 
her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool  to  be 
married  to  hell  ? 

IIoR.  Tulh,  Gremio !  though  it  pafs  your  patience, 
and  mine,  to  endure  her  loud  alarums,  why,  man,  there 
be  good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on 
them,  would  take  her  with  all  faults,  and  money  enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell :  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition, — to  be  whipp'd  at  the  high-crofs  ' 
every  morning. 

HoR.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  fmall  choice  in  rotten 
apples.  But,  come  ;  fince  this  bar  in  law  makes  us 
friends,  it  fliall  be  fo  far  forth  friendly  maintain'd, — 
till  by  helping  Baptifta's  eldefl:  daughter  to  a  hufliand, 
we  fet  his  youngeft  free  for  a  hu£band,  and  then  have 
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to't  afrefh Sweet  Bianca  ! — Happy  man  be  his  dole  ! 

He  that  runs  fafteft,  gets  the  ring. — ^How  fay  you,  fignior 
Gremio  ? 

Gre.  I  am  agreed  :  and  'would  I  had  given  him  the 
bed  horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing,  that  would 
thoroughly  woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the 
houfe  of  her.     Come  on. 

[Exeunt  Gremio  and  Hortensio. 

Tra.  [Advancing.']  I  pray,  fir,  tell  me, — Is  it  poflible 
That  love  fhould  of  a  fudden  take  fuch  hold  ? 

Luc.  O,  Tranio,  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
I  never  thought  it  poflible,  or  likely ; 
But  fee  !  while  idly  I  ftood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effedl  of  love  in  idlenefs  : 
And  now  in  plainnefs  do  confefs  to  thee,-— 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret,  and  as  dear. 
As  Anna  to  the  queen  of  Carthage  was, — 
Tranio,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  perifh,  Tranio, 
If  I  achieve  not  this  young  modeft  girl : 
Counfel  me  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  canft  ; 
Affift  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now ; 
AfFe6lion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart  : 
If  love  have  touched  you,  nought  remains  but  fo,— 
Redime  te  captum  quam  queas  minimo. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  lad  ;  go  forward  :  this  contents  ; 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfePs  found- 

l^RA.  Mafter,  you  looked  fo  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Lvc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  face. 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
When  with  his  knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ftrand. 
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Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  marked  you  not,  how  her 
fifter 
Began  to  fcold ;  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm, 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tranio,  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move. 
And  with  her  breath  fhe  did  perfume  the  air ; 
Sacred,  and  fweet,  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then,  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance. 
I  pray,  awake,  fir;  If  you  love  the  maid. 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  achieve  her.  Thus  it  ftands:— 
Her  elder  fifter  is  fo  curft  and  fhrewd, 
That,  till  the  father  rid  his  hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  love  muft  live  a  maid  at  home  ; 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufe  fhe  fhall  not  be  annoy'd  with  fuitors." 

Luc.  Ah,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  father's  he ! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchoolmafters  to  inftrudl  her  ? 
'  1'ra.  Ay,  marry,  am  I,  fir ;  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Luc.  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  hand. 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  fchoolmafter. 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid  : 
That's  your  device. 

Luc.  It  is:  May  it  be  done  ? 

Tra.  Not  pollible ;  For  who  fhall  bear  your  part. 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vincentio's  fon  ? 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book ;  welcome  his  friends  ; 
Vifit  his  countrymen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Luc.  Bafta ;  content  thee  ;  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe ; 
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Nor  can  we  be  diftinguifh'd  by  our  faces, 
For  man,  or  mafter  :  then  it  follows  thus  ; — 
Thou  (halt  be  mafter,  Tranio,  in  my  ftead. 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants,  as  I  fliould : 
I  will  fome  other  be ;  fome  Florentine, 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  mean  man  of  Pifa. — 
'Tis  hatch'd,  and  fhall  be  fo : — Tranio,  at  once 
Uncafe  thee ;  take  my  coloured  hat  and  cloak  : 
When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee ; 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need.  \,^bey  exchange  habits. 

In  brief,  fir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is, 
And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient ; 
(For  fo  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting ; 
Be  ferviceable  to  my/on,  quoth  he. 
Although,  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe,) 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  be  fo,  becaufe  Lucentio  loves : 
And  let  me  be  a  flave,  to  achieve  that  maid 
Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thrall'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Here  comes  the  rogue Sirrah,  where  have  you  been  ? 

BioN.  Where  have  I  been  ?  Nay,  how  now,  where  are 
you? 
Mafter,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  ftol'n  your  clothes  ? 
Or  you  ftoPn  his  ?  or  both  ?  pray,  what's  the  news  ? 

Lvc.  Sirrah,  come  hither ;  'tis  no  time  to  jeft. 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  life. 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  countenance  on. 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his ; 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fince  I  came  afliore, 
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I  kiird  a  man,  and  fear  I  was  defcried  : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes, 
"While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life : 
You  underftand  me  ? 

BiON.  I,  fir  ?  ne*er  a  whit. 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth ;  * 
Tranio  is  chang'd'^into  Lucentio. 

BiON.  The  better  for  him ;  'Would,  I  were  fo  too  ! 

"Tra.  So  would  I,  *faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next  wifli 
after, — 
That  Lucentio  indeed  had  Baptifta's  youngeft  daughter. 
But,  firrah, — not  for  my  fake,  but  your  matter's, — ^I 

advife 
You  uie  your  manners  difcreetly  in  all  kind  of  companies; 
When  I  am  alone,  why,  then  I  am  Tranio ; 
But  in  all  places  elfe,  your  mafter  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  let's  go  : — 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thyfelf  execute ; — 
To  make  one  among  thefe  wooers:  If  thou  afk  me  why, — 
Sufficeth,  my  reafons  are  both  good  and  Weighty.  {ExeutU. 

I  Serf.  My  lord^  you  nod;  you  do  not  mmd  the  play. 

Sir.  ITeSy  by  faint  j^nne^  do  L     A  good  matter^  f¥^^fy  i 
Comes  there  any  more  of  it  ? 

Page.  My  hrd,  Uis  but  begun. 

Sly.  '7//  a  very  excellent  piece  of  work ^  madam  lady; 
Would' t  were  done  ! 

SCENE  IL    The  fame.  Before  Hortensio's  Houfe. 
Enter  Fetruchio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Verona,  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave. 
To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua  ;  but,  of  all. 
My  beft  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Hortenfjo  j  and,  I  trow,  this  is  his  houfe : — 
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Here,  firrah  Gnimio  ;  knock,  I  fay. 

Gru.  Knock,  fir !  whom  ftiould  I  knock  ?  is  there  any 
man  has  rebus'd  your  worihip  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 

Gru.  Knock  you  here,  fir  ?  why,  fir,  what  am  I,  fir, 
that  I  ftioulcl  knock  you  here,  fir  ? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  Til  knock  your  knave's  pate. 

Gru.  My  mafl:er  is  grown  quarrelfome:  I  fliould  knock 
you  firft, 
And  then  I  know  after  who  comes  by  the  worfl:. 

Pet.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
'Faith,  firrah,  an  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  wring  it ; 
I'll  try  how  you  can/olyfa,  and  fing  it. 

[He  wrings  Grumio  by  the  ears. 

Gru.  Help,  mafters,  help !  my  mafl:er  is  mad. 

Pet.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you :  firrah !  villain ! 
Enter  Hortensio. 

HoR.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?— My  old  friend 
Grumio  !  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio !— How  do  you 
all  at  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  ? 
Con  tutto  il  core  bene  trovato,  may  I  fay. 
'  HoR.  Alia  nojira  cafa  bene  venuto^ 
Molto  bonorato  fignor  mio  Petruchio. 
Rife,  Grumio,  rife ;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  'leges  in  Latin.^>*. 
If  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fervicc, 
— Look  you,  fir, — he  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  him 
foundly,  fir :  Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his 
mafter  fo ;  being,  perhaps,  (for  aught  I  fee,)  two  and 
thirty, — a  pip  out  ? 

Whom,  'would  to  God,  I  had  well  knock'd  atfirfl^ 
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Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  a  fenfelefs  villain ! — Good  Hortenfio, 
I  bade  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate  ? — O  heavens  ! — 
Spake  you  not  thefe  words  plain, — Sirrair,  knack  me  bere^ 
Rap  me  bere^  knock  me  well^  and  knock  mefoundly  ? 
And  come  you  now  with — knocking  at  the  gate  ? 
Fet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 
HoK.  Petruchio,  patience ;  I  am  Grumio's  pledge  : 
Why,  this  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you  j 
Your  ancient,  trufty,  pleafant  fervant  Grumio. 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  friend, — ^what  happy  gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  ? 

pj?r.  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  through  the  world, 
To  feek  their  fortunes  further  than  at  home. 
Where  fmall  experience  grows.    But,  in  a  few, 
Signior  Hortenfio,  thus  it  (lands  with  me  : — 
Antonio,  my  father,  is  deceased ; 
And  I  have  thruft  myfelf  into  this  maze, 
Haply  to  wive,  and  thrive,  as  beft  I  may  : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

HoK.  Petruchio,  fhall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thee. 
And  wifh  thee  to  a  fhrewd  ill-favour'd  wife  ? 
Thou*dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfel : 
And  yet  PU  promife  thee  (he  fhall  be  rich, 
And  very  rich  : — ^but  thour't  too  much  my  friend. 
And  PU  not  wifti  thee  to  her. 

Tet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  'twixt  fuc&  friends  as  we. 
Few  words  fuffice  :  and  therefore,  if  thou  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio's  wife, 
(As  wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  dance,) 
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Be  fhe  as  foul  as  was  Florentius'  love, 
As  old  as  Sibyl,  and  as  curft  and  fhrewd 
As  Socrates'  Xantippe,  or  a  worfe, 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes,  at  leaft, 
AfFe£fion's  edge  in  me  ;  were  fhe  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  Adriatick  feas  :' 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua ; 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua, 

Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  fir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  his 
mind  is :  Why,  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry  him 
to  a  puppet,  or  an  aglet-baby  ;  or  an  old  trot  with  ne'er 
a  tooth  in  her  head,  though  fhe  have  as  many  difeafes 
as  two  and  fifty  horfes  :  why,  nothing  comes  amifs,  fo 
money  comes  withal. 

HoR.  Petruchio,  fince  we  have  flepp'd  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jefl. 
I  can,  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young,  and  beauteous  ; 
Brought  up,  as  befl  becomes  a  gentlewoman : 
Her  only  fault  (and  that  is  faults  enough,) 
Is, — that  fhe  is  intolerably  curfl, 
And  fhrewd,  and  froward  ;  fo  beyond  all  meafure, 
That,  were  my  flate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold.  [fed : — 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  peace ;  thou  know'fl  not  gold's  ef- 
Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  'tis  enough ; 
For  I  will  board  her,  though  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumn  crack. 

floR.  Her  father  is  Baptifla  Minola, 
An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman  : 
Her  name  is,  Katharina  Minola, 
Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  hqr  father,  though  I  know  not  her ; 
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And  he  knew  my  deceafed  father  well : — 
I  will  not  fleep,  Hortenfio,  till  I  fee  her ; 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you. 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru.  I  pray  you,  fir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour 
lafts.  O'  my  word,  an  flie  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  ihe 
would  think  fcolding  would  do  Uttle  good  upon  him : 
She  may,  perhaps,  call  him  half  a  fcore  knaves,  or  fo: 
why,  that's  nothing ;  an  he  begin  once,  hell  rail  in  his 
rope-tricks.  Fll  tell  you  what,  fir, — an  Ihe  (land  him 
but  a  little,  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her  face,  and  fo 
disfigure  her  with  it,  that  fhe  fliall  have  no  more  eyes  to 
fee  withal  than  a  cat :  You  know  him  not,  fir.  - 

HoR.  Tarry,  Petruchio,  I  mufl:  go  with  thee  ; 
For  in  Baptifta's  keep  my  treafure  is : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold. 
His  youngeft  daughter,  beautiful  Biaitca^; 
And  her  withholds  from  me,  and  other  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love :  \ 

Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoflible, 
(For  thofe  defe(95  1  have  before  rehears'd,) 
That  ever  Katharina  will  be  woo'd. 
Therefore,  this  order  hath  Baptifla  ta'en  ;— 
That  none  fiiall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 
Till  Katharine  the  curft  have  got  a  huiband. 

Gru.  Katharine  the  curft ! 
A  title  for  a  maid,  of  all  titles  the  worft. 

HoR.  Now  fhall  my  friend  Petruchio  do  me  grace ; 
And  offer  me,  difguis'd  in  fober  robes. 
To  old  Baptifta  as  a  fchool-mafter 
Well  feen  in  mufick,  to  inftrudk  Bianca  : 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  Icjtft^ 
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Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  love  to  her. 
And,  unfufpeded,  court  her  by  herfelf. 
Enter  Gremio;  with  bim  Lucent lo  difguifed,  with  hoois 

under  bis  arm. 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery!  See;  to  beguile  the  old  folks^ 
how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together  !  Mafter, 
mafter,  look  about  you :  Who  goes  there  ?  ha ! 

HoR.  Peace,  Grumio ;  *tis  the  rival  of  my  love  :— . 
Petruchio,  Hand  by  a  while. 

Gru.  a  proper  ftripling,  and  an  amorous !     l^Hey  retire. 

Gre.  O,  very  well ;  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  fir ;  Vl\  have  them  very  fairly  bound : 
All  books  of  love,  fee  that  at  any  hand ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  lec9:ures  to  her : 
You  underftand  me  ; — ^Over  and  befide 
Signior  Baptifta's  Uberality, 

rU  mend  it  with  a  largefs  : — ^Take  your  papers  too. 
And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd ; 
For  fhe  is  fweeter  than  perfume  itfelf, 
To  whom  they  go.     What  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whatever  I  read  to  her,  111  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  patron,  (Hand  you  fo  affur'd,) 
As  firmly  as  yourfelf  were  ftill  in  place  : 
Yea,  and  (perhaps)  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  fcholar,  fir. 

Gre.  O  this  learning !  what  a  thing  it  is ! 

Gru.  O  this  woodcock  !  what  an  afs  it  is  ! 

Pet.  Peace,  firrah. 

HoR.  Grumio,  mum ! — ^God  fave  you,  fignior  Gremio ! 

Gre.  And  you're  well  met,  fignior  Hortenfio.  Trow 
Whither  I  am  going  ! — To  Baptilla  Minola.  [you, 

I  promised  to  enquire  carefully 
About  a  fchoolmafter  for  fair  Bianca : 
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And,  by  good  fortune,  I  have  lighted  well 

On  this  young  man ;  for  learning,  and  behaviour. 

Fit  for  her  turn  ;  well  read  in  poetry. 

And  other  books, good  ones,  I  warrant  you. 

HoR.  Tis  well :  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman. 
Hath  promised  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  mufician  to  inftrud  our  miftrefs  ; 
So  (hall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Gre.  Belov'd  of  me, — and  that  my  deeds  (hall  prove, 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  fhall  prove.  [Afide. 

HoR.  Gremio,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love  ; 
Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
I'll  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman,  whom  by  chance  I  met. 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curft  Katharine ; 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe. 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well : — 
Hortenfio,  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ? 

Pet.  I  know,  fhe  is  an  irkfome  brawling  fcold ; 
If  that  be  all,  maflers,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  fay'ft  me  fo,  friend  ?  What  countryman  ? 

Pet.  Bom  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  fon : 
My  father  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me  ; 
And  I  do  hope  good  days,  and  long,  to  fee. 

Gre.  O,  fir,  fuch  a  life,  with  fuch  a  wife,  were  flrange: 
But,  if  you  have  a  flomach,  to't  o'God's  name ; 
You  fhall  have  me  affifling  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  I  live  ? 

Gru.  Will  he  woo  her  ?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her.      iJ^. 

Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 
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Think  you,  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  pufifd  up  with  winds^ 
Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field. 
And  heav'ns  artillery  thunder  in  the  fkies  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  fteeds,  and  trumpets  clang  ? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue ; 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  the  ear, 
As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farmer's  fire  ? 
Tufh !  tufh !  fear  boys  with  bugs. 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none.  \^Afide. 

Gre.  Hortenfio,  hark ! 
This  gentleman  is  happily  arriv'd, 
My  mind  prefumes,  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

HoR.  I  promised,  we  would  be  contributors, 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing,  whatfoe'er. 

Gre,  And  fo  we  will ;  provided,  that  he  win  her. 

Gru.  I  would,  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner.  [j4fide. 

Enter  Tranio,  bravely  apparelPd;  and  Biondello. 

Tra.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  you !   If  I  may  be  bold. 
Tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  which  is  the  readieft  way 
To  the  houfe  of  fignior  Baptifta  Minola  ? 

Gre.  He  that  has  the  two  fair  daughters : — is't  [^^^de 
to  Tranio.^  he  you  mean  ? 

Tra.  Even  he.     Biondello ! 

Gre.  Hark  you,  fir ;  You  mean  not  her  to 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her,  fir;  What  have  you  to  do? 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  fir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray- 

T'ra.  I  love  no  chiders,  fir  : — Biondello,  let's  away. 

Luc.  Well  begun,  Tranio.  \^AJide. 

HoR.  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go  ;—  f 
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Are  you  a  fuitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Tra.  An  if  I  be,  fir,  is  it  any  oflfence  ?  [hence. 

Gre.  No  ;  if,  without  more  words,  you  will  get  you 

Tra.  Why,  fir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  fhe. 

Trj.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know, 

That  (he's  the  choice  love  of  fignior  Gremio. 

JIoR.  That  fhe's  the  chofen  of  fignior  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Softly,  my  mafters  !  if  you  be  gentlemen. 
Do  me  this  right, — hear  me  with  patience. 
Baptifta  is  a  noble  gentleman. 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown ; 
And,  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  fhe  is, 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Leda's  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers ; 
Then  well  one  more  may  fair  Bianca  have  : 
And  fo  (he  fhall ;  Lucentio  (hall  make  one,     ~ 
Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre.  What !  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head ;  I  know,  he'll  prove  a  jade. 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 

IIoR.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  afk  you. 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifta's  daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  fir ;  but  hear  I  do,  that  he  hath  two ; 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue, 
As  is  the  other  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pet.  Sir,  fir,  the  firft's  for  me  j  let  her  go  by. 

Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  j 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcides'  twelve. 

Pet.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me,  infooth  ;— 
The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
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Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors ; 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man. 
Until  the  elder  fifter  firft  be  wed  : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

7'ra.  If  it  be  fo,  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 
Muft  ftead  us  all,  and  me  among  the  reft  ; 
An  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat,— 
Achieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accefs, — ^whofe  hap  (hall  be  to  have  her. 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

HoR.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive  ; 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitor, 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratify  this  gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  fliall  not  be  flack :  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon. 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  our  miftrefs'  health ; 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, — 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends- 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  motion !  Fellows,  let's  begone. 

HoR.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo ; — 
Petruchio,  I  fliall  be  your  ben  venuto.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  I.  Tie  fame.   A  Room  in  Baptist  a"  s  Hdufe. 

Enter  Katharina  and Bianca. 

BiAN.  Good  fifter,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  yourfelf. 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  flave  of  me ; 
That  I  difdain :  but  for  thefe  other  gawds, — 
Unbind  my  hands.  Til  pull  them  off  myfelf, 
Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat ; 
Or,  what  you  will  command  me,  will  I  do, 
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So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

KJth.  Of  all  thy  fuitors,  here  I  charge  thee,  tell 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft  :  fee  thou  diflemble  not. 

BiAN.  Believe  me,  fifter,  of  all  the  men  alive, 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  face 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other- 

Kath.  Minion,  thou  lieft ;  Is't  not  Hortenfia  ? 

BiAN.  If  yoii  affed:  him,  fifter,  here  I  fwear, 
rU  plead  for  you  myfelf,  but  you  Ihall  have  him. 

Kath.  O  then,  belike,  you  fancy  riches  more ; 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

BiAN.  Isrit  for  him  you  do  envy  me  fo  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jeft  ;  and  now  I  well  perceive, 
You  have  but  jefted  with  me  all  this  while : 
I  pr'ythee,  fifter  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 
.  Kath.  If  that  be  jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo* 

[Strikes  ber. 
Enter  Baptista. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  dame !  whence  grows  this  info- 

lence? 

Bianca,  ftand  afide ; — ^poor  girl !  ftie  weeps  : — 

Go  ply  thy  needle ;  meddle  not  with  her — 

For  fliame,  thou  hilding  of  a  devilifli  fpirit. 

Why  doft  thou  wrong  her  that  did  ne*er  wrong  thee  ? 

When  did  flie  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Kath.  Her  filence  flouts  me,  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

[Fiies  after  Bianca. 

Bap.  What,  in  my  fight  ?— -Bianca,  get  thee  in. 

[Exit  Bianca. 

Kath.  Will  you  not  fufFer  me  ?  Nay,  now  I  fee, 
She  is  your  treafure,  flie  muft  have  a  hufljand ; 
I  muft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding-day. 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell. 
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Talk  not  to  me ;  I  will  go  fit  and  weep,  f  '* 

Till  I  can  find  occafion  of  revenge.      [Exit  KathUrina, 

Bap.  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Gremio,  with  Lucentio  in  the  babit  of  a  mean 

man;  Petruchio,  with  Hortensio  as  a  mujician ; 

and  T RAN  10,  with  Biondello  bearing  a  lute  and  books. 

Gre.  Good-morrow,  neighbour  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Gremio:  God  fave  you, 
gentlemen ! 

Pet.  And  you,  good  fir  I  Pray,  have  you  not  a  daughter, 
Caird  Katharina,  fair,  and  virtuous  ? 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  fir,  call'd  Katharina. 

Ore.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  fignior  Gremio ;  give  me  leave.— 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  fir. 
That,  hearing  of  her  beauty,  and  her  wit. 
Her  affability,  and  bafhful  modefty, 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour,— 
Am  bold  to  ftiow  myfelf  a  forward  gueft 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witnefe 
Of  that  report  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine, 

[Prefenting  HoR  TENSiOt 
Cunning  in  mufick,  and  the  mathematicks. 
To  inftrudt  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences^ 
Whereof,  I  know,  ftie  is  not  ignorant  : 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong; 
His  name  is  Licio,  bom  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  YouVe  welcome,  fir ;  and  he,  for  your  good  fake; 
But  for  my  daughter  Katharine, — ^this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more  my  grief. 
Vol.  IL  C  c 
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Pet.  I  fee,  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her  ; 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  as  I  find. 
Whence  are  you,  fir  ?  what  may  I  call  your  name  ? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name  ;  Antonio's  fon, 
A  mai>  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his  lake. 

Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio,  I  pray. 
Let  us,  that  are  poor  petitioners,  fpeak  too  : 
Baccare  !  you  are  marvellous  forward.  [doing. 

Pet.  O,  pardon  me,  fignior  Gremio  ;  I  would  fain  be 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not,  fir  ;  but  you  will  curfe  your  woo- 
ing  

Neighbour,  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I  am  fure  of  it. 
To  exprefs  the  like  kindncfs  myfelf,  that  have  been  more 
kindly  beholden  to  you  than  any,  I  freely  give  unto  you 
this  young  fcholar,  [Prefcnting  Lucentio,']  that  hath  been 
long  fl:udying  at  Rheims ;  as  cunning  in  Greek,  Latin, 
and  other  languages,  as  the  other  in  mufick  and  mathe- 
maticks  :;his  name  is  Cambio  ;  pray,  accept  his  fervice. 

Bap.  a  thoufand  thanks,  fignior  Gremio :  welcome, 
good  Cambio. — But,  gentle  fir,  [To  Tranio.}  methinks, 
you  walk  like  a  ftranger ;  May  I  be  fo  bold  to  know  the 
caufe  of  your  coming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  fir,  the  boldnefs  is  mine  own ; 
That,  being  a  fl:ranger  in  this  city  here, 
Do  make  myfelf  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter. 
Unto  Bianca,  fair,  and  virtuous. 
Nor  is  your  firm  refolve  unknown  to  me. 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldefl:  fitter  : 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  requefl:, — 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo^ 
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And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 

And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 

I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument. 

And  this  fmall  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books : 

If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Lucentio  is  your  name  ?  of  whence,  I  pray  ? 

Tra.  Of  Pifa,  fir ;  fon  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  a  mighty  man  of  Pifa  ;  by  report 
I  know  him  well :  you  sire  very  welcome,  fir. — 
Take  you  [To  Hor.^  the  lute,  and  you  [To  Luc.']  the  fet 
You  fliall  go  fee  your  pupils  prefently.  [of  books. 

Holla,  within ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Sirrah,  lead 

Thefe  gentlemen  to  my  daughters ;  and  tell  them  both, 
Thefe  are  their  tutors ;  bid  them  ufe  them  welL 

[Exit  Servant,  wiib  Hortensio,  Lucentio,  and  Bion^ 

DELLO. 

We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard. 

And  then  to  dinner  :  You  are  pafling  welcome. 

And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  yourfelves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baj^tifta,  my  bufinefs  afketh  hafte, 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  woo. 
You  knew  my  father  well ;  and  in  him,  me. 
Left  folely  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods. 
Which  I  have  better'd  rather  than  decreased : 
Then  tell  me, — if  I  get  your  daughter's  Jove, 
W^at  dowry  fliall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  my  lands ; 
And,  in  pofleflion,  twenty  thoufand  crowns. 

Pet.  And,  for  that  dowry,  V\\  aflTure  her  of 
Her  widowhood, — be  it  that  ftie  furvive  me, — 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever  : 

C  c  xj 
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Let  fpecialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  is  well  obtained, 
This  is, — her  love  ;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why,  that  is  nothing ;  for  I  tell  you,  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  ftie  proud-minded ; 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together. 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury  : 
Though  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extreme  gufts  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  fhe  yields  to  me ; 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 

Bap.  Well  may 'ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  Ipeed! 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  feme  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof;  as  mountains  are  for  winds. 
That  fhake  not,  though  they  blow  perpetually. 

Rc'Cnter  HoRTENSiOy  with  his  head  broken. 
Bap.  How  now,  my  friend  ?  why  doft  thou  look  fo  pale? 
HoR.  For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 
jBv^p.  What,  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  mufician? 
Hqr.  I  think,  flie'U  fooner  prove  a  foldier ; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap.  Why,  then  thou  canft  not  break  her  to  the  lute.^ 
IloR.  Why,  no  ;  for  flie  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her,  fhe  miftook  her  frets. 
And  bowVl  her  hand  to  teach  her  fingering  j 
When,  with  a  moft  impatient  dcvilifli  fpirit, 
Frets^  call  you  thefe?  quoth  flie  :  P II  fume  with  them  : 
And,  with  that  word,  flie  ftruck  me  on  the  head. 
And  through  the  inftrument  my  pate  made  way ; 
And  there  1  ftood  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  pillory,  looking  through  the  lute  : 
Wliile  fhe  did  call  me, — rafcal  fiddler, 
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And — twangling  Jack  ;  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms. 
As  ihe  had  ftudied  to  jnifufe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  wench ;  ' 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did  : 
O,  how  I  long  to  have  fome  chat  with  her  ! 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfited: 
Proceed  in  pradice  with  my  younger  daughter ; 

She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns 

Signior  Petruchio,  will  you  go  with  us ; 
Or  (hall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet.  I  pray  you  do ;  I  will  attend  her  here, — 
[Exeunt  Baptist  A,  GremiOj  Tranio,  and  Hortensio. 
And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  fhe  comes. 
Say,  that  flie  rail ;  Why,  then  Til  tell  her  plain, 
She  fings  as  fweetly  as  a  nightingale  : 
Say,  that  (he  frown  ;  FU  fay,  fhe  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  rofes  newly  wafh'd  with  dew : 
Say,  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word ; 
Then  I'll  commend  her  volubility. 
And  fay — ^fhe  uttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks. 
As  though  flie  bid  me  flay  by  her  a  week ; 
If  fhe  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  fhall  afk  the  banns,  and  when  be  married  :— 
But  here  fhe  comes  ;  and  now,  Petruchio,  fpeak. 

Enter  Ka  thar  in  a. 
Goo4  morrow,  Kate ;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 

Kath.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of 
hearing ; 
They  c:»Il  mc — Katharine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie,  in  faith  ;  for  you  are  call'd  plain  Kate, 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimcs  Kate  the  curfl ; 
But  Kate,  the  pretticil  Kate  in  Chriflendom, 

C  c  iij 
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Kate  of  Kate-Hall,  my  fuper-dainty  Kate, 
For  dainties  are  all  cates  :  and  therefore,  Kate, 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation  : — 
Hearing  thy  mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  town, 
Thy  virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded, 
(Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs,) 
Myfelf  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 

Kjth.  Mov'd  !  in  good  time  :  let  him  that  mov'd  you 
hither. 
Remove  you  hence  :  I  knew  you  at  the  firft. 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moveable  ? 

Kath.  Ajoint-ftool. 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come,  fit  on  me. 

Kath.  Afles  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Kath.  No  fuch  jade,  fir,  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 

Pet.  Alas,  good  Kate  !  I  will  not  burden  thee  : 
For,  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light, — 

Kath.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch ; 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  ftiould  be. 

Pet.  Should  be  ?  fliould  buz. 

Kath.  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  O,  flow-wing'd  turtle  !  ftiall  a  buzzard  take  thee? 

Kath.  Ay,  for  a  turtle  ;  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Come,  come,  you  wafp;  i'faith,  you  are  too  angry, 

Kath.  If  I  be  wafpifh,  beft  beware  my  fting. 

Pet.  My  remedy  is  then,  to  pluck  it  out. 

Kath.  Ay,  if  the  fool  could  find  it  where  it  lies. 

Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  wafp  doth  wear  hi3  fting? 
In  his  tail. 

Kath.  In  his  tongue. 

Pet.  Whpfe  tongue  ? 
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Kath.  Yours,  if  you  talk  of  tails ;  and  fo  farewell. 

Pet.  What,  with  my  tongue  in  your  tail  ?  nay,  come 
again. 
Good  Kate  ;  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kath.  That  V\\  try.  [Striking  bim. 

Pet.  I  fwear  FU  cuff  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. 

Kath.  So  may  you  lofe  your  arms  : 
If  you  ftrike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman  ; 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why,  then  no  arms. 

Pet.  a  herald,  Kate  ?  O,  put  me  in  thy  books. 

Kath.  What  is  your  creft  ?  a  coxcomb  ? 

Pet.  a  comblefs  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 

Kath.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven. 

Pet.  Nay,come, Kate, come;  youmuftnotlookfofour. 

Kath.  It  is  my  fafliion,  when  I  fee  a  crab. 

Pet.  Why,  here's  no  crab;  and  therefore  look  not  four, 

Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pet.  Then  fhow  it  me. 

Kath.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 

Pet.  What,  you  mean  my  face  ? 

Kath.  Well  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one. 

Pet.  Now,  by  faint  George,  I  am  tpo  young  for  you. 

Kath.  Yet  you  are  wither 'd. 

Pet.  'Tis  with  cares. 

Kath.  I  care  not. 

Pet.  Nay,  hear  you,  Kate  :  in  footh,  you  'fcape  not  fo. 

Kath.  I  chafe  you,  if  I  tarry ;  let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit ;  I  find  you  palling  gentle. 
Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fullen. 
And  now  I  find  report  a  very  liar ; 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  pafling  courteous  ; 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  flowers : 
Thou  canft  not  frown,  thou  canft  not  look  afljance, 

C  c  xiij 
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Nor  bite  the  Up,  as  angry  wenches  will ; 

Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  talk ; 

But  thou  with  mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  wooers. 

With  gentle  conference,  foft  and  af&ble. 

Why  does  the  world  report,  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 

0  flanderous  v>'^orld  !  Kate,  like  the  hazle^twig. 
Is  ftraight,  and  flender ;  and  as  brown  in  hue 
As  hazle  nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  kernels. 
O,  let  me  fee  thee  walk  :  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kath.  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  grove, 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gait  ? 
O,  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate ; 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chafte,  and  Dian  fportful ! 

Kath.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech? 

Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother-wit. 

Kath.  A  witty  mother !  witlefs  elfe  her  fon. 

Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Kath.  Yes  ;  keep  you  warm. 

Pet.  Marry,  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Katharine,  in  thy  bed: 
And  therefore,  fetting  all  this  chat  afide. 
Thus  in  plain  terms  : — Your  father  hath  confented 
That  you  fhall  be  my  wife ;  your  dowry  'greed  on ; 
And,  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  hufband  for  your  turn ; 
For,  by  this  light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
(Thy  beauty,  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well,) 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me  : 
['or  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you,  Kate ; 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  Cat  to  a  Kate 
Conformable,  as  other  houfehold  Kates. 
Here  comes  your  father  ;  never  make  denial^ 

1  muft  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  wife. 
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Re-enter  Baptista,  Grejuio,  and  T'ranio. 

Bap.  Now, 
Signior  Petruchio  :  How  fpeed  you  with 
My  daughter  ? 

Pet.  How  but  well,  fir  ?  how  but  well  ? 
It  were  impoffible,  I  fhould  fpeed  amifs.  [dumps  ? 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Katharine?  in  your 

Kath.  Call  you  me,  daughter  ?  now,  I  promife  you. 
You  have  Ihow'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatick  ; 
A  mad-cap  ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus, — ^yourfelf  and  all  the  world. 
That  talked  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her ; 
If  (he  be  curft,  it  is  .for  policy  : 
For  fhe's  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  dove ; 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  mom ; 
For  patience  Ihe  will  prove  a  fecond  Griflel ; 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity : 
And  to  conclude, — ^we  have  'greed  fo  well  together. 
That  upon  funday  is  the  wedding-day.    ^ 

Kath.  V\l  fee  thee  hang'd  on  funday  firft.  [firft. 

Gre.  Hark,  Petruchio !  fhe  fays,  fhe'll  fee  thee  hang'd 

T'ra.  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ?  nay,  then,  good  night  our 
part ! 

Pet.  Be  patient,  gentlemen ;  I  choofe  her  for  myfelf ; 
If  fhe  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
Tis  bargained  'twixt  us  twain,  being  alone. 
That  fhe  fhall  flill  be  curfl  in  company. 
I  tell  you,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  fhe  loves  me  :  O,  the  kindefl  Kate  !— ^ 
She  hung  about  my  neck  ;  and  kifs  on  kifs 
She  vied  fp  fall,  protefling  oath  on  oath> 
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That  in  a  twink  (lie  won  me  to  her  love. 
O,  you  are  novices  !  'tis  a  world  to  fee, 
How  tame,  when  men  and  women  are  alone, 
A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  fhrew.— - 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate  :  I  will  unto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel  'gainft  the  wedding-day : — 
Provide  the  feaft,  father,  and  bid  the  guefts  ; 
I  will  be  fure,  my  Katharine  fhall  be  fine. 

Bap.  I  know  not  what  to  fay:  but  give  me  your  hands; 
God  fend  you  joy,  Petruchio !  'tis  a  match. 

Gre.  Tra.  Amen,  fliy  we ;  we  will  be  witnefles. 

Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu ; 

I  will  to  Venice,  funday  comes  apace  : 

We  will  have  rings,  and  things,  and  fine  array  ; 
And  kifs  me,  Kate,  we  will  be  married  o'funday, 

lExeunt  Petruchio  and  Katharine,  fevet^aUy. 

Gre.  Was  ever  match  clap'd  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith,  gentlemen,  now  I  play  a  merchant's  part, 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  mart. 

Tra.  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you  : 
'Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perifli  on  the  feas. 

Bap.  The  gain  I  feek  is — quiet  in  the  match. 

Gre.  No  doubt,  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch. 
But  now,  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  daughter  j— 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for ; 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  fuitor  firft. 

Tra.  And  I  am  one,  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witnefs,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefs. 

Gre.  Youngling  !  thou  canft  not  love  fo  dear  as  I. 

^RA.  Grey-beard  !  thy  love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skipper,  (land  back  ;  'tis  age,  that  nourifheth. 

Tra.  But  youth,  in  ladies'  eyes  that  flourifheth. 


r AMINO  OF  THE  SHREW.  411 

Bap.  Content  you, gentlemen;  V\\  compound  this  ftrife: 
•Tis  deeds,  muft  win  the  prize  ;  and  he,  of  both. 
That  can  affure  my  daughter  greateft  dower. 
Shall  have  Bianca's  love. — 
Say,  fignior  Gremio,  what  can  you  aflure  her  ? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the  city 
Is  richly  fumifhed  with  plate  and  gold ; 
Bafons,  and  ewers,  to  lave  her  dainty  hands ; 
My  hangings  all  of  Tyrian  tapeftry  : 
In  ivory  coffers  I  have  ftuflPd  my  crowns ; 
In  cyprefs  chefts  my  arras,  counterpoints, 
Coftly  apparel,  tents,  and  canopies. 
Fine  linen,  Turky  cufhions  bofs'd  with  pearl. 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work. 
Pewter  and  brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe,  or  houfekeeping  :  then,  at  my  farm, 
I  have  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pail, 
Sixfcore  fat  oxen  ftanding  in  my  flails, 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion. 
Myfelf  am  flruck  in  years,  I  mufl  confefs ; 
And,  if  I  die  to-morrow,  this  is  hers. 
If,  whilfl  I  live,  fhe  will  be  only  mine. 

1'ra.  That,  only,  came  well  in Sir,  lift  to  me, 

I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  fon  : 

If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 

ril  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good. 

Within  rich  Pifa  walls,  as  any  one 

Old  fignior  Gremio  has  in  Padua ; 

Befides  two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year, 

Of  fruitful  land,  all  which  fhall  be  her  jointure.— . 

What,  have  I  pinch'd  you,  fignior  Gremio  ? 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year,  of  land ! 
My  land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all : 
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That  fhe  (hall  have  ;  befides  an  argofy. 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfeilles'  road : 
What,  have  1  chok'd  you  with  an  argofy  ? 

Trj.  Gremio,  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  argofies  ;  befides  two  galliafles. 
And  twelve  tight  gallies :  thefe  I  will  affure  her. 
And  twice  as  much,  whatever  thou  oflfer'fl  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  oflfer'd  all,  I  have  no  more  ; 
And  fhe  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have  ;— 
If  you  like  me,  fhe  fhall  have  me  and  mine.  ' 

7'ra.  Why,  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the  world, 
By  your  firm  promife  ;  Gremio  is  out-vied. 

Bap.  I  mufl  confefs,  your  offer  is  the  befl ; 
And,  let  your  father  make  her  the  afTurance, 
She  is  your  own  ;  elfe,^you  mufl  pardon  me  : 
If  you  fhould  die  before  him^  where's  her  dower  ? 

7'ra.  That's  but  a  cavil ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Grb.  And  may  not  young  men  die,  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap.  Well,  gentlemen, 
I  am  thus  refolv'd : — On  funday  next  you  know. 
My  daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married  : 
Now,  on  the  funday  following,  fhall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  afTurance  ; 
If  not,  to  fignior  Gremio  ; 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.         [Exit. 

Ore.  Adieu,  good  neighbour. — Now  I  fear  thee  not ; 
Sirrah,  young  gamefler,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and,  in  his  waning  age. 
Set  foot  under  thy  table  :  Tut !  a  toy  ! 
An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.  [^xit. 

7'ra.  a  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide  [ 
Yet  I  have  faced  it  with  a  card  of  ten. 
Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  msfler  good  ; — 
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I  fee  no  reafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 

Muft  get  a  father,  calPd — fuppos'd  Vincentio  ; 

And  that's  a  wonder  :  fathers,  commonly. 

Do  get  their  children  ;  but,  in  this  cafe  of  wooing, 

A  child  fhall  get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning.  [Exit. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.    A  Room  in  Baptista's  Houfe. 

Enter  LucENTiOy  Hortensio,  and  Bianca. 

Luc.  Fidler,  forbear ;  you  grow  too  forward,  fir : 
Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  entertainment 
Her  filler  Katharine  welcomed  you  withal  ? 

HoR.  But,  wrangUng  pedant,  this  is 
The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony  : 
Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative ; 
And  when  in  mufick  we  have  fpent  an  hour, 
Your  ledure  fliall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prepofterous  afs  !  that  never  read  fo  far 
To  know  the  caufe  why  mufick  was  ordain'd ! 
Was  it  not,  to  refrefh  the  mind  of  man. 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy. 
And,  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

UoR.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  braves  of  thine. 

BiAN.  Why,  gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrong. 
To  flrive  for  that  which  refleth  in  my  choice  : 
I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchools  ; 
ril  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times, 
But  learn  my  lefTons  as  I  pleafe  myfelf. 
And,  to  cut  off  all  flrife,  here  fit  we  down : — 
Take  you  your  inflrument,  play  you  the  whiles ; 
His  ledure  \yill  be  done,  ere  you  have  tun'd. 
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HoR.  You'll  leave  his  lefture  when  I  am  in  tune  ? 

l7o  BiANCA — HokTBNsio  retires. 

Luc.  That  will  be  never ; — tune  your  inftrument. 

BiAN.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc.  Here,  madam : 

Ilac  ibat  Simois  ;  hie  ejl  Sigeia  tellus  ; 

Hicjieterat  Priami  regia  celfafents. 

BiAN.  Conftrue  them. 

Luc.  Hoc  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before, — Simois,  I  am  Lu- 
centio, — bic  eji,  fon  unto  Vincentio  of  Pifa, — Sigeia  tel- 
lus, difguifed  thus  to  get  yoiu-  love ; — Hie  Jieterat,  and 
that  Lucentio  that  comes  a  wooing, — Priami,  is  my  man 
Tranio, — regia,  bearing  my  port, — eelfa  fenis,  that  we 
might  beguile  the  old  pantaloon. 

HoR.  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune.        [Returning. 

BiAN.  Let's  hear: —  [Hortensio plays. 

0  fie !  the  treble  jars. 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again, 

BiAN.  Now  let  nje  fee  if  I  can  conftrue  it :  Hoc  ibat 
Simois,  I  know  you  not ; — bie  tjl  Sigeia  tellus,  I  truft  you 

not ; Hie  Jleterot  Priami,  take  heed  he  hear  us  not  ;— 

regia,  prefume  not ; — eelfa  fenis,  defpair  not. 

HoR.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc.  All  but  the  bafe. 

HoR.  The  bafe  is  right ;  'tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars^ 
How  fiery  and  forward  our  pedant  is ! 
Now,  for  my  life,  the  knave  doth  court  my  love : 
Pedafcule,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet. 

BiAN.  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 

Luc.  Miftruft  it  not ;  for,  fure,  .^cides 
Was  Ajax, — call'd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

BiAN.  I  muft  believe  my  matter ;  elie,  I  promife  you, 

1  fhould  be  arguing  ftill  upon  that  doubt : 
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But  let  it  reft  .-—Now,  Licio,  to  you: — 
Good  mafters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray. 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

HoR.  You  may  go  walk,  [To  Lucentio.']  and  give  me 
leave  awhile ; 
My  leflbns  make  no  mufick  in  three  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal,  fir  ?  well,  I  muft  wait, 
And  watch  withal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd^ 
Our  fine  mufician  gFoweth  amorous.  [AJide. 

HoR.  Madam,  befiDre  you  touch  the  inftrument, 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art ; 
To  teach  you  gamut  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  effedual. 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade  : 
And  there  it  is  in  writing,  fairly  drawn. 

BiAN.  Why,  I  am  paft  my  gamut  long  ago. 

HoR.  Yet  read  the  gamut  of  Hortenfio. 

BiAN.  [^ReadsJ]  Gamut  /  amy  the  ground  of  all  accord ^ 
A  re,  to  plead  Hortenfio^ s  pqffion  ; 

B  mi,  Bianca,  to  take  bimfor  thy  hrdj 
C  faut,  that  loves  with  all  affection  : 

D  fol  re,  one  cliffy  two  notes  bave  I; 

E  la  mi,  Jbow  pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this — gamut  ?  tut !  I  like  it  not  : 
Old  fafhions  pleafe  me  beft ;  I  am  not  fo  nice. 
To  change  true  rules  for  odd  inventions. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serf.  Miftrefs,  your  father  prays  you  leave  your  books^ 
And  help  to  drefs  your  fifter's  chamber  up ; 
You  know,  to-morrow  is  the  wedding-day. 

BiAN.  Farewell,  fweet  mafters,  both;  I  muft  be  gone. 

[Exeunt  Bianga  and  Serfant. 
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Luc.  'Faith,miftrefs,then  I  have  no  caufe  to  ftay,  [Exit^ 
HoR.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant ; 
Methinks,  he  looks  as  though  he  were  in  love ; — 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble. 
To  caft  thy  wand'ring  eyes  on  every  ftale, 
Seize  thee,  that  lift :  If  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.        [Exit. 

SCENE  II.    7'be/ame.  Before  Bap risrjCs  Houfe. 

Enter  Baptist  a,  Gremio,  Tranio,  Katbarina^ 

Bianca,  Lucentio,  and  Attendants. 
Bap.  Signior  Lucentio,  \jTo  T'ranio.}  this  is  the  'point- 
ed day 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  fhould  be  married. 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fon-in-law  : 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  bridegroom,  when  the  prieft  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours  ? 

Kath.  No  fhame  but  mine:  I  muft,  forfooth,  be  forc'd 
To  give  my  hand,  opposed  againft  my  heart, 
Unto  a  mad-brain  rudefby,  full  of  fpleen ; 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
I  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantick  fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  jefts  in  blunt  behaviour  : 
And,  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man. 
He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage. 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banns  j 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poor  Katharine, 
And  fay, — Lo,  there  is  mad  Petruchids  wife^ 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

7'ra.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  and  Baptifta  too  j 
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Upon  my  life,  Petruchio  means  but  well. 
Whatever  fortune  ftays  him  from  his  word : 
Though  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  pafling  wife  ; 
Though  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honeft. 

Kath.  'Would,  Katharine  had  never  feen  him  though  f 
[Exit,  weeping,  followed  by  Bianca,  and  Others^ 

Bap.  Go,  girl ;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep  ; 
For  fuch  an  injury  would  vex  a  faint. 
Much  more  a  flirew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 
Enter  Biondello. 

BiON.  Mafter,  matter !  news,  old  news,  and  fuch  news 
as  you  never  heard  of ! 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

BiON.  Why,  is  it  not  news,  to  hear  of  Fetruchio's  com- 
ing? 

Bap.  Is  he  come  ? 

BioN.  Why,  no,  fir. 

Bap.  What  then  ? 

BiON.  He  is  coming. 

Bap  When  will  he  be  here  ? 

BioN.  When  he  (lands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 

Tra.  But,  fay,  what : — To  thine  old  news. 

BioN.  Why,  Petruchio  is  coming,  in  a  new  hat,  and 
an  old  jerkin  ;  a  pair  of  old  breeches,  thrice  turn'd  ;  a 
pair  of  boots  that  have  been  candle-cafes,  one  buckled, 
another  laced  ;  an  old  rufty  fword  ta'en  out  of  the  town 
armory,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chapelefs ;  with  two 
broken  points:  His  horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy 
faddle,  the  ftirrups  of  no  kindred  :  befides,  poflefs'd  with 
the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe  in  the  chine ;  troubled 
with  the  lampafs,  infected  with  the  faftiions,  full  of  wind- 
galls,  fped  with  fpavins,  raied  with  the  yellows,  paft  cure 
of  the  fives,  ftark  fpoiled  with  the  daggers,  begnawn 
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with  the  bots ;  fway'd  in  the  back,  and  Ihoulder-fhotten  ; 
ne'er-legg'd  before,  and  with  a  half-check*d  bit,  and  t 
head-flail  of  (heep's  leather  ;  which,  being  reftrain'd  to 
keep  him  from  ftumbling,  hath  been  often  burft,  and 
now  repaired  with  knots  :  one  girt  fix  times  pieced,  and 
a  woman^s  crupper  of  velure,  which  hath  two  letters  for 
her  name,  fairly  fet  down  in  ftuds,  and  here  and  there 
pieced  with  packthread. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

BiON.  O,  fir,  his  lackey,  for  all  the  world  caparifon*d 
like  the  horfe  ;  with  a  linen  flock  on  one  leg,  and  a 
kerfey  boot-hofe  on  the  other,  gartered  with  a  red  and 
blue  lifl;  an  old  hat,  and  lie  humour  of  forty  fancies 
prick'd  in't  for  a  feather  :  a  monfler,  a  very  monfler  in 
apparel ;  and  not  like  a  chriflian  footboy,  or  a  gentle- 
man's lackey. 

Tji^.Tisfome  odd  humour  pricks  him  to  this  fafhion^^ 
Yet  often  times  he  goes  but  mean  appareird. 

Bap.  I  am  glad  he  is  come,  howfoe^er  he  comes. 

BiON.  ^Vhy,  fir,  he  comes  not. 

Bap.  Didfl  thou  not  fay,  he  comes  ? 

BiON,  Who  ?  that  Petruchio  came  ? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 

BiON.  No,  fir ;  I  fay,  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on  his 
back. 

Bap.  Why,  that's  all  one. 

BiON.  Nay,  by  faint  Jamy,  I  hold  you  a  penny, 
A  horfe  and  a  man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 
Ijiter  Petruchio  and  Grumio. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  gallants  ?  who  is  at  home  ? 

Bap.  You  are  welcome,  fir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 
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Tra.  Not  fo  well  apparell'd 
As  I  wifli  you  were. 

Pbt.  Were  it  better  I  fliould  rufh  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  is  my  lovely  bride  ? — 
How  does  my  father  ? — Gentles,  methinks  you  frown : 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  goodly  company ; 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument, 
Some  comet,  or  unufual  prodigy  ? 

Bap.  Why,  fir,  you  know,  this  is  your  wedding-day  i 
Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come ; 
Now  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided* 
Fie !  doff  this  habit,  fhame  to  your  eftate. 
An  eyefore  to  our  folemn  feftival. 

7'ra.  And  tell  us,  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detained  you  from  your  wife, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourfelf  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  hear : 
Sufficeth,  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word. 
Though  in  fome  part  enforced  to  digrefs ; 
Which,  at  more  leifure,  I  will  fo  excufe 
As  you  fhall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But,  where  is  Kate  ?  I  ftay  too  long  from  her ; 
The  morning  wears,  'tis  time  we  were  at  church* 

T'ra.  See  not  your  bride  in  thefe  unreverent  robes  j 
Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  clothes  of  mine. 

Pet.  Not  I,  believe  me  ;  thus  Til  vifit  her* 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.  Good  footh,  even  thus ;  therefore  have  done  with 
To  me  (he's  married,  not  unto  my  clothes  :         [words  j 
Could  I  repair  what  fhe  will  wear  in  me, 
As  I  can  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 
^were  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  myfelf* 
But  what  a  fool  am  I,  to  chat  with  you, 


420  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW* 

When  I  fhould  bid  good-morrow  to  my  bride, 
And  feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs  ? 

[Exeunt  pETRUCHiOy  Grumio  and  Biondbllo. 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poffible, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

jBap.  I'll  after  him,  and  fee  the  event  of  this.      [£xi/. 

T'ra.  But,  fir,  to  hef  love  concemeth  us  to  add 
Her  father's  liking :  Which  to  bring  to  pafs, 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  worfhip, 
I  am  to  get  a  man, — whatever  he  be,  • 

It  (kills  not  much ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  tum^— 
And  he  fhall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa  ; 
And  make  affurance,  here  in  Padua, 
Of  greater  fums  than  I  have  promifed- 
So  fhall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope. 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchoolmafler 
Doth  watch  Bianca's  fleps  fo  narrowly, 
^were  good,  methinks,  to  fleal  our  marriage ; 
Which  once  performed,  let  all  the  world  fay — no, 
I'll  keep  mine  own,  defpite  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into. 
And  watch  our  Vantage  in  this  bufinefs  : 
We'll  overreach  the  greybeard,  Gremio, 
The  narrow-prying  father,  Minola  ; 
The  quaint  mufician,  amorous  Licio ; 
All  for  my  mafler's  fake,  Lucentio,— 

Re-enter  Gremio. 
Signior  Gremio  !  came  you  from  the  chxirch  ? 

Ore.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  fchool. 

T'ra.  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  coming  home? 

Ore.  a  bridegroom,  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom,  indeed, 
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A  grumbling  .groom,  and  that  the  girl  fhall  find. 

TjR-rf.  Curfter  than  fhe  ?  why,  'tis  impoflible. 

Grb.  Why,  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 

T'ra.  Why,  fhe's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam. 

Gre.  Tut !  fhe's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him. 
rU  tell  you,  fir  Lucentio ;  When  the  prieft 
Should  afk — if  Katharine  fhould  be  his'  wife, 
jiyy  by  gogs-wounsy  quoth  he ;  and  fwore  fo  loud. 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  prieft  let  fall  the  book : 
And,  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up. 
The  mad-brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  fuch  a  cuflF, 
That  down  fell  prieft  and  book,  and  book  and  prieft  j 
l^ow  take  them  up^  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What  faid  the  wench,  when  he  arofe  again  ? 

Ore.  Trembled  and  fliook  ;  for  why,  he  flamp'd,  and 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him.  [fwore. 

But  after  many  ceremonies  done. 
He  calls  for  wine : — A  health,  quoth  he  ;  as  if 
He  had  been  aboard,  caroufing  to  his  mates 

After  a  ftorm: QuafPd  off  the  mufcadel. 

And  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fexton's  face  j 
Having  no  other  reafon, — 
But  that  his  beard  grew  thin  and  hungerly. 
And  feem'd  to  afk  him  fops  as  he  was  drinking. 
This  done,  he  took  the  bride  about  the  neck ; 
And  kifs'd  her  Ups  with  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack, 
That,  at  the  parting,  all  the  church  did  echo. 
I,  feeing  this,  came  thence  for  very  ftiame ; 
And  after  me,  I  know  the  rout  is  coming ;  . 
Such  a  mad  marriage  never  was  before  ; 
Hark,  hark  !  I  hear  the  minftrels  play,  [Mujick. 

^nter  Petruchjo^  Katharinj,  Bianca^  Baptjs-^, 
74,  HoRTENsio^  Gri/mio,  and  T'rain. 
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Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 
I  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to-day,  [pains : 

And  have  prepared  great  ftore  of  wedding  cheer ; 
But  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence, 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 

Bap.  Is't  poffible,  you  will  away  to-night  ? 

Pet.  I  muft  away  to-day,  before  night  come  :— 
Make  it  no  wonder ;  if  you  knew  my  bufinefs. 
You  would  entreat  me  rather  go  than  Hay, 
And,  honeft  company,  I  thank  you  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  myfelf 
To  this  moft  patient,  fweet,  and  virtuous  wife : 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me ; 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 

^RA.  Let  us  entreat  you  ftay  'till  after  dinner. 

Pet.  It  may  not  be. 

Gre.  Let  me  entreat  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  entreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  flay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  content  you  (hall  entreat  me  ftay ; 
But  yet  not  ftay,  entreat  me  how  you  can. 

Kath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 

Pet.  Grumio,  my  horfes. 

Grv.  Ay,  fir,  they  be  ready  ;  the  oats  have  eaten  the 
Jiorfes, 

Kath.  Nay,  then, 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to-day ; 
No,  nor  to-ijiorrow,  nor  till  I  pleafe  myfelE 
The  door  is  open,  fir,  there  lies  your  way. 
You  may  be  jogging,  whiles  your  boots  are  green ; 
For  me,  rU  not  be  gone,  *till  I  pleafe  myfelf  :•«*• 
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^Tis  like,  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O,  Kate,  content  thee  ;  pr'ythee,  be  not  angry. 

Kath.  I  will  be  angry  ;  What  haft  thou  to  do  ? — 
Father,  be  quiet ;  he  ihall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry,  fir :  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Kath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal  dinner: — 
I  fee,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool^ 
If  fhe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet.  They  fhall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  command :— ' 
Obey  the  bride,  you  that  attend  on  her  : 
Go  to  the  feaft,  revel  and  domineer, 
Caroufe  full  meafure  to  her  maidenhead, 
Be  mad  and  merry,— or  go  hang  yourfelves ; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fhe  muft  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret ; 
I  will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  own  : 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels  ;  flie  is  my  houfe, 
My  houfehold-ftuff,  my  field,  my  barn, 
My  horfe,  my  ox,  my  afs,  my  any  thing  ; 
And  here  fhe  ftands,  touch  her  whoever  dare ; 
ril  bring  mine  adion  on  the  proudeft  he 

That  flops  my  way  in  Padua. Grumio, 

Draw  forth  thy  weapon,  we're  befet  with  thieves  ; 
Refcue  thy  miftrefs,  if  thou  be  a  man  : — 
Fear  not,  fweet  wench,  they  fball  not  touch  thee,  Kate ; 
rU  buckler  thee  againft  a  million. 

[Exeunt  Petruchjo,  Katharine,  and  Grumio. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  x)f  quiet  ones.    [ing. 

Gre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  fhould  die  with  laugh- 

T'ra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like  I 

Luc.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  fifler  ?     > 

BiAN.  That,  being  mad  herfelf,  fhe's  madly  mated- 
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Gre.  I  warrant  him,  Petnichio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,  though  bride  and  bride- 
Tor  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table,  [groom  wants 
You  know,  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feaft ; — ^ 
Lucentio,  you  fhall  fupply  the  bridegroom's  place ; 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  fifter's  room. 

Tra^  Shall  fweet  Bianca  pradife  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  fhall,  Lucentio, — Come,  gentlemen  let^s  go. 

[Exeunt. 
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Aci:  IV. 

SCENE  I.  A  Hall  in  Petruchio's  Country  Hou/c. 
Enter  Grumio. 

Gru.  Fie,  fie,  on  all  tired  jades !  on  all  mad  mailers !  and 
all  foul  ways  !  Was  ever  man  fo  beaten  ?  was  ever  man 
fo  ray'd?  was  ever  man  fo  weary  ?  I  am  fent  before  to 
make  a  fire,  and  they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them. 
Now,  were  not  I  a  little  pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  lips 
'  might  freeze  to  my  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my 
mouth,  my  heart  in  my  belly,  ere  I  fliould  come  by  a 
fire  to  thaw  me : — But,  I,  with  blowing  the  fire,  fliall 
warm  myfelf ;  for,  confidering  the  weather,  a  taller  man 
than  I  will  take  cold.     Holla,  hoa  !  Curtis ! 

Enter  Curtis. 

Curt.  Who  is  that,  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  a  piece  of  ice :  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may'ft 
Aide  from  my  (houlder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a  run 
but  my  head  and  niy  neck.     A  fire,  good  Curtis. 

Curt.  Is  my  mafter  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio  ? 

Gru.  O,  ay,  Curtis,  ay  :  and  therefore  fire,  fire ;  caf^ 
jpn  no  water. 
1^   ^RT.  h  fhe  fo  hot  a  fhrew  as  flie's  reported  ? 
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Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  froft:  but,  thou 
know'ft  winter  tames  man,  woman,  and  beaft  ;  for  it  hath 
tam'd  my  old  mafter,  and  my  new  miftrefs,  and  myfelf, 
fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.  Away,  you  three-inch  fool !  I  am  no  beaft. 

Gru.  Am  I  but  three  inches  ?  why,  thy  horn  is  a  foot; 
and  fo  long  am  I,  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a 
fire,  or  (hall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  miftrefs,  whofe 
hand  (flie  being  now  at  hand,)  thou  (halt  foon  feel,  ta 
thy  cold  comfort,  for  being  flow  in  thy  hot  office. 

Curt.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  How  goes  the 
world  ? 

Gru.  a  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but  thine  ; 
and,  therefore,  fire  :  Do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy  duty ; 
for  my  mafter  and  miftrefs  are  almoft  frozen  to  death* 

Cur  t.  There's  fire  ready ;  And  therefore,  good  Grumioi, 
the  news  ? 

Gru.  Why,  ytick  boy  !  ho  boy  !  and  as  much  news  as 
thou  wilt. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  conycatching  : — 

Gru.  Why  therefore,  fire  ;  for  I  have  caught  extreme 
cold.  Where's  the  cook  ?  is  fupper  ready,  the  houfc 
trimm'd,  rufties  ftrew'd,  cobwebs  fwept ;  the  fervingmen 
in  their  new  fuftian,  their  white  ftockings,  and  every  of- 
ficer his  wedding-garment  on  ?  Be  the  jacks  fair  within, 
the  Jills  fair  without,  the  carpets  laid,  and  every  thing  in 
order  ? 

Curt.  All  ready  ;  And  therefore,  I  pray  thee,  ^ews? 

Gru.  Firft,  know,  my  horfe  is  tired ;  my  mafter  and 
miftrefs  fallen  out. 

Curt.  How  ? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  faddles  into  the  dirt  j  And  thereby 
hangs  a  tale. 
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Curt.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumia. 

Grv.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [Strikif^g  binu 

Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  calPd,  a  fenfible  tale :  and  this 
cuflf  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeech  liilen- 
ing.  Now  I  begin :  Imprimis^  we  came  down  a  foul  hill, 
my  matter  riding  behind  my  miftrefs ; — 

Curt.  Both  on  one  horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Curt.  Why,  a  horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  tale : But  hadft  thou  not  crofs'd 

,me,  thou  fhould'ft  have  heard  how  her  horfe  fell,  and  fhc 
under  her  horfe ;  thou  (hould'ft  have  heard,  in  how  miry 
,a  place :  how  fhe  was  bemoil'd ;  how  he  left  her  with  the 
horfe  upon  her ;  how  he  beat  me  becaufe  her  horfe  ftunt- 
bled :  how  fhe  waded  through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him  oflF 
me ;  how  he  fwore  ;  how  fhe  pray'd — that  never  pray'd 
before ;  how  I  cried ;  how  the  horfes  ran  away ;  how  her 
bridle  was  burfl ;  how  I  lofl  my  crupper ; — ^with  many 
things  of  worthy  memory ;  which  now  fhall  die  in  obli- 
vion, and  thou  return  unexperienced  to  thy  grav^. 

Curt.  By  this  reckoning,  he  is  more  fhrew  than  (he. 

Gru.  Ay ;  and  that  thou  and  the  proudefl  of  you  ail 
ihall  find,  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of 
this? — ^call  forth  Nathaniel,  Jofeph,  Nicholas,  Philip, 
Walter,  Sugarfop,  and  the  refl :  let  their  heads  be  fleek- 
ly  combed,  their  blue  coats  brufhed,  and  their  garters  of 
an  indifferent  knit :  let  them  curt'fy  with  their  left  legs; 
and  not  prefume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  mafler's  horfe- 
tail,  till  they  kifs  their  hands.     Are  they  all  ready  ? 

Curt.  They  are- 
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Gru.  Call  them  forth. 

Curt.  Do  you  hearj  ho?  you  mull  meet  my  mafter^ 
to  countenance  my  miftrefs. 

Gru.  Why,  (he  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 

Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou,  it  feems ;  that  call'ft  for  company  to  coun- 
tenance her* 

Curt.  I  rail  them  forth  to  credit  her  ? 

Gru.  Why,  fhe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them« 
Enter  feveral  Sek  van  ts. 

Nath.  Welcome  home,  Grumio. 

Phil.  How  now,  Grumio  ? 

yos.  What,  Grumio ! 

NiCH.  Fellow  Grumio ! 

Nath.  How  now,  old  lad  ? 

Gru.  Welcome,  you ; — how  now,  you ;— what,  you ; 
— ^fellow,  you ; — and  thus  much  for  greeting.  Now,  my 
fpruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all  things  neat  ? 

Nath.  All  things  is  ready  :  How  near  is  our  mafter  ? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this ;  and  therefore  be 

not, Cock's  paffion,  filence  ! 1  hear  my  maflen 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Katharina. 

Pet.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  What,  no  man  at  door^ 
To  hold  my  ftirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ! 
Where  is  Nathaniel,  Gregory,  PhiUp  ? 

JIll  Serf.  Here,  here,  fir  ;  here  fir. 

Pet.  Here,  fir !  here,  fir !  here,  fir !  here,  fir  !— 
You  loggerheaded  and  unpolifli'd  grooms, 
What,  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? — 
Where  is  the  foohfh  knave  I  fent  before  ? 

Gru.  Here,  fir  ;  as  foolifh  as  I  was  before. 

Pet.  You  peafant  fwain !  you  whorefon  malt-horfc 
drudge ! 
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Did  I  not  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park. 
And  bring  along  thefe  rafcal  knaves  with  thee  ? 
Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat,  fir,  was  not  fully  made. 
And  GabrieFs  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'the  heel  j 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat. 
And  Walter's  dagger  was  not  come  from  flieathing : 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Ralph,  and  Gregory } 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly ; 
Yet,  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 
Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fupper  in. — 

[Exeunt  fame  of  tie  Ser  fants. 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led —  [Sings. 

Where  are  thofe Sit  down,  Kate,  and  welcome, 

Soud,  foud,  foud,  foud ! 

Re-enter  Servants,  with  fupper. 
Why,  when,  I  fay  ?— Nay,  good  fweet  Kate,  be  merry, 
QfF  with  my  boots,  you  rogues,  you  villains  j  When  ? 

//  was  the  friar  of  orders  grey,  [Sings% 

As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way : 
Out,  out,  you  rogue !  you  pluck  my  foot  awry : 
Take  that,  and  mend  the  plucking  off  the  other. — 

[Strikes  him. 
Be  merry,  Kate : — Some  water,  here  ;  what  ho  ! — 
Where's  my  fpaniel  Troilus  ? — Sirrah,  get  you  hence, 
And  bid  by  coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither  : — 

[Exit  Servant. 
One,  Kate,  that  thou  muft  kifs,  and  be  acquainted  with.— 
Where  are  my  flippers  ? — Shall  I  have  fome  water  ? 

[A  bcfon  is  prefented  to  him. 
Come,  Kate,  and  wafh,  and  welcome  heartily  : — 

[Servant  lets  the  ewerfdh 
You  whorefon  villain  !  will  you  let  it  fall  ?    [Strikes  him, 
Kath.  Patience,  I  pray  you  j  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 
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Ptr.  A  whorefon,  beetleheaded,  flapear'd  knave  !    f 
Come,  Kate,  fit  down  j  I  know  you  have  a  ftomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate ;  or  elfe  fhall  I  ? 
What  is  this  ?  mutton  ? 

I  Serf.  Ay. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it  ? 

1  Serf.  I. 

Pet.  *Tis  burnt ;  and  fo  is  all  the  meat  : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ? — Where  is  the  rafcal  cook  ? 
How  durft  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  drefler, 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups,  and  all  : 

[T'brows  the  meat^  lf?c.  about  thejiagc^ 
You  heedlefs  joltheads,  and  unmanner'nt  flaves  ! 
What,  do  you  grumble  ?  Fll  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kath.  I  pray  you,  hiifband,  be  not  fo  difquiet ; 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'twas  burnt,  and. dried  away; 
And  I  exprefsly  am  forbid  to  touch  it, 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anger ; 
And  better  'twere,  that  both  of  us  did  faft,— 
Since,  of  ourfelves,  ourfelves  are  cholerick, — 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-roafted  flefh. 
Be  patient ;  to-morrow  it  fhall  be  mended. 
And,  for  this  night,  we'll  faft  for  company  : 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber. 

[Exeunt  Petruchio,  Katharinj,  and  Curtis. 

Nath.  [Advancing^]  Peter,  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 
.    Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Re-enter  Cur  tis. 

Gru.  Where  is  he  ? 

Curt.  In  her  chamber. 
Making  a  fermon  of  continency  to  her : 
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Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio  ? 
I  tell  you,  fir,  fhe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

HoR.  Sir,  to  fatisfy  you  in  what  I  have  faid. 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

[Tbeyjiand  qfide. 
Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Now,  miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 

BiAN.  What,  mafter,  read  you  ?  firft  refolve  me  that. 

Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  art  to  love. 

BiATf.  And  may  you  prove,  fir,  mafter  of  your  art ! 

Luc.  While  you,  fweet  dear,  prove  miftrefs  of  my 
heart.  [^<y  retire. 

HoR.  Quick  proceeders,  marry !  Now,  tell  me,  I  pray> 
You  that  durft  fwear  that  your  miftrefs  Bianca 
Lov'd  none  in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

^RA.  O  defpiteful  love  !  unconftant  womankind  !— 
I  tell  thee,  Licio,  this  is  wonderful.  C 

HoR.  Miftake  no  more :  I  am  not  Licio, 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  I  feem  to  be ; 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife. 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaves  a  gentleman. 
And  makes  a  god  of  fuch  a  cuUion  : 
Know,  fir,  that  I  am  callM Hortenfio. 

^RA.  Signior  Hortenfio,  1  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  afFe Aion  to  Bianca  ; 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  lightnefs, 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented,— 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  love  for  ever.  [centio, 

HoR.  See,  how  they  kifs  and  court !         Signior  Lu- 
Here's  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow — 
Never  to  woo  her  more ;  but  do  forfwear  her. 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  her  withal. 
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Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath,— 
Ne'er  to  marry  with  her,  though  (he  would  entreat : 
Fie  on  her  i  fee,  how  beaftly  fhe  doth  court  him. 

HoR.  'Would,  all  the  world,  but  he,  had  quite  forlwom! 
For  me, — that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  oath, 
I  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  widow, 
Ere  three  days  pafs  ;  which  hath  as  long  lov'd  me. 
As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  haggard  : 
And  fo  farewell,  lignior  Lucentio, — 
Kindnefs  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks. 
Shall  win  my  love  : — and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before. 

[Exit  HoRTENsio. — LucENTio  and  BiANCA  advance, 

T'ra.  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  grace 
As  'longeth  to  a  lover's  blefled  cafe  ! 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  love ; 
And  have  forfworn  you,  with  Hortenfio.  [mc? 

BiAN.  Tranio,  you  jeft ;  But  have  you  both  forfworn 
•  T'ra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 

T'ra.  rfaith,  he'll  haxre  a  lufty  widow  now. 
That  {hall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

BiAN.  God  give  him  joy  ! 

7'ra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 

Bjan.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith,  he  is  gone  unto  the  taming-fchool. 

BiAN.  The  taming-fchool !  what,  is  there  fuch  a  place! 
•  7'ra.  Ay,  miftrefs,  and  Petruchio  is  the  mafter ; 
That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, — 
To  tame  a  flirew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue* 
Enter  Biondello,  running. 

BiON.  O  mafter,  mafter,  I  have  watch'd  fo  long 
That  I'm  dog-weary ;  but  at  laft  I  fpied 
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An  ancient  angel  coming  down  the  hill. 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Biondello  ? 

Bioi^.  Mafter,  a  mercatant^^  or  a  pedant, 
[  know  not  what ;  but  formal  in  apparel, 
[n  gait  and  countenance  furely  like  a  £ither« 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  tale, 
['11  make  him  glad  to  feem  Vincentio  j 
And  give  alTurance  to  Baptifta  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio. 
Pake  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

[Ex€tint  LucENTio  and  Bianca. 
Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ped.  God  fave  you,  fir ! 

I'ra.  And  you,  fir !  you  are  welcome. 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  arc  you  at  the  furtheft  ? 

Ped.  Sir,  at  the  furtheft  for  a  week  or  two : 
But  then  up  further ;  and  as  far  as  Rome ; 
And  fo  to  Tripoly,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countryman,  I  pray  ? 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua,  fir  ? — ^marry,  God  forbid ! 
And  come  to  Padua,  carelefs  of  your  life  ? 

Ped.  My  life,  fir !  how  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

1'ra.  Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua ;  Know  you  not  the  caufe  ? 
Your  Ihips  arc  ftaid  at  Venice ;  and  the  duke 
(For  private  quarrel  'twixt  your  duke  and  him,) 
Hath  publifh'd  and  proclaimed  it  openly : 
'Tis  marvel ;  but  that  you're  but  newly  come> 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaimed  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  fir,  it  is  worfe  for  me  than  fo ; 
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For  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  mud  here  deliver  them-r 

Tra.  Well,  fir,  to  do  you  courtefy. 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  will  I  advife  you  ;— 
Firft,  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifa  ? 

Fed,  Ay,  fir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been ; 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them,  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Fed.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him  > 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra,  He  is  my  father,  fir  ;  and,  footh  to  fay. 
In  countenance  fomewhat.doth  refemble  you. 
•  BiON.  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfter,  and  all  one. 

[Afidc. 

Tra.  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity. 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake  ; 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  fortunes. 
That  you  are  like  to  fir  Vincentio. 
His  name  and  credit  ftiall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  houfe  you  fliill  be  friendly  lodg'd ; — » 
Look,  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  fhould ; 
You  underfl:and  me,  fir ; — fo  fliall  you  fl^y 
Till  you  have  done  your  bufinefs  in  the  city : 
If  this  be  courtefy,  fir,  accept  of  it. 

Fed.  O,  fir,  I  do ;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  life  and  Uberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me,  to  make  the  matter  good. 
This,  by  the  way,  I  let  you  underftand ; — 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day. 
To  pafs  aflTurance  of  a  dower  in  marriage 
Twixt  me  and  one  Baptifl:a's  daughter  here : 
In  all  thefe  circumftances  I'll  inflirud  you  : 
Go  with  me,  fir,  to  clothe  you  as  becomes  you.      {Exeunt^ 
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— -  -  - — - 

SCENE  III.  A  Room  in  Pjetruchio's  Hou/e. 
Enter  Katharina  and  G rum  10. 

Gru.  No,  no,  forfooth ;  I  dare  not,  for  my  life; 

Kath.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpite  appears: 
,  What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifti  me  ? 
Beggats,  that  come  unto  my  father's  door, 
Upon  entreaty,  have  a  prefent  alms ; 
If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  charity : 
But  I, — ^who  never  knew  how  to  entreat. 

Nor  never  needed  that  I  Ihould  entreat, 

Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep  ; 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawUng  fed : 
And  that  which  fpites  me  more  than  all  thcfe  wantsy 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love  ; 
As  who  fliould  fay, — if  I  Ihould  fleep,  or  eat, 
Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  death. — 1 
I  pr'ythee  go,  and  get  me  fome  repaft ; 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholefome  food; 

Gru.  What  fay  you  to  a  neat's  foot  ? 

KatH.  Tis  pafling  good ;  I  pr'ythee  let  me  have  it. 

Ore.  I  fear,  it  is  too  cholerick  a  meat : — 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe,  finely  broiPd  ? 

Kath.  I  like  it  well ;  good  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  fear,  'tis  cholerick. 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef,  and  muftard  ? 

Kath.  A  difh  that  I  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay^  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kath.  Why,  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  muftard  feft. 

Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  riot;  you  fliall  have  the  muftard. 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Kath.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thdu  wilt. 

Oru.  Why,  then  the  muftard  without  the  beef 
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With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this...^;j^very. 
What,  haft  thou  din'd  ?  The  tailor  ftays  thy  leifure. 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  ruffling  treafure.— 

Enter  "Tajiqu. 
Come,  tailor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments ; 

Enter  Hamejldashem,. 
Lay  forth  the  gown.— What  news  with  you,  fir  ? 

Hab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfliip  did  befpcak. 

Pet,  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer  j 
A  velvet  difli ; — fie,  fie  !  'tis  lewd  and  filthy  : 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle,  or  a  walnutfhell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap  ; 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kath.  I'll  have  no  bigger ;  this  doth  fit  the  time. 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  have  one  too. 
And  not  till  then. 

Hoe.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte.     .  i^fi^^^ 

Kath.  Why,  fir,  I  truft,  I  may  have  leave  to  fpeak ; 
And  fpeak  I  will ;  I  am  no  child,  no  babe  : 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  mind  ; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  beft  you  fl:op  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart  i 
Or  elfe  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break : 
And,  rather  than  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free 
Even  to  the  uttermoft,  as  I  pleafe,  in  words. 

Pet.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  true ;  it  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  cuftard-coffin,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pie  : 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'ft  it  not. 

Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap ; 
And  it  I  will  have,  or  \  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown  ?  why,  ay  :  Come,  tailor,  let  us  fee't.  , 
O  mercy,  God !  what  mafking  ftuff  is  here  ? 

E  eiij 
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What's  this  ?  a  fleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demicannon  ; 
What !  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  appletart  ? 
Here's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifh,  and  flafh^ 
Like  to  a  ccnfer  in  a  barber's  Ihop : — 
Why,  what,  o'devil's  name,  tailor,  call'ft  thou  this  ? 

HoR*  I  fee,  (he's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor  gown. 

i4fidc, 

Tai.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 
According  to  the  falhion,  and  the  time.  ^' 

Pet.  Marry,  and  did  j  but  if  you  be  remember'd 
I  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 
For  you  Ihall  hop  without  my  cuftom,  fir : 
I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Kath.  I  never  faw  a  better-fafjiion'd  gown. 
More  quaint,  more  pleaf^ng,  nor  more  commendable : 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why,  true ;  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of  thee. 

1'ai.  She  fays,  your  worfhip  means  to  make  a  puppet 
of  her. 

Pet.  O  monftrous  arrogance!  Thou  lieft,  thou  thread. 
Thou  thimble. 

Thou  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard,  quarter,  nail. 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou : — 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  (kein  of  thread ! 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant  j 
Or  I  fliall  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard. 
As  thou  Ihalt  think  on  prating  whilft  thou  liv'ft ! 
I  tell  thee,  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  gown, 

Tai.  Your  worfhip  is  deceiv'd ;  the  gown  is  made 
Juft  as  my  mafter  had  diredion  : 
Grumio  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

^Ku.  I  gave  him  no  order,  I  gave  him  the  ftu^. 
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7'm.  But  how  did  you  defire  it  (hould  be  made  ? 

Gru.  Marry,  fir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

7'ji.  But  did  you  not  requeft  to  have  it  cut  ? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  faced  many  things. 

T'ai.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me :  thou  haft  braved  many  men ;  brave 
not  me  ;  I  will  neither  be  faced  nor  braved.  I  fay  un- 
to thee,— ^bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gown ;  but  I  did 
not  bid  Imn  cut  it  to  pieces  :  er^o,  thou  lieft. 

T'jii.  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafliion  to  teftify. 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  note  lies  in  his  throaty  if  he  lay  I  faid  fo. 

I'ai.  Imprimis,  a  bofe-bodied  gown : 

Gru.  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  gown,  few  me 
in  the  fkirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death  with  a  bottom 
of  brown  thread  :  I  faid,  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Tax.  With  a/mall  compafs^d  cape  ; 

Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 

^Ai.  With  a  trunk  Jleeve  ; 

Gru.  I  confefs  two  fleeves. 

Tai.  T!hejleeves  curioujly  cut. 

Pet.  Ay,  there's  the  villainy. 

Gru.  Error  i'the  bill,  fir;  error  i'the  bill.  I  com- 
manded the  fleeves  fliould  be  cut  out,  and  fewed  up 
again  ;  and  that  I'll  prove  upon  thee,  though  thy  little 
finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Tau  This  is  true,  that  I  lay ;  an  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  fliould'ft  know  it. 

Gru.  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  the  bill,  give 
me  thy  mete-yard;  and  fpare  not  me. 

HoR.  Godra-mercy,  Grumio  !  then  he  fliall  have  no 
pdds.  ^^ 

E  e  luj 
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Pet.  Well,  fir,  in  brief,  the  gown  is  not  for  me, 
Gru.  You  are  i'the  right,  fir ;  *tis  for  my  miftreft. 
Pet.  Go,  take  it  up  unto  thy  mailer's  ufe, 
Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life :  Take  up  my  miibeis' 

gown  for  thy  matter's  ufe  ! 

Pet.  Why,  fir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that  ? 

Git  IT.  O,  fir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for: 

Take  up  my  miflrels'  gown  to  his  mailer's  ufe ! 

O,  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

Pet.  Hortcnfio,  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  tailor  paid  i— 

Go  take  it  hence  ;  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

HoR.  Tailor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow. 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafl:y  words  : 
Away,  I  fay;  commend  me  to  thy  mafl:er.   [Exit  TjinoM. 

Pet.  Well,  come,  my  Kate ;  we  will  unto  your  &ther's^ 
Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habilements ; 
Our  purfcs  fhall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor : 
For  'tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich ; 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  clouds^ 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanefl:  habit. 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
3ecaufe  his  painted  fkin  contents  the  eye  ? 
O,  no,  good  Kate ;  neiiher  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 
If  thou  account'ft  it  fhame,  lay  it  on  me  : 
And  therefore,  frolick  ;  we  will  hence  forthwith. 
To  feaft  and  fport  us  at  thy  lather's  houfe. — 
Go,  call  my  men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him  j 
And  bring  our  horfes  unto  Long-lane  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot.^.^ 
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Let^s  fee  ;  I  think,  'tis  now  fome  feven  o'clock. 
And  well  we  m»y  come  there  by  dinner  time. 

Kath.  I  dare  affure  you,  fir,  'tis  almoft  two ; 
And  'twill  be  fupper  time,  ere  you  come  there^ 

Pet.  It  Ihall  be  feven,  ere  I  go  to  horfe  : 
Look,  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do. 
You  are  ftill  crofGng  it. — Sirs,  let't  alone  ; 
I  will  not  go  to-day  j  and  ere  I  do. 
It  Ihall  be  what  o'clock  I  fay  it  is. 

HoR.  Why,  fo  !  this  gallant  will  command  the  fun. 

l^Exeunt. 

r-  ■      ■      ■  >■  .1  ■■   ni^M 

SCENE  IV.  Padua.    Before  Baptisxa's  Houf^. 
Enter  Trat^jo,  and  the  PEJ>ANr^  drejfed  like 

VlNCENriO. 

Tra.  Sir,  this  is  the  houfe  j  Pleafe  it  you,  that  I  c^  ? 

Fed.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  and,  but  I  be  deceived, 
Signior  Baptifta  may  remember  me. 
Near  twenty  years  ago,  in  Genoa,  wher? 
We  were  lodgers  at  the  Pegafus, 

Tra.  'Tis  well ; 
And  hold  your  own,  in  any  cafe,  with  fuch 
Aufterity  as  'longeth  to  a  father. 

Enter  Bjonjdello. 

Fed.  I  warrant  you :  But,  fir,  here  comes  your  boy ; 
'Twere  good,  he  were  fchool'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him.     Sirrah,  Biondello^ 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,  I  advife  you  ; 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Viiicejitio. 

BiON.  Tut !  fear  not  me, 

Tra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifta  ? 

BiON.  1  told  him,  that  your  father  was  at  Venice ; 
^d  that  you  look'd  for  him  this  da^  in  Padua. 
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Tra.  Thou'rt  a  tall  fellow ;  hold  thee  that  to  drink. 

Here  comes  Bap'tifta : — fet  your  countenance,  fir. 

Enter  Baptista  and  Lucentio. 
Signior  Baptifta,  you  are  happily  met  :— 
Sir,  [To  the  Pedant.] 
This  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
J  pray  you,  ftand  good  father  to  me  now. 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Fed.  Soft,  fon  I 
Sir,  by  your  leave  ;  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And, — for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you ; 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter. 
And  fhe  to  him, — to  ft  ay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content,  in  a  good  father's  care, 
To  have  him  match'd ;  and — if  you  pleafe  to  liko 
No  worfe  than  I,  fir,— upon  fome  agreement. 
Me  fliall  you  find  moft  ready  and  moft  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftow'd  : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baptifta,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay ; 

Your  plainnefs,  and  your  fliortnefs,  pleafe  me  well. 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fon  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  ftie  loveth  him, 
Or  both  diflemble  deeply  their  affedions : 
And,  therefore,  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this,— ^ 
That  like  a  father  you  will  deal  with  him. 
And  pafs  my  daughter  a  fufficient  dower. 
The  match  is  fully  made,  and  all  is  done  : 
Your  fon  fliall  have  my  daughter  with  confeijt. 
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^RA.  I  thank  you,  fir.    Where  then  do  you  know  beft. 
We  be  affied ;  and  fuch  aflurance  ta'en. 
As  Ihall  with  either  part's  agreement  Hand  ? 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe,  Lucentio  ;  for,  you  know. 
Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervants  : 
Belides,  old  Gremio  is  heark'ning  ftill ; 
And,  happily,  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  you,  fir : 
There  doth  my  father  he ;  and  there,  this  night. 
We'll  pafs  the  bufinefs  privately  and  well  : 
Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  fervant  here. 
My  boy  fhall  fetch  the  fcrivener  prefently. 
The  word  is  this, — that,  at  fo  flender  warning. 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  and  flender  pittance. 

Bap.  It  likes  me  well : — Cambio,  hie  you  home. 
And  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready  ftraight : 
And,  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happened  :— p- 
Lucentio's  father  is  arriv'd  in  Padua, 
And  how  flie's  like  to  be  Lucentio's  wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  gods  fhe  may,  with  all  my  heart ! 

Tk-rf.  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Signior  Baptifta,  fhall  I  lead  the  way  ? 
Welcome !  one  mefs  is  like  to  be  your  cheer : 
Come,  fir ;  we^U  better  it  in  Pifa. 

Bap.  I  follow  you. 

[^Exeunt  Tranio,  Pedant,  and  Baptista. 

BiON.  Cambio. — 

Luc.  What  fay-fl  thou,  Biondello  ? 

BiON.  You  faw  my  mafler  wink  and  laugh  upon. you? 

Luc.  Biondello,  what  of  that  i 

BiON.  'Faith  nothing  ;  but  he  has  left  me  here  behind, 
to  expound  the  meaning  or  moral  ofhisfigns  and  tokens. 

Luc.  I  pray  thee,  moralize  them. 
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Bjon.  Then  thus*  Baptifta  is  fafe^  talking  with  the 
deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  fon. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

BioN.  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
fupper. 

Luc.  And  then  ? — 

BiON.  The  old  prieft  at  faint  Luke's  church  is  at  your 
command  at  all  hours. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

BiON.  I  cannot  tell ;  except  they  are  buiied  about  a 
counterfeit  aflurance  :  Take  you  afTurance  of  her,  cim 
privikgto  ad  imprimendum  folum :  to  the  church  ; — ^take  the 
prieft,  clerk,  and  fome  fufficient  honeft  witnefles : 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  iay. 
But,  bid  Bianca  farewell  for  ever  and  a  day.         [Gmi. 

Luc.  Hear'ft  thou,  Biondello  ? 

BiON.  I  cannot  tarry  :  I  knew  a  wench  married  in  an 
afternoon  as  fhe  went  to  the  garden  for  parfley  to  ftuff  a 
rabbit ;  and  fo  may  you,  fir ;  and  fo  adieu,  fir.  My  xnaf* 
ter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  faint  Luke's,  to  bid  the 
prieft  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come  with  your  ap- 
pendix. [Exit^ 

Luc.  I  may,  and  will,  if  flie  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  fliould  I  doubt  ^ 
Hap  what  hap  may,  PU  roundly  go  aboih  her ; ' 
It  fliall  go  hard,  if  Cambio  go  without  her.  [^Exis. 

SCENE  F.  Apubhc  Road. 
Enter  Petruchio^  Katharina^  and Hortensiq. 
Pet.  Come  on,  o'God'sname;  once  more  toward  our 
fether's. 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  ihines  the  moon ! 
^ATH,  The  moo^ !  the  fun ;.  it  is  not  moonlight  now. 
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Fet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  moon  that  (hines  fo  bright. 

Kath.  I  know,  it  is  the  fun  that  fliines  fo  bright. 

Fet.  Now,  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  myfelf. 
It  fhall  be  moon,  or  ftar,  or  what  I  lift. 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  houie  :— • 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again .^— 
Evermore  croft,  and  croft ;  nothing  but  croft ! 

HoR.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  fliall  never  go. 

Kath.  Forward,  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  far^ 
And  be  it  moon,  or  fun,  or  what  you  pleafe  : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufti  candle. 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  fliall  be  fo  for  me. 

Fet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  moon. 

Kath.  I  know  it  is. 

Fet.  Nay,  then  you  lie  ;  it  is  the  blelled  fun. 

Kath.  Then,  God  be  blefs'd,  it  is  the  blefled  fun  :— 
But  fun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not  j 
And  the  moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is  j 
And  fo  it  ftiall  be  fo,  for  Katharine.  ^^ 

HoR.  Petruchio,  go  thy  ways  ;  the  field  is  won. 

Fet.  Well,  forward,  forward :  thus  the  bowl  fhould  nin> 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  bias. — 
But  foft ;  what  company  is  coming  here  ? 

Enter  Vincentio,  in  a  travelling  drefs. 
Good-morrow,  gentle  miftrefs  :  Where  away  ? — 

[7i  VlNCENTltU 

Tell  me,  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too. 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  fircflier  gentlewoman  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks ! 
What  ftars  do  fpangle  heaven  with  fuch  beauty. 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heavenly  foce  f— 
Fair  lovely  maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee ;— 
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Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  fake.       [Mm; 

HoR.  *A  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  a  woman  of 

Kath.  Young  budding  virgin,  fair,  and  frefli,and  fweet, 
Whither  away  ;  or  wherfe  is  thy  abode  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  fair  a  child ; 
Happier  the  man,  whom  favourable  flars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bed-fellow  ! 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate  !  I  hope,  thou  art  not  mad : 
This  is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered ; 
And  not  a  maiden,  as  thou  fay 'ft  he  is. 

Kath.  Pardon,  old  father,  my  miftaking  eyes^ 
That  have  been  fo  bedazzled  with  the  fun. 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green  : 
Now  I  perceive,  thou  art  a  reverentd  father ; 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  grandfire ;  and,  withal,  make  knowri 
Which  way  thou  travelleft :  if  along  with  us. 
We  ftiall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

ViN.  Fair  fir, — and  you  my  merry  miftrefs, — 
That  with  your  ftrange  encounter  much  amaz'd  me  y 
My  naroe  is  calPd — ^Vincentio  ;  my  dwelling — Pifa  j 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua  ;  there  to  vifit 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  name  ? 

ViN.  Lucentio,  gentle  fir. 

Pet.  Happily  met ;  the  happier  for  thy  fon* 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee — my  loving  father  ; 
The  fifter  to  my  wife,  this  gentlewoman, 
Thy  fon  by  this  hath  married  :  Wonder  not/ 
Nor  be  not  griev'd  ;  ftie  is  of  good  efteem. 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth  j 
BefidCy  fo  qualified  as  may  befeem 
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The  fpoufe  of  any  noble  gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentio  : 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  fon. 
Who  will  of  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

ViN.  But  is  this  true  ?  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure^ 
Like  pleafant  travellers,  to  break  a  jell 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 

HoR.  I  do  affure  thee,  father,  fo  it  is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof; 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

[Exeunt  Fetruchio,  Katharina^  and  Vincentio^ 

HoR.  Well,  Petruchio,  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow  ;  and  if  Ihe  be  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  untoward.  {Exit^ 


act:  V. 

SCENE  I.  Padua.    Before  Luc  en  rto^s  tloufe. 

Enter  on  one Jide  Biondello,  Lucentio,  and  BiancA} 

G REM  10  walking  on  the  other ^e. 

BiON.  Softly  and  fwiftly,  fir  ;  for  the  prieft  is  ready. 
Luc.  I  fly,  Biondello  :  but  they  may  chance  to  need 
thee  at  home,  therefore  leave  us. 

BioN.  Nay,  faith,  PU  fee  the  church  o'  your  back;  and 
then  come  back  to  my  mafter  as  foon  as  I  can. 

[Exeunt  Lucentio^  Bianca^  and  Biondello. 
Gre.  I  marvel,  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 
Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  Vincentio^  and 

Attendants. 
Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio's  houfe. 
My  father's  bears  more  toward  the  marketplace ; 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  fir. 

ViN.  You  fhall  not  choofe  but  drink  before  you  go; 

5 
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I  think,  1  fhall  command  jour  welcome  here. 

And,  by  all  likelihood,  fome  cheer  isxowanL     [Knocks. 

Grb.  They're  bufy  within,  you  were  beft  knock  louder. 
Enter  Pedant  above^  at  a  wimdaw. 

Fed.  What^s  he,  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat  down 
the  gate  ? 

Fin.  Is  fignior  Lucentio  within,  fir  ? 

Fed.  He's  within,  fir,  but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

Fin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or 
two,  to  make  merry  withal. 

Fed.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelf ;  he  ihall 
need  none,  fo  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you,  your  fon  was  belov'd  in  P^ua. 
—Do  you  hear,  fir  ? — to  leave  frivolous  crrcumftances, 
— ^I  pray  you,  tell  fignior  Lucentio,  that  his  father  is 
come  from  Pifa,  and  is  here  at  the  door  to  fpeak  with 
him. 

Fed.  Thou  lieft ;  his  father  is  come  from  Pifa,  and 
here  looking  out  at  the  window. 

PJn.  Art  thou  his  father  ? 

Fed.  Ay,  fir ;  fo  his  mother  fays,  if  I  may  believe  her. 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  gentleman !  [To  Fincen.}  why, 
this  is  flat  knavery,  to  take  upon  you  another  man's 
name. 

Fed.  Lay  hands  on  the  villain ;  I  believe,  'a  means  to 
cozen  fomebody  in  this  city  under  my  countenance. 
Re-^enter  Biondello. 

BiON.  I  have  fecn  them  in  the  church  together ;  God 
fend  'em  good  Ihipping ! — But  who  is  here  ?  mine  old 
mafter,  Vincentio?  now  we  are  undone  and  brought 
to  nothing. 

ViN.  Come  hither,  crack-hemp.      \Seeing  Bwnbell^ 

EiON.  I  hope,  I  may  choofe,  fir. 
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ViN.  Come  hither,  you  rogue  ;  What,  have  you  for- 
got me  ? 

BiON.  Forgot  you  ?  no,  fir :  I  could  not  forget  you, 
for  I  never  faw  you  before  in  ill  my  Xift . 

l^iN.  What,  you  notorious  villain,  didft  thou  never  fee 
thy  mafter's  father,  Vincentio  ? 

BiONi  What,  my  old,  worfliipful  old  mafter  ?  yes, 
marry,  fir  ;  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

I'^iN.  Is't  fo,  indeed  ?  {^Beats  Biondello. 

BiON.  Help,  help,  help  !  here's  a  madman  will  mur- 
der me.  {Exit. 

Ped.  Help,  fon !  help,  fignior  Baptifta  ! 

[Exit  ^  from  the  window. 

Pet.  Pr'ythee,  Kate,  let's  ftand  afide,  and  fee  the  end 
of  this  controverfy.  [T^bey  retire. 

Re-enter  Pedant  below;  Baptista,  T^ranio^  qnd 

Servants. 

T!ra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  offer  to  beat  my  fervant  ? 

ViN.  What  am  I,  fir  ?  nay,  what  are  you,  fir  ?-^  im- 
mortal gods  !  O  fine  villain  !  A  filken  doublet !  a  vel- 
vet hofe  !  a  fcarlet  cloak  !  and  a  copatain  hat ! — O,  I  am 
undone  !  I  am  undone  !  while  I  play  ttie  good  hufl)and  at 
home,  my  fon  and  my  fervant  fpend  all  at  the  univerfity. 

T^ra.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter  .^ 

Bap.  What,  is  the  man  lunatick  ? 

T^RA.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  gentleman  by  your 
habit,  but  your  words  fliow  you  a  madman  :  Why,  fir, 
what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl  and  gold  ?  I  thank 
my  good  father,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

ViN.  Thy  father  ?  O  villain !  he  is  a  failraaker  in  Ber- 
gamOi 

Bap.  You  miftake,  fir  ;  you  miftake,  fir  :  Pray,  what 
do  you  think  is  his  name  ? 

Vol.  II.  F  f 
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Fin.  His  name  ?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name  :  I  have 
brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old,  and 
his  name  is — ^Tranio. 

FeI).  Away,  away,  mad  afs!  his  name  is  Lucentio; 
and  he  is  mine  only  fon,  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me 
lignior  Vincentio. 

Fin.  Lucentio  !  O,  he  hath  murdered  his  mafter ! — 
Lay  hold  on  him,  I  charge  you,  in  the  duke's  name  :— 
O,  my  fon,  my  fon ! — tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is  my 
fon  Lucentio  ? 

7'ra.  Call  forth  an  officer  :  [Enter  one  with  an  Ofl&cer.] 
carry  this  mad  knave  to  the  gaol : — Father  Baptifta,  I 
charge  you,  fee,  that  he  be  forthcoming. 

Fin.  Carry  me  to  the  gaol ! 

Gre.  Stay,  officer ;  he  fhall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap.  Talk  not,  fignior  Gremio ;  I  fay,  he  fhall  go  to 
prifon. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  fignior  Baptifta,  left  you  be  coney- 
catch'd  in  this  bufinefs  ;  I  dare  fwear,  this  is  the  right 
Vincentio. 

Fed.  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Lucentio. 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  fignior  Lucentio. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  dotard ;  to  the  gaol  with  him. 

Fin.  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  haled  and  abus'd : — 0 
monftrous  villain. 
Re-enter  Biondello,  with  Lucentio,  and  Bianca. 

BwN.  O,  we  are  fpoiled,  and — Yonder  he  is ;  deny 
him,  forfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  father.  [Kneelu^g. 

F/iv.  Lives  my  fweeteft  fon? 

IBiONDELLO^  Tranio,  and  F ED  ANT  runout. 
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BiAX.  Pardon,  dear  father.  '  [Kneeling. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended  ? — 
Where  is  Lucentio  ? 

Luc.  Here's  Lucentio, 
Right  fon  unto  the  right  Vincentio ; 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine. 
While  counterfeit  fuppofes  blear'd  thine  eyne. 

Gre.  Here's  packing,  with  a  witncfs,  to  deceive  us  all ! 

ViN.  Where  is  that  damned  villain,  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 

Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  ? 

BiAN.  Cambio  is  changed  into  Lucentio. 

Lvc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles.     Bianca's  love 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town ; 
And  happily  I  have  arrived  at  laft 

Unto  the  wifhed  haven  of  my  blifs : 

What  Tranio  did,  myfelf  enforc'd  him  to  ; 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  father,  for  my  fake. 

ViN.  ril  flit  the  villain's  nofe,  that  would  have  fent 
me  to  the  gaol. 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear,  fir?  [To  Lucentio.']  Have  you 
married  my  daughter  without  aflcing  my  good- will  ? 

ViN.  Fear  not,  Baptifta  ;  we  will  content  you,  go  to  : 
But  I  will  in,  to  be  revcng'd  for  this  villainy.         [Exit. 

Bap.  And  I,  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery.  [Exit. 

Luc.  Look  not  pale,  Bianca ;  thy  father  will  not  frown. 

[Exeunt  Lugentio  and  Bianca. 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough :  But  I'll  in  among  the  reft ; 
Out  of  hope  of  all, — but  my  ftiare  of  the  feaft.       [Exit. 
[Petruchio  and  Katharina  advance. 

Kath.  Huft)and,  let's  follow  to  fee  the  end  of  this  ado. 

Pet.  Firft  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
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Kath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  ftreet? 
Pet.  What,  art  thou  aftiam'd  of  me  ? 
Kath.  No,  fir  ;  God  forbid  :  but  afham'd  to  kifs. 
P^T.  Why,  then,  let's  home  again : — Come,  firrah,  let's 
away.  [love,  flay. 

Kath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  kifs :   now  pray  thee, 
Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ? — Come,  my  fweet  Kate ; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.  \Exeufit. 

SCENE  11.    A  Room  in  Lv  cent  id's  Houfe. 
A  Banquet  Jet  out.  Enter  Baptist  a^  Vincentio,  Gre- 

Mio,  the  Pedant,  Luc  en  tio,  Bianqa,  Petruchio, 

Katharina,  Hortensio,  andWiDOW.     Tranio, 

BioNDELLO,  GRVMiOy  ojid  Others,  attending. 

Luc.  At  laft,  though  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree : 
And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  fmile  at  'icapes  and  perils  over-blown. — 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  father  welcome. 
While  I  with  felf-fame  kindnefs  welcome  thine  : — 

Brother  Petruchio, ^fifter  Katharina, 

And  thou,  Hortenfio,  with  thy  loving  widow, — 

Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe  ; 

My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  ftomachs  up. 

After  our  great  good  cheer  :  Pray  you,  fit  down  ; 

For  now  we  fit  to  chat,  as  well  as  eat.     [T^beyjit  at  table. 

Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 

Bap.  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  fon  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

HoR.  For  both  our  fakes,  I  would  that  word  were  true. 

Pet.  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortenfio  fears  his  widow. 

WiD.  Then  never  truft  me  if  I  be  afeard. 

Pet.  You  are  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my  fenfes 
I  mean,  Hortenfio  is  afeard  of  you. 
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WiD.  He  that  is  giddy,  thinks  the  world  turns  round. 

Pet.  Roundly  replied. 

Kath.  Miftrefs,  how  mean  you  that  ? 

WiD.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 

Pet.  Conceives  by  me  ! — How  likes  Hortenfio  that  ? 

HoR.  My  widow  fays,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  tale. 

Pet.  Very  well  mended:  Kifs  him  for  that  good  widow. 

Kath.  Hethatisgiddy,thinks  theworld  turns  round:—. 
I  pray  you,  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

WiD.  Your  hufband,  being  troubled  with  a  fhrew, 
Meafures  my  hufband's  forrow  by  his  woe  : 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kath.  A  v^ry  mean  meaning. 

WiD.  Right,  I  mean  you. 

Kath.  And  I  am  mean,  indeed,  refpe€ling  you. 

Pet.  To  her,  Kate  ! 

HoR.  To  her,  widow ! 

Pet.  a  hundred  marks,  my  Kate  does  put  her  down. 

HoR.  That's  my  office. 

Pet.  Spoke  like  an  officer  : — Ha'  to  thee,  lad. 

[Drinks  to  Hortensio. 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quick-witted  folks  ? 

Gre.  Believe  me,  fir,  they  butt  together  well. 

BiAN.  Head,  and  butt  ?  an  hafty-witted  body 
Would  fay^  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 

ViN.  Ay,  miftrefs  bride,  hath  that  awakenM  you  ? 

BiAN.  Ay,butnQtfrightedme;  therefore  I'll  flecp  again. 

Pet.  Nay,  that  you  fhall  not  j  fince  you  have  begun. 
Have  at  you  for  a  bitter  jeft  or  two, 

BiAN.  Am  I  your  bird  ?  I  mean  to  fhift  my  bufh. 
And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  bow  : — 
You  are  welcome  all. 

[Exeunt  Bianca^  Katharina^  and  Widow ^ 
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Pet.  She  hath  prevented  me. — Here,  fignior  Tranio, 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  though  you  hit  her  not  j 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  Ihot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra.  O,  fir,  Lucentio  flipp'd  me  like  his  greyhound. 
Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  mailer. 

Pet.  a  good  fwift  fimile,  but  fomething  currifh. 

Tra.  'Tis  well,  fir,  that  you  hunted  for  yourfelf ; 
*Tis  thought,  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay* 

Bap.  O  ho,  Petruchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 

Luc.  1  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 

HoR.  Confefs,  confefs  ;  hath  he  not  hit  you  here  ? 

Pet.  'A  has  a  little  galPd  me,  I  confefs ; 
And,  as  the  jefl:  did  glance  away  from  me, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 

Bap.  Now,  in  good  fadnefs,  fon  Petruchio, 
I  think  thou  hafl:  the  veriefl:  fhrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fay — no  :  and  therefore,  for  aiTurance, 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  wife ; 
And  he,  whofe  wife  is  mofl:  obedient 
To  come  at  firfl:  when  he  doth  fend  for  her. 
Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

HoR.  Content ; What  is  the  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns ! 
Ill  venture  fo  much  on  my  hawk,  or  hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  wife. 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

HoR.  Content. 

Pet.  a  match  ;  'tis  done. 

HoR.  Who  fliall  begin  ^ 

Luc.  That  will  I.     Go, 
Biondello,  bid  your  miftrefs  come  to  me. 

BiON.  I  go.  [Exit. 
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Bap.  Son,  I  will  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc.  ril  have  no  halves  ;  I'll  bear  it  all  myfelf. 
Re-enter  Biondello. 
How  now  !  what  news  ? 

BiON.  Sir,  my  miftrefs  fends  you  word 
That  fhe  is  bufy,  and  fhe  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How  !  fhe  is  bufy,  and  flie  cannot  come ! 
Is  that  an  anfwer  ? 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  : 
Pray  God,  fir,  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet.  I  hope,  better, 

HoR.  Sirrah,  Biondello,  go,  and  entreat  my  wife 
To  come  to  me  forthwith.  [Exit  Biondello. 

Pet.  O,  ho  !  entreat  her  ! 
Nay,  then  fhe  needs  mufl  come. 

HoR.  I  am  afraid,  fir, 
Do  what  you  can,  yours  will  not  be  entreated. 

Re-enter  Biondello. 
Now,  where's  my  wife  ? 

BiON.  She  fays,  you  have  fome  goodly  jefl  in  hand  ; 
She  will  not  come  ;  fhe  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe ;  fhe  will  not  come  !  O  vile, 
Intolerable,  not  to  be  endur'd  ! 
Sirrah,  Grumio,  go  to  your  miflrefs ; 
Say,  I  command  her  come  to  me.  [ExitGRUMio.. 

HoR.  I  know  her  anfwer.  . 

Pet.  What  ? 

HoR.  She  will  not  come. 

Pet.  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end. 
Enter  Katharina. 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  holidame,  here  comes  Katharina  ! 

Kath.  What  is  your  will,  fir,  that  you  fend  for  me  ? 

Pet.  Where  is  your  filler,  and  Hortenfio's  wife ! 
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Kath.  They  (it  conferring  by  the  parlour  fire. 

Pet.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  ;  if  they  deny  to  come. 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  hufbands : 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ilraight. 

[Exit  Katharina. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

BoR.  And  fo  it  is  ;  I  wonder,  what  it  bodes. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  bodes,  and  love,  and  quiet  life. 
And  awful  rule,  and  right  fupremacy  ; 
And,  to  be  fliort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy. 

Bap.  Now  fair  befal  thee,  good  Petruchio ! 
The  wager  thou  haft  won  ;  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  lodes  twenty  thoufand  crowns ; 
Another  dowry  to  another  daughter. 
For  fhe  is  chang'd,  as  (he  had  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  wager  better  yet ; 
And  fhow  more  fign  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

Re-enter  Katharixa,  with  Bianca^  andWiDOMT. 
See,  where  (he  comes ;  and  brings  your  froward  wives 
As  prifoners  to  her  womanly  perfuafion. — 
Katharine,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not ; 
Off  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

[Katharixa  pulls  off  her  cap,  and  throws  it  dawn. 

Win,  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  caufe  to  figh. 
Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs  ! 

BiAN.  Fie  !  what  a  foolifli  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would,  your  duty  were  as  foolifti  too : 
The  wifdom  of  your  duty,  fair  Bianca, 
Hath  coft  me  an  hundred  crowns  fince  fupper-time. 

BiAN.  The  more  fool  you,  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.  Katharine,  I  charge  thee,  teU  thcfe  headflrang 
women 
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What  duty  they  do  owe  their  lords  and  hufbands. 

JViD.  Come,  come,  you're  mocking ;  we  will  have  no 
telling. 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay  ;  and  firft  begin  with  her, 

WiD.  She  (hall  not. 

Pet.  I  fay,  flie  (hall ; — and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Kath.  Fie,  fie  !  unknit  that  threatening  unkind  browj 
And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thofe  eyes. 
To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor  : 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofts  bite  the  meads ; 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  ihake  fair  buds ; 
And  in  no  fenfe  is  meet,  or  amiable, 
A  woman  mov'd,  is  like  a  fountain  troubled. 
Muddy,  ill-feeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty ; 
And,  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty 
Will  deign  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  hufband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper, 
Thy  head,  thy  fovereign ;  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
,  And  for  thy  maintenance ;  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  ftorms,  the  day  in  cold. 
While  thou  lieft  warm  at  home,  fecure  and  lafe ; 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience  ;— 
Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  fubjed  owes  the  prince, 
Even  fuch,  a  woman  oweth  to  her  hufband  : 
And,  when  fhe's  froward,  peevifh,  fullen,  four. 
And,  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will. 
What  is  fhe,  but  a  foul  contending  rebel. 
And  gracelefs  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  ?«^- 
I  am  afham'd,  that  women  are  fo  fimple 
To  pflfer  war  where  they  fhould  kneel  for  peace  i 
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Or  feek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  and  fway. 

When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 

Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak,  and  finooth. 

Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world  ; 

But  that  our  foft  conditions,  and  our  heartS, 

Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts  ? 

Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms ! 

My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours. 

My  heart  as  great ;  my  reafon,  haply,  more. 

To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frown : 

But  now,  I  fee  our  lances  are  but  ftraws ; 

Our  ftrength  as  weak,  our  weaknefs  pad  compare,— 

That  feeming  to  be  moft,  which  we  lead  are. 

Then  vail  your  ftomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot ; 

And  place  your  hands  below  your  hufband's  foot : 

In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe. 

My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  wench ! — Come  on,  and  kifs 
me,  Kate. 

Lvc.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  lad ;  for  thou  (halt  ha't. 

ViN.  Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 

Lvc.  But  a  harfh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to-bed  : — 
We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
Twas  I  won  the  wager,  though  you  hit  the  white ; 

[To  LUCENTIO. 

And,  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night ! 

[Exeunt  Petruchiq  and  Kathakina. 

HoR.  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curft  fhrew. 

Luc.  Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  fhe  will  be  tam'd 

fo-  [Exeunt. 
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Sicilian  Lords. 


Perfons  reprefented. 

'Leontes,  King  o/*Sicilia  : 
Mamillius,  bis  fon. 
Camillo, 
Antigonus, 
Cieomenes, 
Dion, 

Another  Sicilian  Lord. 

Rogero,  a  Sicilian  Gentleman. 

An  Attendant  on  the  young  Prince  Mamillius, 

Officers  of  a  Court  of  "Judicature. 

Polixenes,  King  of  Bohemia  : 

Florizel,  bis  fon. 

Archidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lord^ 

A  Mariner. 

Gaoler. 

An  old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  of  Perdita  : 

Clown,  his  Son. 

Sertant  to  the  old  Shepherd. 

Autolycus,  a  Rogue. 

Time,  as  Chorus, 

Hermione,  ^/een  to  Leontes. 

Perdita,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione, 

Paulina,  M^ifc  to  Antigonus. 

^wo'Xr^I^'es]   <^'^-^-S  the  ^cen. 

Dorcas,  }   ^^'P^^-'^'f''' 

Lords ^  Ladies,  and  Attendants  ;  Satyrs  for  a  dance;  Shep- 

herds,  Shepherdeffes,  Guards,  &c. 

SfCEHZyfometimes  in  Sici]!^,  fometimes  in  Bohemia. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  L  Sicilia.    An  Antechamber  in  Lsontes'  Palace. 

Enter  Camillo^  and  Archidamus. 

Arch.  If  you  fhall  chance,  Camillo,  to  vifit  Bohemia^ 
on  the  like  occafion  whereon  my  fervices  are  now  on 
foot,  you  fhall  fee,  as  I  have  faid,  great  difierence  be- 
twixt our  Bohemia,  and  your  Sicilia. 

Cam.  I  think,  this  coming  fummer,  the  kmg  of  Si- 
cilia means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation  which  he  juftly 
owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  our  entertainment  fhall  fhame  us,  we 
will  be  juflified  in  our  loves :  for,  indeed, — 

Cam.  'Befeech  you, 

Arch.  Verily,  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  know- 
ledge :  we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence — in  fo  rare — 

I  know  not  what  to  fay. We  will  give  you  fleepy 

drinks  ;  that  your  fenfes,  unintelligent  of  our  infuf- 
licience,  may,  though  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  Uttle  ac- 
cufe  us. 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's  given 
freely. 

Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  underflanding  in- 
Uruds  me,  and  as  mine  honefly  puts  it  to  utterance. 
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Cam.  SIcilia  cannot  fhow  himfelf  over-kind  to  Bohe- 
mia. Tliey  were  trained  together  in  their  childhoods; 
•and  there  rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  afFedion, 
which  c3|lnot  choofe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more 
mature  dignities,  and  royal  neceffities,  made  reparation 
of  their  fociety,  their  encounters,  though  not  perfonal, 
have  been  royally  attomey'd,  with  interchange  of  gifts, 
letters,  loving  embaflies ;  that  they  have  feem'd  to  be 
together,  though  abfent ;  fhook  hands,  as  over  a  vaft ; 
and  embraced,  as  it  were,  from  the  ends  of  oppofed 
•winds.    The  heavens  continue  their  loves  ! 

Arch.  I  think,  there  is  not  in  the  world  either  malice, 
or  matter,  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  com- 
fort of  your  young  prince  Mamillius ;  it  is  a  gentleman 
of  the  great  eft  promife,  that  ever  came  into  my  note. 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him : 
It  is  a  gallant  child ;  one  that,  indeed,  phyficks  the  fub- 
jed,  makes  old  hearts  frefli :  they,  that  went  on  crutches 
ere  he  was  born,  defire  yet  their  life,  to  fee  him  a  man. 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes ;  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  they 
fhould  defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  king  had  no  fon,  they  would  defire  to 
live  on  crutches  till  he  had  one.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  Tbefame.  A  Room  ofjiate  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes^  Hermione,  Mamil^ 
LiuSy  CAMiLLOy  and  Attendants. 
Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watVy  ftar  have  been 
The  ftiepherd's  note,  fince  we  have  left:  our  throne 
Without  a  burden :  time  as  long  again 
Would  be  fiird  up,  my  brother,  with  our  thanks  ; 
And  yet  we  fliould,  for  perpetuity. 
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Go  hence  in  debt :  And  therefore,  like  a  cypher, 
Yet  Handing  in  rich  place,  I  multiply. 
With  one  we-thank-you,  many  thoufands  more 
That  go  before  it.  i 

Leon.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while  ; 
And  pay  them  when  you  part. 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow* 
I  am  queftion'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chance. 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence  :  That  may  blow 
No  fneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
I'bis  is  put  forth  too  truly!  Befides,  I  have  ftay'd 
To  tire  your  royalty. 

Leon.  We  are  tougher,  brother. 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 

Pol.  No  longer  flay. 

Leon.  One  feven-night  longer. 

Pol.  Very  footh,  to-morrow. 

Leon.  We'll  part  the  time  between's  then:  and  in  that 
I'll  no  gain-faying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  *befeech  you,  fo ; 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'the  world, 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me:  fo  it  (hould  now. 
Were  there  neceflity  in  your  requeft,  although 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.     My  afiairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward :  which  to  hinder. 
Were,  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me  ;  my  Hay, 
To  you  a  charge,  and  trouble:  to*fave  both, 
Farewel,  our  brother. 

Leon.  Tongue-ty'd,  our  queen  ?  fpeak  you. 

Her.  I  had  thought,  fir,  to  have  held  my  peace,  until 
You  had  drawn  oaths  from  him,  not  to  flay.    You,  fir. 
Charge  him  too  coldly :  Tell  him,  you  are  fure, 
Ail  in  Boheijiia's  well :  this  fatisfadion 
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The  by-gone  day  proclaimed ;  fay  this  to  him. 
He's  beat  from  his  bed  ward- 

Leon.  Well  faid,  Hermione. 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  fon,  were  ftrong  : 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go  ; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  fliall  not  ftay. 

We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  diflaflS [ture 

Yet  of  your  royal  prefence  [To  Polixenes.'\  I'll  adven- 

The  borrow  of  a  week.   When  at  Bohemia 

You  take  my  lord,  I'll  give  him  my  commiflion. 

To  let  him  there  a  month,  behind  the  geft 

Prefix'd  for  his  parting :  yet,  good-deed,  Leontes, 

I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'  the  clock  behind 

What  lady  (he  her  lord.— You'll  ftay  ? 

Pol.  No,  madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will  ? 

Pol.  I  may  not,  verily. 

Her.  Verily ! 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows  :  But  I, 
Though  you  would  feek  to  unfphere  the  ftars  with  oaths^ 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir^  no  going.  Verily, 
You  fliall  not  go ;  a  lady's  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.     Will  you  go  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner. 
Not  like  a  gueft  ;  fo  you  fliall  pay  your  fees. 
When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.    How  fay  you? 
My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily. 
One  of  them  you  fliall  be, 

Pol.  Your  gueft,  then,  madam  : 
To  be  your  prifoner,  fliould  import  offending  ;  ' 
Which  is  for '  me  lefs  eafy  to  commit. 
Than  you  to  punifli. 

Her.  Not  your  gaoler  then, 
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But  your  kind  hoftefs.    Come,  ni  queftion  ydu 

Of  my  lord's  tricks,  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys  j 

You  were  pretty  lordings  then. 

Pol.  We  were,  fair  queen. 
Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind. 
But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day. 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  lord  the  verier  wag  o'the  two  ? 
Pol.  We  were  as  twinn'd  lambs,  that  did  frifk  i'the  furi^ 
And  bleat  the  one  at  the  other :  what  we  changed. 
Was  innocence  for  innocence  ;  we  knew  not 
The  dodirine  of  ilMoing,  no,  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did  :  Had  we  purfued  that  life. 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  blood,  we  (hould  have  anfwer'd  heaven 
Boldly,  Not  guilty;  the  impofition  clear'd^ 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather^ 
You  have  tripp'd  fince. 

Pol.  O  my  moft  facred  lady. 
Temptations  have  fince  then  been  bom  to  us :  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl ; 
Your  precious  felf  had  then  riot  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  play-fellow. 

Her.  Grace  to  boot ! 
Of  this  make  no  conclufion  j  left  you  fay,     . 
Your  queen  and  I  are  devils  :  Yet,  go  on  ; 
The  offences  We  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwer ; 
If  you  firft  finn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault,  and  that  you  flipp'd  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leon.  Is  he  won  yet  ?  3 

Her.  He'll  ftay,  my  lord. 

Vol.  II.  G  g 
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Leon.  At  my  requeft,  he  would  not. 
Hermione,  my  deareft,  thou  never  fpok'ft 
To  better  purpofe. 

Her.  Never  ? 
,    Leon.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?  have  I  twice  faid  well?  when  was't  before? 
I  pr'ythee,  tell  me  :  Cram  us  with  praife,  and  make  us 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  One  good  deed,  dying  tonguclefs. 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages  :  You  may  ride  us. 
With  one  foft  kifs,  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 
With  fpur  we  heat  an  acre.    But  to  the  goal ; — 
My  laft  good  deed  was,  to  entreat  his  ftay ; 
What  was  my  firft  ?  it  has  an  elder  filler, 
Or  I  miflake  you :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace ! 
But  once  before  I  fpoke  to  the  purpofe;  When  ? 
Nay,  let  me  have't ;  I  long. 

Leon.  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  months  had  four'd  themfelves  to  dieatb. 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand/ 
And  clap  thyfelf  my  love  ;  then  didft  thou  utter^ 
/  am  yours  for  ever. 

Her.  It  is  Grace,  indeed 

Why,  lo  you  now,  I  have  fpoke  to  the  purpofe  twice : 
The  one  for  ever  earned  a  royal  hufband ; 
The  other,  for  fome  while  a  friend. 

[Giving  her  band  to  Pclixbnes. 

Leon.  Too  hot,  too  hot :  [A^. 

To  mingle  friendlKip  far,  is  mingling  bloods. 
I  have  trmor  cordis  on  me :— *my  heart  dances ; 
But  not  for  joy, — ^not  joy. — This  entertaifitnent 
May  a  free  face  put  on ;  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  ibrtile  boTom, 
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And  well  become  the  agent :  it  may,  I  grant  : 
But  to  be  paddling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers, 
As  now  they  are ;  and  making  pradlis'd  fmiles, 
As  in  a  looking-glafs ; — and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 
The  mort  o'the  deer ;  O,  that  is  entertainment 

My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows Mamillius, 

Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leon.  Pfecks  ?  [nofe  ?— , 

Why,  that's  my  bawcock.     What,  haft  fmutch'd  thy 
They  fay,  it's  a  copy  but  of  mine.    Come,  captain, 
We  muft  be  neat ;  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain : 
And  yet  the  fteer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf. 
Are  all  calPd,  neat. — Still  virginalling 

[Obferving  Polixenes  and  Hsrmion£ 
Upon  his  palm  ? — How  now,  you  wanton  calf? 
Art  thou  my  calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  lord.  [I  have, 

Leon.  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  pafh,  and  the  fhoots  that 
To  be  full  like  me  :— yet,  they  fay,  we  are 
Almoft  as  like  as  eggs  ;  women  fay  fo. 
That  will  fay  any  thing  :  But  were  they  falfe 
As  o'er-died  blacks,  as  wind,  as  waters ;  falfe 
As  dice  are  to  be  wifh'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  bourn  'twixt  his  and  mine  ;  yet  Were  it  true 
To  fay,  this  boy  were  like  me.— Come,  fir  page. 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin-eye  :  Sweet  villain  I 
Mofl  dear'ft  !  my  coUop  ! — Can  thy  dam  ?— may't  be  ? 
Affedion  !  thy  intention  ftabs  the  center : 
Thou  doft  make  poflible,  things  not  fo  held, 
Communicat'ft  with  dreams  ; — (How  can  this  be  ?)— 
With  what's  unreal  thou  coadive  art. 
And  fellow'ft  nothing  :  Then,  'ris  very  credent, 

Ggij 
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Thoughts  that  would  thick  my  blood. 

Leon.  So  (lands  this  fquire 
Offic'd  with  me  :  We  two  will  walk,  my  lord. 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps. — Hermione, 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  (how  in  our  brother's  welcome  j 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily,  be  cheap  : 
Next  to  thyfelf,  and  my  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  would  feek  us. 
We  are  yours  i'  the  garden :   ShalPs  attend  you  there  ? 

Leon.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you:  you'll  be  founds 

Be  you  beneath  the  fky  : I  am  angling  now. 

Though  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line. 
Go  to,  go  to  ! 

[4fide.    Obferving  Polixenes  and Hermionb. 
How  fhe  holds  up  the  neb,  the  bill  to  him  ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 
To  her  allowing  hufband  !  Gone  already  ; 
,  Inch-thick,  knee-deep ;  o'er  head  and  ears  a  fork'd  one. — 
[Exeunt  Polixenes^  Hermione^  and  attendants^ 
Go,  play,  boy,  play  ; — thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too  ;  but  fo  difgrac'd  a  part,  whofe  iflue 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  grave  ;  contempt  and  clamour 

Will  be  my  knell Go,  play,  boy,  play  j — ^There  have 

Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  cuckolds  ere  now  ;  [been> 

And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent^ 
Now,  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  the  arm^ 
That  little  thinks  (he  has  been  fluic'd  in  his  abfence. 
And  his  pond  fifh'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  Smile,  his  neighbour  :  nay,  there's  comfort  in't. 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates ;  and  thofe  gates  open'd^ 
As  mine,  againft  their  will :  Should  all  defpair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 

G  g  iij 
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Would  hang  themfelves.    Phyfick  for't  there  is  none  j 

It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  ftrike 

Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful,  think  it. 

From  eaft,  weft,  north,  and  fouth  :  Be  it  concluded. 

No  barricado  for  a  belly  ;  know  it ; 

It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy. 

With  bag  and  baggage  ;  many  a  thoufand  of  us 

Have  the  difeafe,  and  feePt  not — rHow  npw,  boy  ? 

MyfM.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 

Leon.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort*— 
What !  Camillo  there  ? 

Cjm.  Ay,  my.  good  lord. 

Leon.  Go  play,  Mamillius ;  thou'rt  an  honeft  man.^~ 

lExit  Mamiluvs* 
Camillo,  this  great  fir  will  yet  flay  longer. 

Cah*  You  had  much  adq  to  make  his  anchor  hold ; 
When  you  caft  out,  it  flill  came  home. 

Leon.  Didft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  flay  at  your  petitions ;  made 
|Iis  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leon.  Didft  perceive  it  ?— 
They're  here  with  me  already ;  whifpering,  rounding, 
Sicilia  is  afo^Jhrtb :  Tis  far  gone. 
When  I  fliall  guft  it  laft-JHow  came't,  Camillo, 
That  he  did  ftay  > 

Cam.  At  the  good  queen's  entreaty. 

Leon.  At  the  queen's,  be't :  good,  fhould  be  pertinents 
But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.     Was  this  taken 
3y  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 

More  than  the  common  blocks : Not  noted,  is't, 

But  of  the  finer  naturals  ?  by  fome  feverals. 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  meflcs. 
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Perchance,  are  <o  this  bufinefs  purblind  :  fay. 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  lord  i  I  thinks  moft  underftand 
Bohemia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leon.  Ha  ? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. 

Leon.  Ay,  but  why  ? 

Cam.  To  fatisfy  your  highnefs,  and  the  entreaties^ 
Of  our  moft  gracious  miftrefs, 

Leon.  Satisfy 

The  entreaties  of  your  miftrefs  ? fatisfy  ? 

Let  that  fuffice.     I  have'trufted  thee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  neareft  things  to  my  heart,  as  well 
My  chamber-coimcils,  wherein,  prieft-hke,  thou 
Haft  cleans'd  my  bofom ;  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reformed  :  but  we  have  been 
Deceived  in  thy  integrity,  deceiv'd^ 
In  that  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord  ! 

Leon.  To  bide  upon't ; — ^Thou  art  not  honeft  :  er. 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward ; 
Which  boxes  honefty  behind,  reftraining 
From  courfe  required :  Or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant,  grafted  in  my  ferious  truft. 
And  therein  negligent ;  or  elfe  a  fool, 
That  feeft  a  game  play'd  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn, 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jcft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  fooUfh,  and  fearful ; 
In  every  one  of  thefe  no  man  is  free. 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongft  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world. 
Sometime  puts  forth :  In  your  aflfairs,  my  lord» 

If  ever  I  were  wilful-negligent, 

r-^      •••• 
Gg  uy 
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It  was  my  folly ;  if  induftrioufly 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence. 
Not  weighing  well  the  end ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  iflue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Againft  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infeds  the  wifeft :  thefe,  my  lord. 
Are  fuch  allow'd  infirmities,  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.     But,  'befeech  your  grace. 
Be  plainer  with  me ;  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 
By  its  own  vifage :  if  I  then  deny  it, 
Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leon.  Have  not  you  feen,  Camillo, 
(But  that's  paft  doubt :  you  have ;  or  your  eye-glafs 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn ;)  or  heard, 
(For  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mute,)  or  thought,  (for  cogitation 
Refides  not  in  that  man,  that  does  not  think  it,) 
My  wife  is  flipper y  ?  If  thou  wilt  confefs, 
(Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative. 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought,)  then  fay. 
My  wife's  a  hobbyhorfe  ;  deferves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax-wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight :  fay  it,  and  juftify  it. 

Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by,  to  hear 
My  fovereign  miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 
My  prefent  vengeance  taken  :  'Shrew  my  heart. 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this  ;  which  to  reiterate,  were  fin 
As  deep  as  that,  though  true. 

Leon.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  nofes  ? 
Kifling  with  infide  Up  ?  flopping  the  career 
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Of  laughter  with  a  figh  ?  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefty :)  horfing  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  comers  ?  wifhing  clocks  more  fwift  ? 
Hours,  minutes  ?  noon,  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes  blind 
With  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs,  theirs  only, 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked  ?  is  this  nothing  ? 
Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't,  is  nothing ; 
The  covering  fky  is  nothing  ;  Bohemia  nothing  ; 
My  wife  is  nothing ;  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings. 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  opinion,  and  betimes  ; 
For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 

Leon.  Say,  it  be ;  'tis  true. 

Cam.  No,  no,  my  lord, 

Leon.  It  is  ;  you  lie,  you  lie : 
I  fay,  thou  lieft,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lout,  a  mindlefs  flavc ; 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  temporifer,  that 
Canft  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil^ 
Inclining  to  them  both :  Were  my  wife's  liver 
Infeded  as  her  life,  fhe  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glafs. 

Cam.  Who  does  infedl  her  ? 

Leon.  Why  he,  that  wears  her  like  her  medal,  hanging 
About  his  neck,  Bohemia  :  Who, — if  I 
Had  fervants  true  about  me  ;  that  bare  eyes 
To  fee  alike  mine  honour  as  their  profits. 
Their  own  particular  thrifts, — they  would  do  that 
Which  (hould  undo  more  doing  :  Ay,  and  thou. 
His  cup-bearer, — ^whom  I,  from  meaner  form 
Have  bench'd,  and  rear'd  to  worfhip ;  who  may'ft  fee 
Plainly,  as  heaven  fees  earth,  and  earth  fec^  heaven, 
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And  with  your  queen :  I  am  bis  cupbearer ; 
If  from  me  be  have  wbolefome  beverage. 
Account  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leon.  This  is  all : 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart ; 
Do't  not,  thou  fpUtfl  thine  own. 

Cam.  rU  do't,  my  lord. 

Leon.  J  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advised  me.  [£rJ/« 

Cam.  O  miferable  lady  !^^*3ut,  for  me. 
What  cafe  (land  I  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poifoner 
Of  good  Polixenes :  and  my  ground  to  do*c 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  mafter ;  one. 
Who,  in  rebellion  with  himfelf,  will  have 
All  that  are  his,  fo  too. — ^To  do  this  deed. 
Promotion  follows :  If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thoufands,  that  had  ftruck  anointed  kings. 
And  flourifti'd  after,  I'd  not  do't :  but  fince 
Nor  brafs,  nor  ftone,.nor  parchment,  bears  not  one, 
Let  villainy  itfelf  forfwear't.    I  muft 
Forfake  the  court :  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.    Happy  flar,  reign  now  I 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes. 

Pol.  This  is  ftrange  !  methinks. 
My  favour  here  begins  to  .warp.     Not  fpeak  ?  ■ 
Good-day,  Camillo, 

Cam.  Hail,  moft  royal  fir !  , 

Pol.  What  is  the  news  i'the  court  ? 
'     Cam.  None  rare,  my  lord. 

Pol.  The  king  hath  on  him  fuch  a  coimtenance. 
As  he  had  loft  fome  province,  and  a  region 
Lov'd  as  he  loves  himfelf:  even  now  1  met  him 
With  cuftomary  compUment  j  when  he, 
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Wafting  his  eyes  to  the  contrary,  and  felling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,  fpeeds  from  me  ;  and 
So  leaves  me,  to  confider  what  is  breeding. 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam.  I  dare  not  know,  my  lord.  [dare  not 

Pol.  How  !  dare  not  ?  do  not.     Do  you  know,  and 
Be  intelligent  to  me  ?  'Tis  thereabouts ; 
For,  to  yourfelf,  what  you  do  know,  you  muft ; 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.     Good  Camillo, 
Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror. 
Which  fhows  me  mine  chang'd  too  :  for  I  mufl  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
Myfelf  thus  alter'd  with  it. 

Cam.  There  is  a  ficknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  diftemper ;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe  ;  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you,  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol.  How  !  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  bafilifk : 
I  have  look'd  on  thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  betta 

By  my  regard,  but  kilPd  none  fo.     Camillo, 

As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman  ;  thereto 

Clerklike,  experienc'd,  which  no  lefs  adorns 

Our  gentry,  than  our  parents'  noble  names. 

In  whofe  fuccefs  we  are  gentle, — I  befeech  you. 

If  you  know  aught  which  does  behove  my  knowledge 

Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon  it  not 

In  ignorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pql.  a  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well ! 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd — Do'ft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  c6njure  thee,  by  all  the  parts  of  man. 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge, — ^whereof  the  leaft 
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Is  not  this  fuit  of  mine, ^that  thou  declare 

What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 
Is  creeping  toward  me  ;  how  far  off,  how  near ; 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be  j 
If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I'll  tell  you ; 
Since  I  am  charged  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable :  Therefore,  mark  my  counfel  j 
Which  muft  be  even  as  fwiftly  foUow'd,  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  yourfelf  and  me 
Cry,  loft,  and  fo  good-night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo, 

Cam.  I  am  appointed  Him  to  murder  you. 

Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo  ? 

Cam.  By  the  king. 

Pol.  For  what  ? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he  fwears. 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inftrument 
To  vice  you  to't, — that  you  have  touch'd  his  queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  O,  then  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  infeded  jelly  ;  and  my  name 
Be  yok'd  with  his,  that  did  betray  the  beft ! 
Turn  then  my  freflieft  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  duUeft  noftril 
Where  1  arrive  ;  and  my  approach  be  ftiuim'd. 
Nay,  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  infedion 
That  e'er  was  heard,  or  read  ! 

Cam.  Swear  his  thought  over 
By  each  particular  ftar  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences,  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  fea  for  to  obey  the  moon. 
As  or,  by  oath,  remove,  or  counfel,  fliake, 
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The  fabrick  of  his  folly ;  whofe  foundation 
Is  pird  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  (landing  of  his  body. 

Pol.  How  (hould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  I  know  not :  but,  I  am  furc,  'tis  (afer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  bom. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honefly,— 
That  lies  enclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawnM,-.^way  to-night. 
Your  followers  I  will  whifper  to  the  bufinefs  j 
And  will,  by  twos,  and  threes,  at  fevcral  poftems^ 
Clear  them  o*  the  city :  For  mjrfelf.  111  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fcrvice,  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.     Be  not  uncertain ; 
For,  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  uttered  truth  :  which  if  you  feek  to  prove,, 
I  dare  not  iland  by ;  nor  (hall  you  be  fafer 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  king's  own  mouthy  thereon 
His  execution  fwom. 

Tot.  I  do  believe  thee : 
I  faw  his  heart  in  his  fiice.     Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  fhall 
Still  neighbour  mine :  My  fhips  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  exped  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago.^— This  jealoufy 
Is  for  a  precious  creature  :  as  (he's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great ;  and,  as  his  pcrfon's  mighty^ 
Muft  it  be  violent ;  and  as  he  does  conceive 
He  is  difhonour'd  by  a  man  which  ever 
Profefs'd  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  muft 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.     Fear  o'eHhadea  me : 
Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 
The  gracious  queen,  part  of  his  theme,  but  nothing 
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Of  his  ill-ta'en  fufpicion  !  Come,  Camillo  j 
I  will  refpeft  thee  as  a  father,  if 
Thou  bear'ft  my  life  off  hence :  Let  us  avoids 
Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authority,  to  command 
The  keys  df  all  the  poftcms  :  Pleafe  your  highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  hour :  come,  fir,  away.         [Exeunt^ 


ACr  11. 

SCENE  I.  tbtfome. 

Enter  Hekmione,  Mamillius,  and  Ladies, 

Her.  Take  the  boy  to  you :  he  fo  troubles  me, 
'Tis  paft  enduring. 

I  Ladt.  Come,  my  gracious  lord. 
Shall  I  be  your  play-f«llow  > 

Mam.  No,  FU  none  of  you. 

1  Lady.  Why,  my  fweet  lord  ? 

Mam.  Vou'Il  kifs  me  hard ;  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  dill. — I  love  you  better. 

2  Lady.  And  why  fo,  my  good  lord  ? 
Mam.  Not  for  becaufe 

Your  brows  are  blacker  ;  yet  black  brows,  they  fay. 
Become  fome  women  beft  ;  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle. 
Or  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

2  Lady.  Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Mam.  I  leam'd  it  out  of  women's  faces. — Pray  now 
What  colour  are  your  eye-brows  ? 

1  Lady.  Blue,  my  lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock  :  I  have  feen  a  lady's  nofc 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows# 

2  Lady.  Hark  ye  : 

The  queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace  t  we  AiaU 
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Prefent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  nfew  prince, 

One  of  thefe  days  ;  and  then  you'd  wanton  with  us^ 

If  we  would  have  you. 

I  La  Dr.  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  bulk :  Gk)od  time  encounter  her  ! 

Her.  What  wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  ?  Come,  fir,  uow 
I  am  for  you  again :  Pray  you,  fit  by  us, 
And  tell 's  a  tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  fad,  (hairt  be  ? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  a  fad  tale's  beft  for  winter  : 
I  have  one  of  fprites  and  goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that,  fir. 
Come  on,  fit  down : — Come  on,  and  do  your  befl; 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprites ;  you're  powerful  at  it* 

Mam.  There  was  a  man, 

Her.  Nay,  come,  fit  down  ;  then  on. 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard  ; — ^I  will  tell  it  foftly; 
Yon  crickets  fliall  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then. 
And  give't  me  in  mine  ear. 

Enter  Leontes^  Antigonus^  Lords^  and  Others* 

Leon.  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train  ?♦  Camillo  with  him? 

I  Lord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them ;  never 
Saw  I  men  fcour  fo  on  their  way  :  I  ey'd  them 
Even  to  their  ftiips. 

Leon.  How  blefs'd  am  I 
In  my  juft  cenfure  ?  in  my  true  opinion  ? — 
Alack,  for  lefler  knowledge  ! — How  accurs'd. 
In  being  fo  bleft ! — There  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink  ;  depart. 
And  yet  partake  no  venom ;  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infedked :  but  if  one  prefent 
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Yhe  abhofr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drank,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  fides. 
With  violent  hefts : — I  have  drank  and  feen  the  fpiden 

Camillo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  pander  : 

There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,  my  crown ; 
All's  true,  that  is  miftrufted : — ^that  falfe  villain. 
Whom  I  employed,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him : 
He  has  difcover'd  my  defign,  and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thing ;  yea,  a  very  trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will : — How  came  the  poftems 
So  eafily  open  ? 

I  Lord.  By  his  great  authority ; 
Which  often  hath  no  lefs  prevailed  than  io^ 
On  your  command. 

Leon.  I  know't  too  well 

Give  me  the  boy  ;  I  am  glad,  you  did  not  nurfe  him': 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  fport  ?  [her ; 

Leon.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  (hall  not  come  about 
Away  with  him  : — and  let  her  fport  herfelf 
With  that  Ihe's  big  with  ;  for  'tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  I'd  fay,  he  had  not. 
And,  I'll  be  fwom,  you  would  believe  my  faying, 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  the  nayward, 

Leon.  You,  my  lords^ 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  i2c^yjhe  is  a  goodly  lady,  and 
The  juftice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
'7//  pity^Jh^s  not  bone^^  honourable : 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form, 
(Which,  on  my  faith,  deferves  high  fpeech,)  aad  ftraight 

Voi.II.  Hh 
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The  ftirug,  the  hum,  or  ha  ;  thefe  petty  brincb, 
That  calumn;^  doth  ufe  : — O,  I  am  out, 
That  mercy  does  ;  for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  itfelf : — thefe  fhrtigs,  thefe  hums,  i&d  hA\ 
When  you  have  faid,  (he's  goodly,  come  b^tWeeb, 
Ere  you  can  fay  lhe*s  honeft :  But  it  be  khdwn. 
From  him  that  has  moll  caufe  to  grieve  it  fbotikl  be. 
She's  an  adultrefs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo, 
The  moil  replenifh'd  villain  in  the  world, 
He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  you,  my  lord. 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leon.  You  have  miftook,  my  lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes  :  O  thou  thing, 
Which  rU  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place. 
Left  barbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent, 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees. 
And  mannerly  diftinguifhment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar  ! — I  have  faid. 
She's  an  adultrefs  ;  I  have  faid,  with  whom  : 
More,  (he's  a  traitor ;  and  Camillo  is 
A  federary  with  her ;  and  one  that  knows 
What  (he  fhould  (hame  to  kncTw  herfelf, 
But  with  her  moft  vile  principal,  that  flie*s 
A  bed-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 
That  vulgars  give  bold  titles ;  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  efcape. 

Her.  No,  by  my  life, 
Pri\y  to. none  of  this :   How  will  this  grieve  you. 
When  you  fhall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that 
You  thus  have  publifh'd  me  ?  Gentle,  my  lord. 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 
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Leon.  No,  no ;  if  I  miftake 
In  thofe  foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchoolboy's  top. — Away  with  her  to  prifon : 
He,  who  (hall  fpeak  for  her,  is  afar  oflf  guilty. 
But  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her.  There's  fome  ill  planet  reigns: 
I  muft  be  patient,  till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  afped  more  favourable. — Good  my  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  fex 
Commonly  are  ;  the  want  of  which  vain  dew, 
Perchance,  fhall  dry  your  pities  :  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodged  here,  which  bums 
Worfe  than  tears  drown  :  Befeech  you  all,  my  lords, 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  bell  inftrud  you,  meafure  me ; — and  fo 
The  king's  will  be  performed  ! 

Leon.  Shall  I  be  heard  ?  [^o  the  guards. 

Her.  Who  is't,  that   goes  with  me  ? — 'befeech  your 
My  women  may  be  with  me  ;  for,  you  fee,      [highnefs. 
My  plight  requires  it.     Do  not  weep,  good  fools  ; 
There  is  no  caufe  :  when  you  fhall  know,  your  miftrefs 
Has  defer v'd  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears. 
As  I  come  out ;  this  adtion,  I  now  go  on, 

Is  for  my  better  grace Adieu,  my  lord : 

I  never  wifh'd  to  fee  you  forry  ;  now, 

I  truft,  I  fhall My  women,  come ;  you  have  leave. 

Leon.  Go,  do  our  bidding ;  hence. 

[Exeunt  ^ebn  and  Ladies. 

I  Lord.  'Befeech  your  highnefs,  call  the  queen  again 

jInt.  Be  certain  what  you  do,  fir  ;  left  your  juflice 
Prove  violence ;  in  the  which  three  great  one?  fuffer^ 
Yourfelf,  your  queen,  your  fon. 

H  h  ij 
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I  Lord.  For  her,  my  lord, — 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  fir, 
Pleafe  you  to  accept  it,  that  the  queen  is  fpotlefs 
I'the  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  ;  I  mean, 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her. 

Ant.  If  it  prove 
She's  otherwife,  I'll  keep  my  ftables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife  ;  V\\  go  in  couples  with  her  ; 
Than  when  I  feel,  and  fee  her,  no  further  trull  her  ; 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world. 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  flefh,  is  falfe, 
If  (he  be. 

Leon.  Hold  your  peaces. 

I  Lord.  Good  my  lord,— - 

Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  hot  for  ourfelves : 
You  are  abus'd,  and  by  fome  putter-on, 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't ;  'would  I  knew  the  villain, 
I  would  land-damn  him  :  Be  Ihe  honour-flawed,— 
I  have  three  daughters  ;  the  eldeft  is  eleven  ; 
The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  fome  five  ; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't :  by  mine  honour , 
rU  geld  them  all ;  fourteen  they  (hall  not  fee,  fi 

To  bring  falfe  generations :  they  are  co-heirs  ; 
And  I  had  rather  glib  myfelf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  iflue. 

Leon.  Ceafe  j  no  more. 
You  fmell  this  bufinefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe :  I  fee't,  and  feel't. 
As  you  feel  doing  thus  ;  and  fee  withal 
The  inftruments  that  feel. 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo. 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefl:y  ; 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fweeten 
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Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leon.  What !  lack  I  credit  ? 

I  Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack,  than  T,  my  lord. 
Upon  this  ground  :  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  true,  than  your  fufpicion ; 
Be  blam'd  for't  how  you  might. 

Leon.  Why,  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  of  this  ?    but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  inftigation  ?    Our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels ;  but  our  natural  goodtiefs 

Imparts  this  :  which, if  you  (or  ftupified. 

Or  feeming  fo  in  fkill,)  cannot,  or  will  not, 
Relifh  as  truth,  like  us ;  inform  yourfelves. 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice  :  the  matter. 
The  lofs,  the  gain,  the  ordering  on't,  is  all 
Properly  ours. 

j^NT.  And  I  wifli,  my  liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgement  tried  it, 
Without  more  overture. 

Leon.  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  mod  ignorant  by  age. 
Or  thou  wert  bom  a  fool.     Camillo's  flight, 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 
(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  conje£hire. 
That  lack'd  fight  only,  nought  for  approbation. 
But  only  feeing,  all  other  circumftances. 
Made  up  to  the  deed,)  doth  pufh  on  this  proceeding : 
Yet,  for  a  greater  confirmation, 
(For,  in  an  ad  of  this  importance,  'twere 
Mofl  piteous^  to  be  wild,)  I  have  defpatch'd  in  pofl. 
To  facred  Delphos,  to  Apollo's,  temple, 
Cleomenes  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 
Of  flufTd  fufiiciency :  Now,  from  the  oracle 

Hhuj 
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Tliey  will  bring  all ;  whofe  fpiritual  counfel  had. 
Shall  flop,  or  fpur  me.     Have  I  done  well  ? 

I  Lord.  Well  done,  my  lord. 

Leon.  Though  1  am  fatisfied,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know,  yet  fhall  the  oracle 
Give  reft  to  the  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  the  truth  :  So  have  we  thought  it  good. 
From  our  free  perfon  (he  Ihould  be  confined ; 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence, 
Ue  left  her  to  perform.     Come,  follow  us ; 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick  :  for  this  bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

^NT.  [^J{de.li  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it. 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [Exantt. 

SCENE  IL    I'befatne.    T^be  outer  Room  of  a  Prifon. 

Enter  Pauuna  and  Attendants. 
Paul.  The  keeper  of  the  prifon, — call  to  him  ; 

[£riV  an  Attendant. 
Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am. — Good  lady ! 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee. 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  ? — Now,  good  fir. 

Re-enter  Attendant,  with  the  Ksepbr^ 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ?  * 

Keep.  For  a  worthy  lady. 
And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

Paul.  Pray  you  then, 
Condud  me  to  the  queen. 

Keep.  I  may  not,  madam ;  to  the  contrary 
I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

Paul.  Here's  ado, 
To  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
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The  accefs  of  gmtle  vifitors  !-. ^Is  it  lawful. 

Pray  you,  to  fee  b^r  wpmeu  ?  uny  of  them  ? 
Emilia  ? 

Keep.  So  pleafe  yonj,  madam,  to  put 
Apart  thefe  your  attendants,  I  (hall  bring 
Emilia  forth. 

Paul.  I  pray  you  now,  call  her. 
Withdraw  yourfelves.  l^jfeimf  Attend. 

Keep.  And,  madam, 
I  muft  be  prefent  at  your  coiwferencie,     '> 

Paul.  Well,  be  it  fo,  pr'ydiee.  Ifixit  Keeper. 

Here's  fuch  ado  to  make  ilo  ftain  a  ftain, 
As  pafles  colouring. 

Re-enter  Keeper^  with  Emilia^ 
Dear  gentlewoman,  how  fares  our  gra<:ious  la4y  ? 

Emil.  As  well  as  one  fo  great,  and  fp  forlorn. 
May  hold  together :  On  her  frights,  *ad  griefs, 
(Which  never  tender  lady  hath  borne  gre«tier,) 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  time,  delivered. 

Paul.  A  boy  ? 

Emil.  A  daughter ;  and  a  goodly  jbabe, 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live :  the  queen  receivies 
Much  comfort  in't :  fays,  My  poor  prifonfir^ 
I  am  innocent  as  you. 

Paul.  I  dare  be  fwom  :- — -- 
Thefe  dangerous  unlkfe  lunes  o'thc  king  \  heflifew  them ! 
He  mull  be  told  on't,  and  he  fliall :  tfee  office 
Becomes  a  woman  beft ;  Fll  take't  upo^  me : 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth'd,  let  my  to»gi*e  blifter ; 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more  : — ^Pray  you,  E«aili*, 
Commend  my  beft  obedience  to  the  ijueen ; 
If  (he  dares  truft  nue  with  her  little  babe, 

H  h  iiij 
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I'll  fhow't  the  king,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th*  loudeft  :  We  do  not  know 
How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'  the  child; 
The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades,  when  (peaking  fails- 

Emil.  Moft  worthy  madam, 
Your  honour,  and  your  goodnefs,  is  fo  evident. 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  ifliie ;  there  is  no  lady  living, 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand  :  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip 
To  vifit.the  next  room.  Til  prefently 
Acquaint  the  queen  of  your  moft  noble  oflfer  ; 
Who,  but  to-day,  hammer'd  of  this  defign ; 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour. 
Left  ftie  fhould  be  denied, 

Paul.  Tell  her,  Emilia, 
I'll  ufe  that  tongue  I  have  :  if  wit  flow  from  it. 
As  boldnefs  from  my  bofom,  let  it  not  be  doubted 
I  fhall  do  good. 

Emil.  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it ! 
I'll  to  the  queen  :  Pleafe  you,  come  fomething  nearer. 

Keep.  Madam,  iPt  pleafe  the  queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  J  ftiall  incur,  tp  pafs  it, 
Having  no  warrant. 

Paul.  You  need  not  fear  it,  fir : 
The  child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb ;  and  is. 
By  law  and  procefs  of  great  nature,  thence 
Freed  and  enfranchised :  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  king  ;  nor  guilty  of, 
If  any  be,  the  trefpafs  of  the  queen. 

Keep.  I  do  believe  it. 

Paul.  Do  not  you  fear  :  upon 
Mine  honour,  I  will  ftund  'iwixt  you  and  danger,    \^Exeuttt. 
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SCENE  III.    The  fame.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Leontes^  AntjgonvSj  Lords^  and  other 
Attendants. 

Leon.  Nor  night,  nor  day,  no  reft :  It  is  but  we^knefs 
To  bear  the  matter  thus  ;  mere  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being  ; — ^part  o'the  caufe. 
She,  the  adultrefs  ; — ^for  the  harlot  king 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm,  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain,  plot-proof:  but  fhe 
I  can  hook  to  me  :  Say,  that  fhe  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  come  to  me  again. — —Who's  there  ? 

I  Atten.  My  lord  ?  [advancing. 

Leon.  How  does  the  boy  ? 

I  Atten.  He  took  good  reft  to-night  j 
Tis  hop'd,  his  ficknefs  is  difcharg'd. 

Leon.  To  fee. 
His  noblenefs  ! 

Conceiving  the  diflionour  of  his  mother. 
He  ftraight  declined,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply ; 
Faften'd  and  fix'd  the  fliame  on't  in  himfetf ; 
Threw  oflf  his  fpirit,  his  appetite,  his  fleep. 
And  down-right  languifli'd.— Leave  me  folely :  go. 
See  how  he  fares.  [Exit  Attend.^ — Fie,  fie  !  no  thought 

of  him ; — 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoil  upon  me  :  in  himfelf  too  mighty ; 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance, — Let  him  be. 
Until  a  time  may  ferve  :  for  prefent  vengeance. 
Take  it  on  her.     Camillo  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  at  me  ;  make  their  paftime  at  my  forrow  : 
They  fhould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them ;  nor 
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Shall  fhe,  within  my  power. 

Enter  Pauuna,  with  a  Child. 

1  Lord.  You  muft  not  enter. 

Paul.  Nay y  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  fecond  to  mc: 
fear  you  his  tyrannous  pafSon  more,  alas. 
Than  the  queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  foul ; 
More  free,  than  he  is  jealous, 

j^NT.  That's  enough.  [mafukd 

I  Atten.  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept  to-ni^t ;  coifr 
None  fhould  come  at  hiro. 

Pavl.  Not  fo  hot,  good  fir ; 
I  come  to  bring  him  flecp.     'Tis  fuch  as  you,--^ 
That  creep  like  fhadows  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings, — ^fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking  :  I 
Do  come  with  words  as  med'cinal  as  true ; 
Honeft,  as  either  ;  to  purge  him  of  that  bumour» 
That  prefles  him  from  fleep. 

Leon.  What  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Paul.  No  noife,  my  lord;  but  needful  conCerence^ 
About  fome  goffips  for  your  highnefs. 

Leon.  How  ? 

Away  with  that  audacious  lady  :  Antigonus, 

I  charg'd  thee,  that  (he  flwuld  not  come  about  me  i 

I  knew,  (he  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  fo,  my  lord. 
On  your  difpleafure's  peril,  and  on  mine. 
She  fhould  not  vifit  you. 

Leon.  What,  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

Paul.  From  all  diihonefty,  he  can  :  in  this, 
(Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done. 
Commit  me,  for  committing  h<Miour,)  truft  it. 
He  jlhall  not  rule  me. 


ylNT.  Lo  you 'now ;  you  hear  ! 
When  fhe  will  tak^  the  rein,  I  let  her  run  ; 
But  fhe'll  not  ftumble. 

Paul.  Good  my  liege,  I  come,-— 
And,  I  befeech  you,  hear  roe,  who  profefs 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  ^hyiicran, 
Yerur  moll  obedient  counfellor ;  yet  that  darc 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils. 
Than  fuch  as  moft  feem  yours  : — I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  queen. 

Leon.  Good  queen !  [queen ; 

Paul.  Good  queen,  my  lord,  good  queen:  I  fay,  good 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  fo  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you. 

Leon.  Force  her  hence- 

Paul.  Let  him,  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes, 
Firft  hand  me  :  on  mine  own  accord,  I'll  oflF; 
But,  firft,  ril  do  my  errand — The  good  queen. 
For  fhe  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter ; 
Here  'tis  ;  commends  it  to  your  blefling. 

\_Layii^  down  the  child. 

Leon.  Out ! 
A  mankind  witch  !  Hence  with  her,  out  o'door : 
A  moft  intelligencing  bawd ! 

Paul.  Not  fo  ; 
I  am  as  ignorant  of  that,  as  you 
In  fo  entitling  me :  and  no  lefs  honeft 
Than  you  are  nud ;  which  is  enough,  FU  warrant. 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pais  for  honeft. 

Leon.  Traitors ! 
Will  you  not  pufli  her  out  ?  Give  her  the  baftard  :-^ 
Thou,  dotard,  [To  AntiocnusJ]  thou  art  woman-tir'd, 
unroofted 
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By  thy  dame  Partlet  here, — ^take  up  the  baflard ; 
Take't  up,  I  fay ;  give't  to  thy  crone^ 

Paul.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Tak'ft  up  the  princefs,  by  that  forced  bafenefs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't ! 

Leon.  He  dreads  his  wife. 

Paul.  So,  I  would,  you  did;  then,  'twere  paft  all  doubt, 
You'd  call  your  children  yours. 

Leon,  a  neft  of  traitors ! 

ji^NT.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 

Paul.  Nor  I ;  nor  any. 
But  one,  that's  here  ;  and  that's  himfelf :  for  he 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf,  his  queen's. 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  (harper  than  the  fword's  ;  and  will  not 
(For,  as  the  cafe  now  (lands,  it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  be  compell'd  to't,)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten, 
As  ever  oak,  or  (lone,  was  found. 

Leon.  A  callat, 
Of  boundlefs  tongue  ;  who  late  hath  beat  her  hufband^ 
And  now  baits  me  ! — That  brat  is  none  of  mine ; 
It  is  the  i(rue  of  Polixenes  : 
Hence  with  it  j  and,  together  with  the  dam. 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Paul.  It  is  yours ; 
And,  might  we  lay  the  old  proverb  to  your  charge^ 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  woife. — Behold,  my  lords. 
Although  tlie  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father :  eye,  nofe,  lip. 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his  forehead ;  nay,  the  valley, 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek  j  his  fmiles; 
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The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger : — 

And,  thou,  good  goddefs  nature,  which  haft  made  it 

So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 

The  ordering  of  the  mind  too  j  'mongft  all  colours 

No  yellow  in't ;  left  ftie  fufpecSl,  as  he  does, 

Her  children  not  her  hufl)and's ! 

Leon.  A  grofs  hag ! — 
And,  lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd, 
That  wilt  not  ftay  her  tongue. 

jiNT.  Hang  all  the  huft)ands. 
That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourfelf 
Hardly  one  fubjed. 

Leon.  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

Paul.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leon.  Til  have  thee  burn'd.  ^ 

Paul.  I  care  not : 
It  is  an  heretick,  that  makes  the  fire. 
Not  fhe,  which  bums  in't.     Pll  not  call  you  tyrant ; 
But  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy,)  fome thing  favours 
Of  tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you, 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  world. 

Leon.  On  your  allegiance. 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.     Were  I  a  tyrant, 
Where  were  her  life }  fhe  durft  not  call  me  fo. 
If  flie  did  know  me  one.     Away  with  her. 

Paul.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me  ;  I'll  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord ;  'tis  yours  :  Jove  fend  her 

A  better  guiding  fpirit ! — What  need  thefe  hands  ^ 

You,  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  his  follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 


494  fTlNTER^S   TALE. 

So,  fo  : — Farewell ;  we  are  gone.  [-Briif. 

Leon.  Thou,  traitor,  haft  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this.-^ 
My  child  ?  away  with't!— even  thou,  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence, 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire ; 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.    Take  it  up  ftraight : 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  'tis  done, 
(And  by  good  teftiYnony,)  or  Y\\  feize  thy  life. 
With  what  thou  elfe  calPft  thine  :  If  thou  refufe. 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo ; 
The  baftard  brains  with  thcfe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dafli  out.     Go,  take  it  to  the  fire  j 
For  thou  fett'ft  on  thy  wife. 

Ant.  I  did  not,  fir  : 
Thefe  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe, 
Can^clear  me  in't. 

I  Lord.  We  can  ;  my  royal  liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 
LeoN.  You  are  Uars  all. 

I  Lord.  'Befeech  your  highncfs,  give  us  better  credit: 
We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you  ;  and  befeech 
So  to  efteem  of  us  :  And  on  out  knees  we  beg, 
(As  recompence  of  our  dear  fervices, 
Paft,  and  to  come,)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe ; 
Which,  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  ifTue  :  We  all  kneel. 

Leon.  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows  :— 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  flither  ?  Better  bum  it  now, 
Tliali  curfe  it  then.     But,  be  it ;  let  it  live  : 
It  (hall  not  neither.     You,  fir,  come  you  hither } 

\Xo  ANrtQoS'tis. 
You,  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 


With  lady  Margery,  yoUt  tnidvrife,  there^ 

To  fave  this  baltard^s  life:— for  'tis  a  baftard, 

So  fure  as  this  beard's  grey, — ^what  will  you  advenXtire 

To  fave  this  brat's  life  ? 

jInt.  Any  thiligj  my  lord. 
That  my  ability  may  Undergd, 
And  noblenefs  impofe  :  at  lead,  thus  much ; 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left, 
To  fave  the  innocent :  any  thing  poflible. 

Leon.  It  fhall  be  poflible  :  Swear  by  this  fword. 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

j4nt.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Leon.  Mark,  and  perform  it;  (feeft  thou  ?)  for  thcfiiil 
Of  any  point  in't  fhall  Hot  only  be 
Death  to  thyfelf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongued  wife  ; 
Whom,  for  this  time,  We  pardon^     We  enjoin  thee. 
As  thou  art  liegeman  to  i>s,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  baftard  hence ;  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  fome  remote  and  defert  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  dominions  ;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it, 
Without  more  mercy,  to  its  own  protetSion, 
And  favour  of  the  climate.     As  by  ftrange  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  juftice  charge  thee, — 
On  thy  foul's  peril,  and  thy  body's  torture,— 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place. 
Where  chance  may  nurfe,  or  end  it :  Take  it  up. 

u^NT.  I  fwear  to  do  this ;  though  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.---Come  on,  poor  babe  : 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inftrudt  the  kites  and  ravens. 
To  be  thy  nurfes  !  Wolves,  and  bears,  they  fay. 
Carting  their  favagenefs  afide,  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.— ^Sir,  be  profperous 
In  more  than  this  deed  does  require  !  and  blefling, 
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Againft  this  cruelty,  fight  on  thy  fide. 

Poor  thing,  condemned  to  lofs  !         [£xiV,  with  the  cbUd. 

Leon.  No,  PU  not  rear 
Another's  ifliie. 

I  Attend.  Pleafe  your  highnefs,  pofts 
From  thofe  you  fent  to  the  oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  fince :  Cleomenes  and  Dion, 
Being  well  arrived  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 
Hafting  to  the  court. 

I  Lord.  So  pleafe  you^  fir^  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  account* 

Leon.  Twenty-three  days 
They  have  been  abfent :  'Tis  good  fpeed  ;  foretels. 
The  great  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.     Prepare,  you  lords  ; 
Summon  a  feflion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  moft  difloyal  lady :  for,  as  fhe  hath 
Been  publickly  accused,  fo  fhall  fhe  have 
A  juft  and  open  trial.     While  fhe  lives. 
My  heart  will  be  a  burden  to  me.     Leave  me  ; 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  [Exeunt. 


ACt  in. 

SCENE  I.    T'be  fame.    A  Street  in  fome  Town. 
Enter  Cleomenes  and  Dion. 

Cleo.  The  climate's  delicate  ;  the  air  mofl  fweet ; 
Fertile  the  ifle  ;  the  temple  much  furpaffing 
The  common  praife  it  bears. 

Dion.  I  fhall  report, 
For  mofl  it  caught  me,  the  celeflial  habits, 
(Methinks,  I  fo  fhould  term  them,)  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.     O,  the  facrifice ! 
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How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly 
It  was  i'the  offering  ! 

Cleo.  But,  of  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear-deafening  voice  o'the  oracle, 
Kin  to  Jove's  thunder,  fo  furpris'd  my  fenfe, 
That  I  was  nothing. 

DioH.  If  the  event  o*the  journey 
Prove  as  fuccefsful  to  the  queen, — ^O,  be^t  fo  !« 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant^  fpeedy. 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't. 

Cleo.  Great  Apollo, 
Turn  all  to  the  bed !  Thefe  proclamations, 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hcrmione,  ; 

I  little  like* 

Dion.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end,  the  bufinefs :  When  the  oracle, 
(Thus  by  Apollo's  great  divine  feaPd  up,) 
Shall  the  contents  difcover,  fomething  rare. 
Even  then  will  rufti  to  knowledge.-— <io,—irefh  horfesj— 
And  gracious  be  the  iflue  !  [Exeunt. 

'•■  ■  ■  ■        .....>..  ■■■-■    — .-. — ■ — .  .   I  .>  . 

SCENE  II.    The  fame.    A  Court  of  Ju/iice. 
Leontes,  Lords^  and  Officers^  appear  property /eated^ 

Leon.  This  feflions  (to  our  great  grief,  we  pronounce,) 
Even  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart :  The  party  tried. 
The  daughter  of  a  king  ;  our  wife ;  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd. — Let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  juftice ;  which  fhall  have  due  courfe, 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. — i— 
Produce  the  prifoner. 

Offi.  It  is  his  highnefs'  pleafure,  that  the  queen 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  court. — Silence  ! 

Vol.  IL  '  I  i 


498  JV INTERNS   TALE. 

Hermione  is  brought  in,  guarded;  Paulina  and  Ladies^ 

attending. 
Leon.  Read  the  indidment. 

Offi,  Hermione,  queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  king  t^ 
Sicilia,  thou  art  here  accufedand  arraigned  of  high  treafon^  in 
committing  adultery  with  Polixenes,  king  ^Bohemia  ;  and 
confpiring  with  Camillo  to  take  aVbay  the  life  of  our  fiyuereign 
lord  the  king^  thy  royal  hujhand:  the  pretence  whereof  being 
by  circum/lances  partly  laid  open,  thou,  Hermione,  contrary 
to  the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a  true  fubjeB,  did/l  counfel  and 
did  them,  for  their  better  fafety,  to  fly  away  by  night. 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 
Which  contradidls  my  accufation  ;  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  part,  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  myfelf ;  it  fhall  fcarce  boot  mc 
To  fay.  Not  guilty :  mine  integrity. 
Being  counted  falfehood,  fhall,  as  I  exprefs  it. 
Be  fo  received.     But  thus, — ^If  powers  divine 
Behold  our  human  adions,  (as  they  do,) 
I  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  fhall  make 
Falfe  accufation  blufh,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patience. — You,  my  lord,  befl  know, 
(Who  leafl  will  feem  to  do  fo,)  my  pafl  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafle,  as  true, 
As  I  am  now  unhappy  ;  w  hich  is  more 
Than  hiflory  can  pattern,  though  devis'd. 
And  play'd,  to  take  fpedators  :  For  behold  me,— 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  king's  daughter. 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  prince, — here  flanding, 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life,  and  honour,  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.     For  life,  I  prize  it 
As  I  weigh  grief,  which  I  would  fpare  :  for  honour, 
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*Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 

And  only  that  I  ftand  for.     I  appeal 

To  your  own  confcience,  fir,  before  Polixenes 

Came  to  your  court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace, 

How  merited  to  be  fo  ;  fince  he  came, 

With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I 

Have  ftrain'd,  to  appear  thus  :   if  one  jot  beyond 

The  bound  of  honour ;  or,  in  ad,  or  will, 

That  way  inclining  ;  hardened  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'ft  of  kin 

Cry,  Fie  upon  my  grave  ! 

Leon.  I  ne'er  heard  yet. 
That  any  of  thefe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gainfay  what  they  did, 
Than  to  perform  it  firft. 

Her.  That's  true  enough  ; 
Though  'tis  a  faying,  fir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leon.  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her.  More  than  miftrefs  of, 
Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  not 
At  all  acknowledge.  .  For  Polixenes, 
(With  whom  1  am  accus'd,)  I  do  confefs, 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  requir'd ; 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 
A  lady  like  me ;  with  a  love,  even  fuch. 
So,  and  no  other,  as  yourfelf  commanded : 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think,  had  been  in  me 
Both  difobedience  and  ingratitude. 
To  you,  and  toward  your  friend ;  whofe  love  had  fpoke. 
Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely, 
That  it  was  yours.    Now,  for  confpiracy, 
I  know  not  how  it  tafl:es  ;  though  it  be  difh'd 
For  me  to  try  how  :  all  I  know  of  it, 

IllJ 
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Is,  that  Camillo  was  an  honeft  man  ; 

And,  why  he  left  your  court,  the  gods  themfelves. 

Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant. 

Leon.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  undertaken  to  do  in  his  abfence. 

Her.  Sir, 
You  fpeak  a  language  that  I  underftand  not : 
My  life  (lands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams. 
Which  rU  lay  down. 

Leon.  Your  adlions  are  my  dreams ; 
You  had  a  baftard  by  Polixenes, 
And  I  but  dream'd  it : — As  you  were  paft  all  flmme^ 
(Thofe  of  your  fadt  are  fo,)  fo  paft  all  truth  : 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails  : 
For  as 

Thy  brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  itfelf. 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is,  indeed, 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  it,)  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  juftice ;  in  whofe  eafieft  paflage^ 
Look  for  'no  lefs  than  death* 

HEk.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats  ; 
The  bug,  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feck* 
'  To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity  : 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  favour^ 
I  do  give  loft ;  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 
But  know  not  how  it  went ;  My  fecond  joy, 
And  firft  fruits  ofmiy  body,  from  his  prefence 
I  am  barr'd,  like  one  infedious  :  My  third  comfort^ 
Starred  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  breaft 
The  innocent  milk  in  its  moft  innocent  mouth. 
Haled  out  to  murder  :  Myfelf  on  every  poft 
Proclaimed  a  ftrumpet ;  With  immodeft  hatred^ 
The  child-bed  privilege  denied,  which  'longs 
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To  women  of  all  fafliion  ; — Laftly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i'the  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limit.    Now,. my  liege, 
Tell  me  what  bleffings  I  have  here  alive, 
That  I  fhould  fear  to  die  ?  Therefore,  proceed. 

But  yet  hear  this ;  miftake  jne  not ; No  !  life, 

I  prize  it  not  a  ftraw  : — but  for  mine  honour, 
(Which  I  would  free,)  if  I  fliall  be  condemned 
Upon  furmifes  ;  all  proofs  fleeping  elfe. 
But  what  your  jealoufies  awake  ;  I  tell  you, 
'Tis  rigour,  and  not  law — Your  honours  all, 
.1  do  refer  me  to  the  oracle ; 
Apollo  be  my  judge. 

I  Lord.  This  your  requeft 
Is  altogether  juft :  therefore,  bring  forth. 
And  in  Apollo's  name,  his  oracle. 

[Exeunt  certain  Officers. 

Her.  The  emperor  of  Ruffia  was  my  father: 
O,  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  trial !  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  j  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge  ! 

Re-enter  Officers^  with  Cleomenes  and  Dion. 

Offi.  You  here  fliall  fwear  upon  this  fword  of  juftice. 
That  you,  Cleomenes  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos ;  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feal'd-up  oragle,  by  the  hand  delivered 
Of  great  Apollo's  prieft  ;  and  that,  fince  then. 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  feal, 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leon.  Break  up  the  feals,  and  read* 

Qffi.  Ireadr.}  Hermiope  is  cbqfte^  Polixenes  bkmelefi^ 

Y  •  •  •• 
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Camillo  a  truefubjeSy  Leontes  a  jealous  tyrant^  bis  inwh 
cent  babe  truly  begotten;  and  the  king  Jball  live  without  an 
heir,  if  that ,  which  is  Iqfiy  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  bleffed  be  the  great  Apollo  ! 

Her.  Praifed ! 

Leon.  Haft  thou  read  truth  ? 

Off  I.  Ay,  my  lord  ;  even  fo 
As  it  is  here  fet  down. 

Leon.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'the  oracle : 
The  feffions  (hall  proceed ;  this  is  mere  falfehood. 
Enter  a  Serfant,  hajlily. 

Ser.  My  lord  the  king,  the  king ! 

Leon.  What  is  the  bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  fir,  I  (hall  be  hated  to  report  it : 
The  prince  your  fon,  with  mere  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 

Leon.  How  !  gone  ? 

Ser.  Is  dead. 

Leon.  Apollo's  angry  ;  and  the  heavens  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice.  [He rmione  faints.']  How  now 
there  ? 

Paul.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  queen  :-^Look  down, 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leon.  Take  her  hence  : 
Her  heart  is  but  o'ercharg'd  ;  fhe  will  recover. — 
I  have  too  much  beUev'd  mine  own  fufpicion  : — 
'Befeech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life. — Apollo,  pardon 

[Exeunt  Paulina  and  ladies^  with  Hbrmione^ 
My  great  profanenefs  'gainft  thine  oracle  !— 
I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes ; 
New  woo  my  queen ;  recall  the  good  Camillo  ; 
Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy ; 
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For,  being  tranfported  by  my  jealoufies 

To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chofe 

Camillo  for  the  minifter,  to  poifon 

My  friend  Polixenes  :  which  had  been  done. 

But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied 

My  fwift  command,  though  I  with  death,  and  with 

Reward,  did  threaten  and  encourage  him. 

Not  doing  it,  and  being  done  :  he,  moil  humane. 

And  fiird  with  honour,  to  my  kingly  gueft 

Unclafp'd  my  pradice  ;  quit  his  fortunes  here, 

Wliich  you  knew  great ;  and  to  the  certain  hazard 

Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended. 

No  richer  than  his  honour : — How  he  gliders 

Thorough  my  ruft  !  and  how  his*  piety 

Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ! 

Re-enter  Paulina, 

Paul.  Woe  the  while  ! 
O,  cut  my  lace  ;  left  my  heart,  cracking  it. 
Break  too  ! 

I  Lord.  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 

Paul.  What  ftudied  torments,  tyrant,  haft  for  me  ? 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires  ?  What  flaying  ?  boiling, 
In  leads,  or  oils  ?  what  old,  or  newer  torture 
Muft  I  receive  ;  whofe  every  word  deferves 
To  tafte  of ,  thy  moft  worft  ?  Thy  tyranny  • 

Together  working  with  thy  jealoufies, — 
Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine  ! — ^O,  think,  what  they  have  done, 
And  then  run  mad,  indeed  ;  ftark  mad !  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 
That  thou  betray'dft  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing ; 
That  did  but  ftiow  thee,  of  a  fool,  inconftant. 

And  damnable  ungrateful :  nor  was't  much, 

I*  •  •  •• 
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Tliou  woiild'ft  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo's  honour^ 

To  have  him  kill  a  ki  g ;  poor  trefpailes. 

More  monflrous  ftanding  by  :  whereof  I  reckon 

The  cafling  forth  to  crows  thy  baby  daughter. 

To  be  or  none,  or  little  ;  though  a  devil 

Would  have  flied  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't : 

Nor  is't  diredly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 

Of  the  young  prince  ;  whofe  honourable  thoughts 

(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender,)  cleft  the  heafX 

That  could  conceive,  a  grofs  and  foolifh  fire 

Blemifti'd  his  gracious  dam  :  this  is  not,  no. 

Laid  to  thy  anfwer :  But  the  laft, — O,  lords, 

When  I  have  faid,  cry,  woe  ! — the  queen,  the  queen. 

The  fweeteft,  cjcareft,  creature's  dead ;  and  vengeance 

Not  dropped  down  yet.  [for't 

I  Lord.  The  higher  powers  forbid ! 

Paul.  I  fay,  (he's  dead ;  I'll  fwear't :  if  word,  noroath« 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  :  if  you  can  bring 
Tindlure,  or  luftre,  in  her  lip,  her  eye. 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  I'll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  gods. — But,  O  thou  tyrant  I 
Do  not  repent  thele  things ;  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir :  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  defpair.     A  thoufand  knees 
Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  fisdling. 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  ft  ill  winter 
In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  gods 
To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leon.  Go  on,  go  on  : 
Thou  canft  not  fpeak  too  much  ;  I  have  dcferv'd 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

I  Lord,  bay  no  more ; 
Howe'er  the  bufinefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
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Pthe  boldnefs  of  your  fpeech. 

Paul.  I  am  forry  for't ; 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  (hall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent :  Alas,  I  have  (how'd  too  much 
The  rafhnefs  of  a  woman  :  he  is  touch'd 
To  the  noble  heart. — What's  gone,  and  what's  pad  help, 
Should  be  pad  grief:  Do  not  receive  afflidion 
At  my  petition,  I  befeech  you ;  rather 
Let  me.be  punifti'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  ftiould  forget.     Now,  good  my  liege. 
Sir,  royal  fir,  forgive  a  foolifh  woman : 
The  love  I  bore  your  queen, — lo,  fool  again ! — 
rU  ipeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children ; 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  lord. 
Who  is  loft  too  :  Take  your  patience  to  you. 
And  rU  fay  nothing. 

Leon.  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well. 
When  moft  the  truth  ;  which  1  receive  much,  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.     Pr'ythee,  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  queen,  and  fon  : 
One  grave  (hall  be  for  both  ;  upon  them  (hall 
The  caufes  of  their  death  appear,  unto 
Our  (hame  perpetual :  Once  a  day  I'll  vifit 
The  chapel  where  they  Ue  ;  and  tears,  (bed  there, 
Shall  be  my  recreation :  So  long  as 
Nature  will  bear  up  with  this  exercife. 
So  long  I  da  y  vow  to  ufe  it.     Come, 
And  lead  me  to  thefe  forrows.  [Exeunt. 

'  •         ■      ■ '        I  ■  ■   ■ '■  ■ 

SCENE  III.    Bohemia.    j1  defert  country  near  tbefea. 
Enter  j4ntigonvs^  with  the  Child ;  and  a  Mariner. 
Ant.  Thou  art  perfecS  then,  our  fhip  hath  touched 
The  deferts  of  Bohemia  ?  ^upon 
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Mar.  Ay,  my  lord ;  and  fear 
We  have  landed  in  ill  time  :  the  (kies  look  grimly^ 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.     In  my  confcience. 
The  heavens  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry. 
And  frown  upon  us. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wills  be  done  ! — Go,  get  aboard  j 
Look  to  thy  bark ;  TU  not  be  long,  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  beft  hafte;  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'the  land  ;  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather  ; 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  c'reatures 
Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. 

ANr.  Go  thou  away ; 
I'll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'the  bufinefs.  \Exit. 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe  : 

I  have  heard,  (but  not  believ'd,)  the  fpirits  of  the  dead 

May  walk  again  :  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 

Appeared  to  me  laft  night ;  for  ne'er  was  dream 

So  like  a  waking.     To  me  comes  a  creature. 

Sometimes  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  another ; 

I  never  faw  a  veflel  of  like  forrow. 

So  fill'd,  and  fo  becoming :  in  pure  white  robes. 

Like  very  fandlity,  (he  did  approach 

My  cabin  where  I  lay  ;  thrice  bow'd  before  me  ; 

And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 

Became  two  fpouts  :  the  fury  fpent,  anon 

Did  thus  break  from  her :  Good  Antigonus, 

Since  fate^  againjl  tby  better  difpqfition^ 

Hath  made  thy  per/on  for  the  throw er-out 

Of  my  poor  bahe^  according  to  thine  oatb^^^ 

Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 
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There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying  ;  and,  for  the  babe 

Is  counted  lojlfor  ever,  Perdita, 

/  pr^ytbee,  calVt :  for  tbis  ungentle  bujinefs. 

Put  on  tbee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  Jljalt  fee 

Tby  wife  Paulina,  more : — and  fo,  with  fhrieks. 

She  melted  into  air.     Affrighted  much, 

I  did  in  time  colled  myfelf ;  and  thought 

This  was  fo,  and  no  flumber.    Dreams  are  toys : 

Yet,  for  this  once,  yea,  fuperftitioufly, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe, 

Hermione  hath  fuffer'd  death  ;  and  that 

Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  iffue 

Of  king  Polixenes,  it  fhould  here  be  laid, 

Either  for  life,  or  death,  upon  the  earth 

Of  its  right  father. — BloiTom,  fpeed  thee  well ! 

[^Laying  down  the  cbiU. 
There  lie  ;  and  there  thy  charader  :  there  thefe ; 

[Laying  down  a  bundle. 
Which  may,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty, 
And  ftill  reft  thine — The  ftorm  begins  : — Poor  wretch. 
That,  for  thy  mother's  fault,  art  thus  exposed 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow  ! — Weep  I  cannot. 
But  my  heart  bleeds ;  and  moft  accurs'd  am  I, 
To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this. — Farewell ! 
The  day  frowns  more  and  more  ;  thou  art  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough :  I  never  faw 
The  heavens  fo  dim  by  day.     A  favage  claipour  ? — 

Well  may  I  get  aboard  ! ^This  is  the  chace ; 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exit,  purfued  by  a  bear. 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd. 

Seep.  I  would,  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and 

three  and  twenty ;  or  that  youth  would  fleep  out  the 

reft :  for  there  is  nothing  in  the  between  but  getting 
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wenches  with  child,  wronging  the  ancientry,  ftealingi 

fighting — Hark  you  now  ! ^Would   any   but  thefe 

boird  brains  of  nineteen,  and  two-and-twenty,  hunt  this 
weather  ?  They  have  feared  away  two  of  my  beft  (heep ; 
which,  I  fear,  the  wolf  will  fooner  find,  than  the  mailer: 
if  any  where  I  have  them,  'tis  by  the  fea-fide,  browzing 
on  ivy.     Good  luck,  an't  be  thy  will !  what  have  we 
here  ?  [Taking  up  the  child.']  Mercy  on's,  a  bame,  a  very 
pretty  barne  !     A  boy,  or  a  child,  I  wonder  ?    A  pretty 
one  ;  a  very  pretty  one :  Sure,  fome  fcape  :  though  I  am 
not  bookifh,  yet  I  can  read  waiting-gentlewoman  in  the 
fcape.  This  has  been  fome  flair-work,  fome  trunk-work, 
fome  behind-door  work :  they  were  warmer  that  got  this, 
than  the  poor  thing  is  here-    Til  take  it  up  for  pity :  yet 
I'll  tarry  till  my  fon  come ;  he  hoUa'd  but  even  now. 
Whoa,  bo  hoa ! 

Enter  Clown. 

CLOfFN.  Hilloa,  loa ! 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near  ?  If  thou'lt  fee  a  thing  to 
talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither. 
What  ail'ft  thou,  man  ? 

CLOfTN.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  fca,  and  by 
land  ; — ^but  I  am  not  to  fay,  it  is  a  fea,  for  it  is  now  the 
iky ;  betwixt  the  firmament  and  it,  you  cannot  thruil  a 
bodkin's  point, 

Shep.  Why,  boy,  how  is  it  ? 

Clown.  I  would,  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how 
it  rages,  how  it  takes  up  the  fliore!  but  that's  not  to 
the  point :  O,  the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls ! 
fometimes  to  fee  'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em :  now  the  Ihip 
boring  the  moon  with  her  main-maft ;  and  anon  fwal« 
low'd  with  yeft  and  froth,  as  you'd  thruft  a  coA  into  t 
hogihead.    And  then  for  the  land  fcrvice,-^TQ  fee  hot 


UriNTEK^S  TALE.  509 

the  bear  tore  out  his  (houlder-bone ;  how  he  cried  to  me 
for  help,  and  faid,  his  name  was  Antigonus,  a  nobleman : 
— But  to  make  an  end  of  the  fhip  : — to  fee  how  the  fea 
flap-dragon'd  it  :_but,  firft,  how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd, 
and  the  fea  mock'd  them  ; — and  how  the  poor  gentle* 
man  roar'd, -^and  the  bear  mock'd  him,  both  roaring 
louder  than  the  fea,  or  weather. 

Shep.  'Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 

Cloitn.  Now,  now ;  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw 
thefe  fights  :  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor 
the  bear  half  dined  on  the  gentleman  ;  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by,  to  have  helped  the  old 
man! 

Clown.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  (hip  fide,  to  have 
help'd  her ;  there  your  charity  would  have  lack'd  foot- 
ing. \^Aftde. 

Shep.  Heavy  matters !  heavy  matters !  but  look  thee 
here,  boy.  Now  blefs  thyfelf  j  thou  met'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  bom.  Here's  a  fight  for  thee ; 
look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a  fquire's  child !  Look 
thee  here;  take  up,  take  up,  boy;  open't.  So,  let's 
fee; — ^It  was  told  me,  I  fhould  be  rich  by  the  fairies: 
this  is  fome  changeling  : — open't :  What's  within,  boy  ? 

CiofFN.  You're  a  made  old  man  ;  if  the  fins  of  your 
youth  are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.  Gold !  all 
gold  ! 

Shep.  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo  :  up 
with  it,  keep  it  clofe  ;  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We 
are  lucky,  boy  ;  and  to  be  fo  ftill,  requires  nothing  but 
fecrecy. — Let  my  fheep  go  : — Come,  good  boy,  the  next 
Way  home. 

Clohtn.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings;  Fll 
go  fee  if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman,  and  how 
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much  he  hath  eaten;  they  are  never  curft  but  when  they 
are  hungry :  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  Fll  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed:  If  thou  may'ft  difcem  by 
that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  the 
fight  of  him. 

Clown.  Marry,  will  I ;  and  you  fliall  help  to  put  him 
i'the  ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy ;  and  we'll  do  good  deeds 
on't.  [Exeunt. 

Acrir. 

Enter  Time^  as  Chorus. 

Time.  I, — that  pleafe  fome,  try  all;  both  joy, and  terror, 
Of  good  and  bad  ;  that  make,  and  unfold  error, — 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 
To  ufe  my  wings.     Impute  it  not  a  crime, 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paflage,  that  I  Hide 
O'er  fixteen  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untried 
Of  that  wide  gap  ;  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  overthrow  law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant  and  overwhelm  cuftom  :  Let  me  pafs 
The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancient'ft  order  was. 
Or  what  is  now  received  :  I  witnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in ;  fo  fhall  I  do 
To  the  frefheft  things  now  reigning ;  and  make  ftale 
The  gliftering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  tale 
Now  feems  to  it.     Your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glafs ;  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growing. 
As  you  had  llept  between.     Leontes  leaving 
The  effeds  of  his  fond  jealoufies  ;  fo  grieving. 
That  he  fhuts  up  himfelf ;  imagine  me, 
Gentle  fpedators,  that  I  now  may  be 
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In  fair  Bohemia ;  and  remember  well, 

I  mentioned  a  fon  o'the  king's,  which  Flori^el 

I  now  name  to  you  ;  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 

To  fpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace 

Equal  with  wondering  :  What  of  her  enfues, 

I  lift  not  prophecy  ;  but  let  Time's  news 

Be  known,  when 'tis  brought  forth :— a  fhepherd'sdaughter, 

And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 

Is  the  argument  of  time :  Of  this  allow, 

If  ever  you  have  fpent  time  worfe  ere  now; 

If  never  yet,  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay. 

He  wifhes  eameftly,  you  never  may.  [Exit. 

SCENE  I.  The  fame.  A  Room  in  the  Palace  of  Pol  ixenes. 
Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

Pol.  I  pray  thee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  impor- 
tunate :  'tis  a  ficknefs,  denying  thee  any  thing  j  a  death, 
to  grant  this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years,  fince  I  faw  my  coimtry: 
though  I  have,  for  the  moft  part,  been  aired  abroad,  I 
defire  to  lay  my  bones  there.  Befides,  the  penitent  king, 
my  mafter,  hath  fent  for  me  :  to  whofe  feeling  forrows 
I  might  be  fome  allay,  or  I  o'erween  to  think  fo;  which 
is  another  fpur  to  my  departure. 

Pol.  As  thou  loveft  me,  Camillo,  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  thy  fervices,  by  leaving  me  now  :  the  need  I  have  of 
thee,  thine  own  goodnefs  hath  made;  better  not  to  have 
had  thee,  than  thus  to  want  thee :  thou,  having  made 
me  bufinefles,  which  none,  without  thee,  can  fufficiently 
manage,  muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thyfelf,  or  take 
away  with  thee  the  very  fervdces  thou  haft  done:  which 
if  I  have  not  enough  confider'd,  (as  too  much  I  cannot,) 
to  be  more  thankful  to  thee,  fliall  be  my  ftudy;  and  my 
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profit  therein,  the  heaping  friendfhips.  Of  that  fatal 
country  SiciHa,  pr'jrthee  fpeak  no  more  :  whofe  very 
naming  pimiflies  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  pe- 
nitent, as  thou  cairft  him,  and  reconciled  king,  my  bro- 
ther ;  whofe  lofs  of  his  moft  precious  queen,  and  chil* 
dren,  are  even  now  to  be  afrefh  lamented.  Say  to  me, 
when  faw*ft  thou  the  ^^rince  Florizel  my  fon?  Kings 
are  no  Ipfs  unhappy,  their  iflue  not  being  gracious,  than 
they  are  in  lofing  them,  when  they  have  approved  their 
virtues; 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days,  fince  I  faw  the  prince  :  What 
his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown :  but  I 
have,  miffingly,  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from 
court ;  and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  princely  exercifes,  than 
formerly  he  hath  appeared. 

Pol.  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo ;  and  with 
fome  care ;  fo  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fcrvice, 
which  look  upon  his  removednefs :  from  whom  I  have 
this  intelligence ;  That  he  is  feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a 
mofl  homely  (hepherd  ;  a  man,  they  fay,  that  from  very 
nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neighbours, 
is  grown  into  an  unfpeakable  eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  fir,  of  fuch  a'  man,  who  hath  a 
daughter  of  moft  rare  note:  the  report  of  her  is  extended 
more,  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cottage, 

Pol.  That's  likewife  part  of  my  intelligence.  But,  I 
fear  the  angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.  Thou  (halt 
accompany  us  to  the  place :  where  we  will,  not  appear- 
ing what  we  are,  have  fome  queftion  with  the  fhepherd ; 
from  whofe  fimplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneafy  to  get  the 
caufe  of  my  fon's  refort  thither.  Pr'ythee,  be  my  pre- 
fent  partner  in  this  bufinefs,  and  lay  alide  the  thoughu 
of  Sicilia. 
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Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 
Pol.  My  beft  Camillo ! — We  muft  difguife  ourfelves, 

\^Ex€unti 

SCENE  II.  Tbe/ame.    A  Road  near  the  Shepherd's  Cottage. 
Enter  Autol  rcus^  ftnging. 

When  daffodils  begin  to  peer, 

With,  heigh  /  the  doxy  over  the  dale^ — 
Why,  then  comes  in  the  fweet  0' the  year ; 
For  the  red  blood  reigns  in  the  winter's  paki 

l!he  white  Jheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge, — 
With,  hey!  the  fweet  birds,  0,  how  tbeyjing!.^ 

Dothfet  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge; 
For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  di/hfor  a  king. 

Tie  lark,  that  tirra^lirra  chants. — 

With,  bey  !  with,  hey  !  the  thrufh  and  the  jay  2^^^ 
Are  fummer  fongs  for  me  and  my  aunts^ 

While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  have  ferv'd  prince  Florizel,  and,  in  ifiy  time^  wore 
three-pile ;  but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice.: 

But  fhall  I  go  mourn  for  thati  my  dear  f 

He  pale  moonfhines  by  night : 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there, 

I  then  do  mojl  go  right. 

if  tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live\ 
And  bear  thefow-fkin  bucket; 
Tien  my  account  I  well  may  give. 
And  in  the  flocks  avtucb  it. 
Vol.  II.  Kk 
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My  traffick  is  (heets ;  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to  leffer 
linen.  My  father  named  me,  Autolycus ;  who,  being, 
as  I  am,  litter'd  under  Mercury,  was  likewife  a  fhapper- 
up  of  unconfidered  trifles :  With  die,  and  drab^  I  pur- 
chafed  this  caparifon ;  and  my  revenue  is  the  fiUy  cheat: 
Gdlows,  and  knock,  are  too  powerful  on  the  highway : 
beating,  and  hanging,  are  terrors  to  me  ;  for  the  life  to 
come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of  it.— A  prize !  a  prize! 

Enter  Clown. 

Clown.  Let  me  fee:— Every  'leven  wether  tods;  every 
tod  yields — ^pound  and  odd  fhilling  :  fifteen  hxmdred 
fhom, ^What  comes  the  wool  to  ? 

j4ut.  If  the  fpringe  hold,  the  cock's  mine.  [Afidt. 

Clown.  I  cannot  do't  without  counters.— Let  me  fee ; 
what  am  I  to  buy  for  our  fheep-fhearing  feaft  ?  Three 

pound  of  fiigar;  jive  pound  of  currants-,  rice What  will 

this  fifter  of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  But  my  father  hath 
made  her  miflrefs  of  the  feaft,  and  fhe  lays  it  on.  She 
hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  nofegays  for  the  (hear- 
ers :  three-man  fong-men  all,  and  very  good  ones ;  but 
they  are  moft  of  them  means  and  bafes  :  but  one  Puri- 
tah  amongft  them,  and  he  fings  plklms  to  hornpipes.  I 
muft  have  faffron^  to  colour  the  warden  pies  ;  mace^-^ 
dates, — none  ;  that's  out  of  my  note  :  nutmegs,  feven;  a 
race,  or  two,  of  ginger  }-A>n\  that  I  may  beg  \—fwr  pound 
of  prunes,  and  as  many  ofraifins  0*  the  fun. 

Avr.  O,  that  ever  I  was  bora !  \GroveUing  on  the  ground. 

Clown.  Fthe  name  of  me, 

AuT.  O,  help  me,  help  me  !  pluck  but  ofFthefe  rags ; 
and  then,  death,  death ! 

Clown.  Alack,  poor  foul ;  thou  haft  need  of  more 
rags  to  lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thcfe  off. 

Aur.  O,  fir,  the  loathfomenefe  of  them  oflfends  inc 
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more  than  the  ftripes  I  have  receWd  j  which  are  mighty 
ones,  and  millions.' 

Clown.  Alas,  poor  man !  a  million  of  beating  may 
come  to  a  great  matter. 

Aur.  I  am  robb'd,  fir,  and  beaten ;  my  money  and 
apparel  ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put 
upon  me. 

Clown.  What,  by  a  horfe-man,  or  a  foot*man  ? 

Aur.  A  foot-man,  fweet  fir,  a  foot-man. 

Clown.  Indeed,  he  fliould  be  a  foot-man^  by  the  gar* 
ments  he  hath  left  with  thee ;  if  this  be  a  horfeman's 
coat,  it  hath  feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand, 
rU  help  thee :  come,  lend  me  thy  hand.  [Helping  bim  up. 

Aur.  O  !  good  fir,  tenderly,  oh  ! 

Clown.  Alas,  poor  foul. 

Aur.O,  good  fir,  foftly,  good  fir:  I  fear,  fir,  my 
flioulder-blade  is  out. 

Clown.  How  now  ?  canft  ftand  ? 

Aur.  Softly,  dear  fir ;  [picks  bis  pocket.^  good  fir,  foft* 
ly  :  you  ha'  done  me  a  charitable  office. 

Clown.  Doft  lack  any  money  ?  I  have  a  little  money 
for  thee. 

Aur.  No,  good  fweet  fir ;  no,  I  befcech  you,  fir :  I 
have  a  kinfman  not  pad  three  quarters  of  a  mile  hence, 
unto  whom  I  was  going ;  I  ftiall  there  have  money,  or 
any  thing  I  want :  Offer  me  no  money,  I  pray  you ;  that 
kills  my  heart. 

Clown.  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb'd 
you  ? 

Aur.  A  fellow,  fir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about 
with  trol-my-dames :  I  knew  him  once  a  fervant  of  the 
prince ;  I  cannot  tell,  good  fir,  for  which  of  his  vir- 
tues it  was,  but  he  was  certainlv  whipp'd  out  of  the  court* 
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Clown.  His  vices,  you  would  fay ;  there's  no  virtue 
whipped  out  of  the  court :  they  cherifh  it,  to  make  it 
flay  there  ;  and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Aur.  Vices  I  would  fay,  fir.  I  know  this  man  well; 
he  hath  been  fince  an  ape-bearer ;  then  a  procefs-ferver, 
a  baiUflf ;  then  he  compafs'd  a  motion  of  the  prodigal 
fon,  and  married  a  tinker's  wife  within  a  mile  where 
my  land  and  living  lies ;  and,  having  flown  over  many 
knavifh  profeflions,  he  fettled  only  in  rogue  :  fome  call 
him  Autolycus. 

Clown.  Out  upon  him !  Prig,  for  my  life,  prig :  he 
haunts  wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Aur.  Very  true,  fir ;  he,  fir,  he ;  that's  the  rogue  that 
put  me  into  this  apparel. 

Clown.  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemia ; 
if  you  had  but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd  have  run. 

Aur.  I  niufl  confefs  to  you,  fir,  I  am  no  fighter:  I 
am  falfe  of  heart  that  way  ;  and  that  he  knew,  I  war- 
rant him. 

Clown.  How  do  you  now  ? 

Aur.  Sweet  fir,  much  better  than  I  was ;  I  can  fland, 
and  walk  :  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace 
foftly  towards  my  kinfman's. 

Clown.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  the  way  ? 

Aur.  No,  good-faced  fir  j  no,  fweet  fir. 

Clown.  Then  fare  thee  well  j  I  mufl  go  buy  fpices 
for  our  fheep-fhearing. 

Aur.  Profper  you,  fweet  fir! — [^Exit  Clown.}  Your 
purfe  is  not  hot  enough  to  purchafe  your  fpice.  Pll  be 
with  you  at  your  fheep-fhearing  too :  If  I  make  not  this 
cheat  bring  out  another,  and  the  fhearers  prove  fheep, 
let  me  be  unroll'd,  and  my  name  put  in  the  book  of 
virtue ! 
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yog  on.  Jog  on,  the  foot-path  way. 

And  merrily  bent  tbejiile-a : 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  mile-a.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.    Tie  fame.    A  Shepherd's  Cottage. 
Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  you 
Do  give  a  life  :  no  fhepherdefs  ;  but  Flora, 
Peering  in  April's  front.    This  your  Iheep-lhearing 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods, 
And  you  the  queen  on't. 

Per.  Sir,  my  gracious  lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extremes,  it  not  becomes  me ;  ' 
O,  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  your  high  felf. 
The  gracious  mark  o'the  land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  fwain's  wearing  ;  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Moft  goddefslike  prank'd  up  :  But  that  our  feafts 
In  every  mefs  have  folly,  and  the  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom,  I  Ihould  blufli 
To  fee  you  fo  attired  ;  fwom,  I  think. 
To  fhow  myfelf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time,  • 

When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  acrofs 
Thy  father's  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jove  aflford  you  caufe  ! 
To  me,  the  difference  forges  dread  ;  your  greatnefs 
Hath  not  been  us'd  to  fear.    Even  now  I  tremble 
To  think,  your  father,  by  fome  accident. 
Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did  :  O,  the  fates  ! 
How  would  he  look,  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble, 
Vilely  bound  up  ?  What  would  he  fay  ?  Or  how 
Should  I,  in  thefe  my  borrowed  flaunts,  behold 
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The  ftemnefs  of  his  prefence  ? 

Flo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity.    The  gods  thcmfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  (hapes  of  beafts  upon  them :  Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd ;  the  green  Neptune 
A  ram,  and  bleated  ;  and  the  fire-rob'd  god. 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain, 
As  I  feem  now  :  Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer ; 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chafte  :  fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour ;  nor  my  lufts 
Bum  hotter  than  my  faith* 

Per.  O  but,  dear  fir. 
Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Opposed,  as  it  muft  be,  by  the  power  o'the  king : 
One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  neceffities. 
Which  then  will  fpeak ;  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofe, 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.  Thou  deareft  Perdita, 
With  thefe  forced  thoughts,  I  pr*ythee,  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'the  feaft :  Or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair. 
Or  not  my  father's :  for  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine :  to  this  I  am  moft  conftant. 
Though  deftiny  fay,  no.     Be  merry,  gentle ; 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.     Your  guefts  are  coming  v- 
Lift  up  your  countenance  ;  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fwom  fliall  come. 

Per.  O  lady  fortune. 
Stand  you  aufpicious  I 
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£nter  Shepherd,  with  Polixenes  and  Camillo^  dij^ 
gutfed;  Clow^,  Mopsj,  DpRCJSf  and  others. 

Flo.  See,  your  guefts  approach  : 
Addrefs  yourfelf  to  entertain  them  fprightly, 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fye,  daughter  !  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day,  (he  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook  ; 
Both  dame  and  fervant :  welcomed  all ;  ferv'd  all : 
Would  fing  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn :  now  here, 
At  upper  end  o'the  table,  now,  i'the  middle  ; 
On  his  fhoulder,  and  his  :  her  face  o*fire 
With  labour;  and  the  thing,  (he' took  to  quench  it. 
She  would  to  each  one  (ip  :  You  are  retir'd, 
As  if  you  were  a  feafled  one,  and  not 
The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting  :  Pray  you,  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to  us  welcome  :  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  blufties ;  and  prefent  yourfelf 
That  which  you  are,  miftrefs  o'thefeaft  :  Come  on. 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  (heep-(hearing, 
As  your  good  flock  fhall  profper. 

Per.  Welcome,  fir  I  [To  Pouxenms. 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  fhould  take  on  me  ' 
The  hoftefsfhip  o'the  day  :— You're  welcome,  fir ! 

["To  CamillO. 
Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas* — ^Reverend  firs. 
For  you  there's  rofemary,  and  rue  ;  thefe  keep 
Seeming,  and  favour,  all  the  winter  long : 
Grace,  and  remembrance,  be  to  you  both, 
And  welcome  to  our  fliearing  ! 

Pol.  Shepherdefs, 
(A  fair  one  are  you,)  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 
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Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, — 
Not  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  winter, — ^the  faireft  flowers  o'the  feaibn 
Are  our  carnations,  and  flreak'd  gillyflowers, 
Which  fome  call,  nature's  baftards  ;  of  that  kin4 
Our  ruftick  garden's  barren ;  and  I  care  not 
To  j^et  flips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden, 
Dq  you  negled  them  ? 

Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid. 
There  is  an  art,  which,  in  their  piednefs,  fliare$ 
With  great  creating  nature. 

Pol.  Say,  there  be ; 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean, 
But  nature  makes  that  mean  :  fo,  o*er  that  art, 
Which,  you  fay,  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes.     You  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  fcion  to  the  wildeft  ftock  ; 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  racie  :  This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  natiure, — change  it  rather :  but 
The  art  itfelf  is  nature. 

Per.  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  gillyflowecSp 
And  do  not  call  them  bafl:ards. 

Per.  ril  not  put 
The  dibble  in  earth  to  fet  one  flip  of  them  ; 
No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  I  would  wifli 
This  youth  fhpuld  fay,  'twere  well ;  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me. — Here's  flowers  for  you  ; 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  favory,  niarjora,m ; 
The  marigold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  the  fuu. 
And  with  him  rifes  weeping  :  thefe  are  flowetrg 
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Of  middle  fummer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age :  You  are  very  welcome. 

Cam.  I  ihould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock. 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out,  alas ! 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  blafts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through. — ^Now,  my  faireft 

friend, 
I  would,  I  had  fome  flowers  o*the  fpring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  ;  and  yours,  and  yours ; 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin  branches  yet 
Your  maidenheads  growing : — O  Proferpina, 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'fl;  fall 
From  Dis's  waggon  !  daffodils. 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty  ;  violets,  dim. 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes. 
Or  Cytherea's  breath  ;  pale  primrofes. 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  hisftrength,  a  malady 
Moft  incident  to  maids  ;  bold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown  imperial ;  lilies  of  all  kinds. 
The  flower-de-luce  being  one  !  O,  thefe  I  lack. 
To  make  you  garlands  of;  and,  my  fweet  friend. 
To  ftrew  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flo.  What  ?  like  a  corfe  ? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on  j 
Not  like  a  corfe  :  or  if, — not  to  be  buried. 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.    Come,  take  your  flowers : 
Methinks,  1  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
In  Whitfun'  paftorals  :  fure,  this  robe  of  mine 
Does  change  my  difpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do. 
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Still  betters  what  is  done.     When  you  fpeak^  (Vreet, 

I'd  have  you  do  it  ever :  when  you  fing, 

rd  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo  ;  fo  give  alms ; 

Pray  fo  ;  and,  for  the  ordering  your  affidrs. 

To  fing  them  too  :  When  you  do  dance,  I  wiih  yoa 

A  wave  o'the  fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 

Nothing  but  that ;  move  ftill,  ftill  fo,  and  own 

No  other  fundion  :  Each  your  doing. 

So  fingular  in  each  particular. 

Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  prefent  deedsp 

That  all  your  ads  are  queens. 

Per.  O  Doricles, 
Your  praifes  are  too  large :  but  that  your  youth. 
And  the  true  blood  which  fairly  peeps  through  it. 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  fhepherd  i 
With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles, 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 

Flo.  I  think,  you  have 
As  little  (kill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't. — But,  come  ;  our  dance,  I  pray : 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita :  fo  turtles  pair. 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  ril  fwear  for  *em. 

Pol.  This  is  the  pretticft  low-bom  lafi,  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green-fward  :  nothing  fhe  does,  or  feems. 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  herfelf ; 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething. 
That  makes  her  blood  look  out :  Good  footh,  fhe  is 
The  queen  of  curds  and  cream. 

Clown.  Come  on,  ilrike  up. 

Dor.  Mopfa  muft  be  your  miftrefs  :  marry,  garlick. 
To  mend  her  kilfing  with. — 
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Mop.  Now,  in  good  time  !  [ncrs.— 

CiofTN.  Not  a  word,  a  word ;  we  ftand  upon  our  man- 
Come,  ftrike  up.  IMtifici. 
Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and.  Shepberdeffes. 

Pol.  Prijy,  good  (hepherd,  what 
Fair  fwain  is  this,  which  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

Shep.  They  call  him  Doricles  ;  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  :  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it ; 
He  looks  like  footh  :  He  fays,  he  loves  my  daughter; 
I  think  fo  too ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  ftand,  and  read. 
As  'twere,  my  daughter's  eyes  :  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  think,  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  choofe, 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Pol.  She  dances  featly. 

Shep.  So  (he  does  any  thing,  though  T  report  it. 
That  fhouid  be  filent :  if  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  (he  (hall  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

Enter  a  Serfant. 

Ser.  O  mafter,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedler  at  the 
door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and 
pipe ;  no,  the  bagpipe  could  not  move  you :  he  fings 
feveral  tunes,  fafter  than  you'll  tell  money ;  he  utters 
them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads,  and  all  men's  ears  grew  to 
his  tunes. 

Clown.  He  could  never  come  better :  he  fliall  come 
in :  I  love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well ;  if  it  be  doleful 
matter,  merrily  fet  down,  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  in- 
deed, and  fung  lamentably. 

See.  He  hath  fongs,  for  man,  or  woman,  of  all  fizes  j 
no  milliner  can  fo  f|t  l^is  cuftomers  with  gloves  :  he  has 
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the  prettieft  love-fongs  for  maids ;  fo  without  bawdry, 
which  is  ftrange ;  with  fuch  delicate  burdens  of  dildo's 
ZTiA  fadings :  jump  her  and  thump  A^r ;.  and  where  fomc 
ftretch-mouth'd  rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mifchief, 
and  break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  maid 
to  anfwer,  Whoops  do  me  no  barm^  good  man  ;  puts  him  ofl^ 
flights  him,  with  Whoop ,  do  me  no  harm^  good  man. 
Pol.  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clown.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable-con- 
ceited fellow.     Has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  ribands  of  all  the  colours  i'the  rainbow; 
points,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learn- 
edly handle,  though  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs ; 
inkles,  caddiflls,  cambricks,  lawns :  why,  he  (ings  them 
over,  'as  they  were  gods  or  goddefles  ;  you  would  think, 
a  fmock  were  a  fhe-angel ;  he  fo  chants  to  the  fleeve- 
hand,  and  the  work  about  the  fquare  on't. 

Clown.  Pr'ythee,  bring  him  in;  and  let  him  approach 
fmging. 

Pek.  Forewarn  him,  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words 
in  his  tunes. 

Clown.  You  have  of  thefe  pedlers,  that  have  more  in 
'em  than  you'd  think,  filler. 

Per.  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 
Enter  AvTOLrcus^Jinging. 
La^vn^  as  white  as  driven /now  ; 
Cyprus^  black  as  e^er  was  crow  ; 
Gloves^  asfweet  as  damajk  rofes; 
Majks  for  faces  andjor  ncfes; 
Bugle  bracelet^  ntcklace-amber^ 
Perfume  for  a  ladfs  chamber : 
Golden  quoifsy  andjlomachers^ 
For  my  lads  to  give  their  dear^s 
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PinSf  and  pocking-^icks  ofjleel^ 

What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel: 

ComCy  buy  of  me^  come  ;  come  huy^  come  buy  ; 

Buy^  ladsy  or  elfe  your  Iqffes  cry : 

Come  J  buy  J  &c. 

Clown.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou  fhouid'ft 
take  no  money  of  me  ;  but  being  enthralled  as  I  am,  it 
will  alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  ribands  and  gloves. 

Mop.  I  was  promifed  them  againft  the  feaft ;  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promifed  you  more  than  that,  or  there 
be  liars. 

Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promifed  you :  may 
be,  he  has  paid  you  more ;  which  will  ftiame  you  to  give 
him  again. 

Clown.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will 
they  wear  their  plackets,  where  they  Ihould  bear  their 
faces  ?  Is  there  not  milking-time,  when  you  are  going 
to  bed,  or  kiln-hole,  to  whiftle  off  thefe  fecrets ;  but 
you  muft  be  tittle-tattling  before  all  our  guefts  ?  Tis 
well  they  are  whifpering :  Clamour  your  tongues,  and 
not  a  word  more.  ^ 

Mop.  I  have  done.  Come,  you  promifed  me  a  tawdry 
lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweet  gloves. 

Clown.  Have  I  not  told  thee,  how  I  was  cozen'd  by 
the  way,  and  loft  all  my  money  ? 

AuT.  And,  indeed,  fir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad  ; 
therefore  it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clown.  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  (halt  lofe  nothing 
here. 

Aur.  I  hope  fo,  fir ;  for  I  have  about  me  many  parcels 
of  charge. 

Clown.  What  haft  here  ?  ballads  ? 
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Mop.  Pray  now,  buy  fome  :  I  love  a  ballad  in  print, 
aMife  ;  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

j^uT.  Here's  one,  to  a  very  doleful  tune.  How  a  ufur- 
er's  wife  was  brought  to  bed  of  twenty  money-bags  at 
a  burden ;  and  how  fhe  long'd  to  eat  adders*  heads,  and 
toads  carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

jIut.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufurer ! 

j^uT.  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to*t,  one  miftrefs 
Talcporter ;  and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives'  that  were  pre- 
fent :  Why  ftiould  I  carry  lies  abroad  ?    ' 

Mop.  'Pray  you  now,  buy  it. 

Clohtn.  Come  on,  lay  it  by :  And  let's  firft  fee  more 
ballads  ;  we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon, 

j4ur.  Here's  another  ballad.  Of  a  fifti,  that  appear'd 
upon  the  coaft,  on  Wednefday  the  foiurfcore  of  April, 
forty  thoufand  fathom  above  water,  and  fung  this  ballad 
againft  the  hard  hearts  of  maids  :  it  was  thought,  fhe  was 
a  woman,  and  was  tum'd  into  a  cold  fifh,  for  fhe  would 
not  exchange  fkfli  with  one  that  lov'd  her :  The  ballad 
is  very  pitiful,  and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  ? 

Aur.  Five  juftices'  hands  at  it;  and  witnefIes,niorc  than 
my  pack  will  hold. 

CiofVN.  Lay  it  by  too  :  Another. 

jiur.  This  is  a  merry  ballad ;  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 

AuT.  Why,  this  is  a  pafling  merry  one;  and  goes  to  the 
tune  of,  T/wo  maids  wooing  a  man :  there's  fcarce  a  maid 
weflward,  but  fhe  fings  it ;  'tis  in  requeft,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it ;  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thott 
fhalt  hear ;  'tis  in  three  ports. 
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Dor.  We  had  the  tune  on-t  a  month  ago. 
jIut.  I  can  bear  my  port ;  you  muft  know,  'tis  my 
occupation  :  have  at  it  with  you, 

SONG. 
jIut.  Gtt  you  hence  J  for  I  mu/l  go; 
Where ^  it  fits  not  you  to  know. 

Dor.  Whither?  Mop.  0,  whither  f  Dor.  Whither f 
Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  well^ 
^ou  to  me  thy  fecrets  tell: 
Dor.  Mf  too,  let  me  go  thither. 

Mop.  Or  thougo^Jl  to  the  grange^  or  mill: 
Dor.  If  to  either,  thou  dojl  ill. 

Avr.  Neither.   Dor.  What,  neither  f  Aur.  Neither. 
Dor.  Tiou  haflfwom  my  love  to  be; 
Mop.  Tiou  haftfwom  it  more  to  me: 
"Then,  whither  go^Jl  ?  fay,  whither  f 
CionrN.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  ourfelves  : 
My  father  and  the  gentlemen  arc  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll 
not  trouble  them :    Come,  bring  away  thy  pack  after 
me.     Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both : — Pedler,  let's 

have  the  firft  choice. Follow  me,  girls. 

AuT.  And  you  fhall  pay  well  for  'cm.  [Aftde. 

Will  you  buy  any  tape. 
Or  lace  for  your  cape^ 
My  dainty  duck,  my  dear-a  9 
Anyfdk,  any  thread. 
Any  toys  for  your  head. 
Of  the  nem'ft,  andfin'Jl,fin'Jl  wcar-af 
Come  to  the  pedkr; 
Money^s  a  nudler. 
That  doth  utter  all  mens  ware-^. 
[Exeunt  Clown,  Auroircus,  Dorcas^  and  Mopsj.} 
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Enter  aSsRr ANT. 
Srr.  Mader,  there  is  three  carters,  three  fhepherds, 
three  neat-herds,  three  fwme-herds,  that  have  made 
thcmfelves  all  men  of  hair ;  they  call  themfelves  ialtien: 
and  they  have  a  dance,  which  the  wenches  fay  is  a  gal- 
limaufry of  gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not  in't ;  but  they 
thcmfelves  are  o'the  mind,  (if  it  be  not  too  rough  for 
fome,  that  know  little  but  bowling,)  it  will  pleafe  plen- 
tifully. . 

Shep.  Away !   we'll  none  on't ;   here  has  been  too 
»    much  homely  foolery  already  : — I  know^  fir,  we  weary 
you. 

Vou  You  weary  thofe  that  refrefh  us  :  Pray,  let's  fee 
thclc  R>ur  threes  of  herdfmen. 

^V«*  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  fir,  hath 
\UuvHxl  before  the  king ;  and  not  the  worft,  of  the  three, 
bui  jimups  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  the  fquire. 

Shkp.  Leave  your  prating ;  fince  thefe  good  men  are 
(xlrufed,  let  them  come  in ;  but  quickly  now. 

See.  Why,  they  ftay  at  door,  fir.  [Ex'a. 

Reenter  Servant,  with  twelve  ru/licks  habited  like  Satyrs. 

Hey  dance ^  and  then  exeunt. 

Pol.  O,  father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter.— 

Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ? — Tis  time  to  part  them. — 

He's  fimple,  and  tells  much.  [Jljide.'\ — How  now,  fair 

fhepherd  ? 
^Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  does  take 
Your  mind  from  feafting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young. 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  fhe  with  knacks  :  I  would  have  ranfack'd^ 
The  pedler's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance ;  you  have  let  him  go, 
'And  nothing  marted  with  him :  If  your  lais 

L 


winter's  tjlb*      .  529 

Interpretation  (hould  abufe ;  and  call  this, 
Your  lack  of  love,  or  bounty  ;  your  were  ftraited 
For  a  reply,  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  fir,  I  know 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are  ; 
The  gifts,  fhe  looks  from  me,  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart  j  which  I  have  given  already. 
But  not  delivered. — O,  hear  me  breathe  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  fir,  who,  it  fhould  feem. 
Hath  fometime  lov'd  :  I  take  thy  hand  ;  this  handj 
As  foft  as  dove's  down,  and  as  white  as  it ; 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fnow. 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blafts  twice  o'er. 

Pol.  What  follows  this  ? — 
How  prettily  the  young  fwain  fecms  to  wafli 
The  hand,  was  fair  before  I — I  have  put  you  out  :— 
But,  to  your  proteftation  ;  let  me  hear 
What  you  profefs. 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't. 

FoL.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men ;  the  earth,  the  heavens,  and  all : 
That, — ^were  I  crown'd  the  moft  imperial  monarch. 
Thereof  moft  worthy  ;  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eyes  fwerve  ;  had  force,  and  knowledge. 
More  than  was  ever  man's, — I  would  not  prize  them. 
Without  her  love :  for  her,  employ  them  all ; 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them,  to  her  fervice. 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Pol.  Fairly  oifer'd. 

Cjm.  This  (hows  a  found  affedlion- 

Shep.  But,  my  daughter, 

Vol.  IL  L  I 
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Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well ;  no,  nor  mean  better : 
By  the  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain ; 

And,  friends  unknown,  you  (hall  bear  witnefs  to't : 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  mull  be 
Tthe  virtue  of  your  daughter  :  one  being  dead, 
I  fhall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet ; 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder :  But,  come  on, 
Contrad  us  'fore  thefe  witnefles. 

Shep.  Come,  your  hand  ; 

And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Soft,  fwain,  a  while,  'befeech  you  j 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  :  But  what  of  him  ? 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  does,  nor  Ihall. 

Pol.  Methinks,  a  father 
Is,  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon,  a  gueft 
That  bell  becomes  the  table.     Pray  you,  once  more ; 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonable  affairs  ?  is  he  not  llupid 
With  age,  and  altering  rheums  ?  Can  he  fpeak  ?  hear  ? 
Know  man  from  man  ?  difpute  his  own  ellate  ? 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid  ?  and  again  does  nothing, . 
But  what  he  did  being  childilh  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  fir  ; 
He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  llrength,  indeed. 
Than  moll  have  of  his  age. 
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Pol.  By  my  white  beard. 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong  ' 

Something  unfilial :  Reafon,  my  fon 
Should  choofe  himfelf  a  wife ;  but  as  good  reafon, 
The  father,  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  pofterity,)  fhould  hold  fome  counfel 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this ; 
But,  for  fome  other  reafons,  my  grave  fir. 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufinefs. 

Pol.  Let  him  know't. 

Flo.  He  fliall  not. 

Pol.  Pr'ythee,  let  him. 

Flo.  No,  he  muft  not. 

Shep.  Let  him,  my  fon ;  he  (hall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not : — 
Mark  our  contrad. 

Pol.  Mark  your  divorce,  young  fir,  [Difcoveting bimfelf. 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call ;  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledged :  Thou  a  fceptre's  heir. 
That  thus  affed'ft  a  fheep-hook  ! — ^Thou  old  traitor, 
I  am  forry,  that,  by  hanging  thee,  I  can  but 
Shorten  thy  life  one  week. — ^And  thou,  frefli  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft ;  who,  of  force,  muft  know 
The  royal  fool  thou  cop'ft  with  ; 

Shep.  O,  my  heart !  [made 

Pol.  rU  have  thy  beauty  fcratch'd  with  briars,  and 
More  homely  than  thy  flate.— For  thee,  fond  boy, — 
If  I  may  ever  know,  thou  doft  but  figh. 
That  thou  no  more  flialt  fee  this  knack,  (as  never 
I  mean  thou  flialt,)  we'll  bar  thee  from  fucceflion  j 
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Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no  not  our  kin. 

Far  than  Deucalion  off :  Mark  thou  my  words  ; 

Follow  us  to  the  court. — ^Thou  churl,  for  this  time^ 

Though  full  of  our  difpleafure,  yet  ^e  free  thee 

From  the  dead  blow  of  it — And  you,  enchantment, — 

Worthy  enough  a  herdfman  ;  yea,  him  too. 

That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein. 

Unworthy  thee, — if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 

Thefe  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 

Or  hoop  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 

I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee, 

As  thou  art  tender  to't.  [£ja/. 

Per.  Even  here  undone  ! 
I  was  not  much  afeard  :  ,for  once,  or  twice, 
I  was  about  to  fpeak ;  and  tell  him  plainly. 
The  fclfsame  fun,  that  Ihines  upon  his  court. 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike — Wilt  pleafe  you,  fir,  be  gone  ? 

[To  Florizel. 
I  told  you,  what  would  come  of  this  :  'Befeech  you. 
Of  your  own  ftate  take  care  :  this  dream  of  mine, — 
Being  now  awake,  I'll  queen  it  no  inch  further, 
iBut  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam.  Why,  how  now,  father  ? 
Speak,  ere  thou  dieft. 

Shep.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think. 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know,— O,  fir, 

[To  Florizel. 
You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore  three. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet ;  yea. 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  died. 
To  lie  clofe  by  his  honefl:  bones :  but  now 
Some  hangman  mull  put  on  my  fliroud,  and  lay  mc 
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Where  no  prieft  fhovels-in  duft. — O  curfed  wretch  ! 

[To  Perdita. 
That  knew'ft  this  was  the  prince,  and  would'ft  adventure 
To  mingle  faith  with  him. — Undone  !  undone ! 
If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd 
To  die  when  I  defire.  [Exit. 

Flo.  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afeard  ;  delayed. 
But  nothing  alter'd :  What  I  was,  I  am  : 
More  {training  on,  for  plucking  back  ;  not  following 
My  leafli  imwilUngly. 

C^Af., Gracious  my  lord. 
You  know  your  father's  temper  :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech,-r-which,  I  do  guefs. 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him ; — and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight  as  yet,  I  fear  : 
Then,  till  the  fury  of  his  highnefs  fettle, 
Come  not  before  him.    . 

Flo.  I  not  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  lord. 

Per,  How  often  have  T  told  you,  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  IaH 
But  till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith ;  And  then 
Let  nature  crufti  the  fides  o'the  earth  together. 
And  mar  the  feeds  within ! — Lift  up  thy  looks : — 
From  my  fucceflion  wipe  me,  father !  I 
Am  heir  to  my  afFedion. 

Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Flo.  I  am  ;  and  by  my  fancy  :  if  my  reafon, 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reafon ; 
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If  not,  my  fenfes,  better  pleas'd  with  madnefs. 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperatc,  fir. 

Flo.  So  call  it :  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  ; 
I  needs  mufl:  think  it  honefly.     CamiUo, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd ;  for  all  the  fun  fees,  or 
The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 
In  unknown  fathoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  fair  belov'd  :  Therefore,  I  pray  you. 
As  you  have  e'er  been  my  father's  honoured  friend. 
When  he  fliall  mifs  me,  (as,  in  faith,  I  mean  not 
To  fee  him  any  more,)  caft  your  good  counfels 
Upon  his  paflion  ;  Let  myfelf,  and  fortune, 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     This  you  may  know. 
And  fo  deliver,— I  am  put  to  fea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  fliorc ; 
And,  mofl:  opportune  to  our  need,  I  have 
A  vefltrl  rides  fafl:  by,  but  not  prepared 
For  this  defign.     What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold. 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O,  my  lord, 
I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice, 
Ojj  ftronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  Hark,  Perdita. {Takes  bcr  qfide. 

I'll  hear  you  by  and  by.  [Th  Camillo. 

Cam.  He's  irremoveable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight :  Now  were  I  happj,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my^  turn ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour ; 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unhappy  king,  my  mailer,  whoQi 
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I  fo  much  third  to  fee. 

Flo.  Now,  good  Camillo, 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufinefs,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony.  [Going. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think, 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  fervices,  i'the  love 
That  I  have  borne  your  father  ? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd  :  it  is  my  father's  mufick, 
To  fpeak  your  deeds  ;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompensed  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  lord. 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  king ; 
And,  through  him,  what  is  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf ;  embrace  but  my  diredion, 
(If  your  more  ponderous  and  fettled  project 
May  fufFer  alteration,)  on  mine  honour 
I'll  point  you  where  you  fhall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  fhall  become  your  highnefs ;  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  miflrefs  ;  (from  the  whom,  I  fee. 
There's  no  disjunftion  to  be  made,  but  by. 
As  heavens  forefend !  your  ruin :)  marry  her ; 
And  (with  my  bell  endeavours,  in  your  abfence,) 
Your  difcontenting  father  ftrive  to  qualify. 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking.    • 

Flo.  How,  Camillo, 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle,  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man. 
And,  after  that,  truft  to  thee. 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place,  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet  : 
But  as  the  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
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To  what  we  wildly  do  ;  fo  we  profefs 
Ourfelves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  Ufl  to  me  : 
This  follows, — if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe. 
But  undergo  this  flight ; — Make  for  Sicilia  ; 
And  there  prefent  yourfelf,  and  your  fair  princefs, 
(For  fo,  I  fee,  ftie  muft  be,)  'fore  Leontes ; 
She  fliall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.     Methinks,  I  fee 
Leontes,  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth :  afks  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefs. 
As  'twere  i'the  father's  perfon  :  kifles  the  hands 
Of  your  frefli  princefs  :  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him 
'Twixt  his  unkindnefs  and  his  kindnefs ;  the  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow^ 
Fafter  than  thought,  or  time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camillo, 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation  fliall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  king  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  ^ive  him  comforts.     Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  father,  fliall  deUver, 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  write  you  down : 
The  which  fliall  point  you  forth,  at  every  fitting. 
What  you  muft  fay  ;  that  he  fliall  not  perceive. 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  bofom  there. 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you : 
There  is  fome  fap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  yourfelves 
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To  unpath'd  waters,  undream'd  fhores ;  moll  certain^ 
To  miferies  enough  :  no  hope  to  help  you ; 
But,  as  you  (hake  off  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain,  as  your  anchors ;  who 
Do  their  bell  office,  if  they  can  but  Hay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be  :   Belides,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  bf  love  ; 
Whofe  frelh  complexion  and  whofe  heart  together 
Afflidion  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think,  afflidion  may  fubdue  the  cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  Ihall  not,  at  your  father's  houfe,  thefe  feven  ycars^ 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo.  My  good  Camillo, 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
I'the  rear  of  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  pity 
She  lacks  inllrudions  ;  for  Ihe  feems  a  millrefs 
To  moll  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon,  fir,  for  this ; 
Pll  blulh  you  thanks. 

Flo.  My  prettiell  Perdita. 

But,  O,  the  thorns  we  Hand  upon  ! — Camillo, — 
Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me ; 
The  medicin  of  our  houfe  ! — how  Ihall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furnilh'd  hke  Bohemia's  fon  j 
Nor  Ihall  appear  m  Sicily- 

Cam.  My  lord. 
Fear  none  of  this  :  I  think,  you  know,  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lie  there :  it  Ihall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
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The  fcene  you  play,  were  mine.     For  inftance,  fir. 
That  you  may  know  you  fliall  not  want, — one  word. 

[Xbey  talk  qfide. 
Enter  AuroLrcus. 

jiur.  Ha,  ha  !  what  a  fool  honefty  is  !  and  truft,  his 
fwom  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman  !  I  have  fold  all 
my  trumpery  ;  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not  a  riband, 
glafs,  pomander,  brooch,  table-book,  ballad,  knife,  tape, 
glove,  fhoe-tye,  bracelet,  horn-ring,  to  keep  my  pack 
from  fading :  they  throng  who  fhould  buy  firfl: ;  as  if  my 
trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  benedidion 
to  the  buyer  :  by  which  means,  I  faw  whofe  purfc  was 
bed  in  pidure  ;  and,  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I  re- 
membered. My  clown  (who  wants  but  fomething  to  be 
a  reafonable  man,)  grew  fo  in  love  with  the  wenches* 
fong,  that  he  would  not  ftir  his  pettitoes,  till  he  had 
both  tune  and  words ;  which  fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  herd 
to  me,  that  all  their  other  fenfes  ftuck  in  ears :  you 
might  have  pinch'd  a  placket,  it  was  fenfelefs  ;  'twas  no- 
thing, to  geld  a  codpiece  of  a  purfe  ;  I  would  have  filed 
keys  off,  that  hung  in  chains  :  no  hearing,  no  feeling, 
but  my  fir's  fong,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.  So 
that,  in  this  time  of  lethargy,  I  pick'd  and  cut  moft  of 
their  feftival  purfes  :  and  had  not  the  old  man  come  in 
with  a  hubbub  againft  his  daughter  and  the  king's  fon, 
and  feared  my  choughs  from  the  chaflF,  I  had  not  left  a 
purfe  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

[Camillo^  FiORizELy  ond  Perdita,  come  forward. 

Cam.  Nay,  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being  there 
So  foon  as  you  arrive,  ftiall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procurefromkingLeontes,— 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfy  your  father. 

Fer.  Happy  be  you  ! 
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All,  that  you  fpeak,  fhows  fair. 

Cam.  Who  have  we  hear  ? —  [Seeing  Autoltcvs. 

We'll  make  an  inftrument  of  this  ;  omit 
Nothing,  may  give  us  aid. 

Aur.  If  they  have  overheard  me  now, why  hanging. 

[Afide. 

Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow  ?  Why  fhakeft  thou  fo  ? 
Fear  not  man  ;  here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aur.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  fir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill ;  here's  nobody  will  fteal  that 
from  thee :  Yet,  for  the  outfide  of  thy  poverty,  we  muft 
make  an  exchange :  therefore,  difcafe  thee  inftantly, 
(thou  muft  think,  there's  neceffity  in't,)  and  change 
garments  with  this  gentleman :  Though  the  pennyworth, 
on  his  fide,  be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's  fome 
boot. 

Aur.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  fir : — ^I  know  ye  well  enough. 

iAftde. 

Cam.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  defpatch :  the  gentleman  is  half 
flay'd  already. 

Aur.  Are  you  in  eameft,  fir  ? — ^I  fmell  the  trick  of 
it—  lAfide. 

Flo.  Defpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Aur.  Indeed,  I  have  had  eameft ;  but  I  cannot  with 
confcience  take.  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  imbuckle.— • 

[Flo.  and  Aur ol.  exchange  garments. 
Fortunate  miftrefs, — let  my  prophecy 
Come  home  to  you ! — ^you  muft  retire  yourfelf 
Into  fome  covert :  take  your  fweetheart's  hat. 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows ;  muffle  your  face ; 
Difmantle  you ;  and  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  truth  of  your  own  feeming  j  that  you  may, 
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(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you,)  to  Ihipboard  '*   . 

Get  undefcried. 

Per.  I  fee,  the  play  fo  lies, 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part.         ,  ! 

Cam.  No.  remedy 

Have  you  done  there  ? 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  fhall  have 
No  hat : — Come,  lady,  come — ^Farewell,  my  friend. 

jiur.  Adieu,  fir. 

Flo.  O  Perdita,  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
Pray  you,  a  word.  [They  convefre  apart. 

Cam.  What  1  do  next,  fhallbe,  to  tell  the  king  [Afiie. 
Of  this  efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound ; 
Wherein,  my  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail. 
To  force  him  after  :  in  whofe  company 
I  fhall  review  Sicilia ;  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman's  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us  ! — 
Thus  we  fet  on,  Camillo,  to  the  fea-fide. 

Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better. 

[Exeunt  FloRizel,  Perdita,  and  Camillo. 

Aur.  I  underfland  the  bufinefs,  I  hear  it :  To  have  an 
open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neceffary 
for  a  cut-purfe  ;  a  good  nofe  is  requifite  alfo,  to  fmell 
out  work  for  the  other  fenfes.     I  fee,  this  is  the  time ' 
that  the  unjufl  man  doth  thrive.     What  an  exchange 
had  this  been,  without  boot  ?  what  a  boot  is  here,  with 
this  exchange  ?  Sure,  the  gods  do  this  year  coimive  at 
us,  and  we  may  do  any  thing  extempore.    The  prince 
himfelf  is  about  a  piece  of  iniquity ;  flealing  away  from 
his  father,  with  his  clog  at  his  heels :  If  I  thought  it 
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vrere  not  a  piece  of  honefly  to  acquaint  the  king  withal, 
I  would  do't :  I  hold  it  the  more  knavery  to  conceal  it ; 
and  therein  am  I  conftant  to  my  profeffion. 
Enter  Clohtn  and  Shepherd. 

Afide,,  afide ; ^here  is  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  : 

Every  lane's  end,  every  fhop,  church,  feffion,  hanging, 
yields  a  careful  man  work. 

Clohtn.  See,  fee ;  what  a  man  you  are  now  !  there  is 
no  other  way,  but  to  tell  the  king  fhe's  a  changeling, 
and  none  of  your  flefli  and  blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Clohtn.  Nay,  but  hear  me, 

Shep.  Go  to  then. 

Clohtn.  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your 
flefti  and  blood  has  not  offended  the  king ;  and,  fo,  your 
flefh  and  blood  is  not  to  be  punifti'd  by  him.  Show  thofc 
things  you  found  about  her ;  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but 
what  flie  has  with  her :  This  being  done,  let  the  law  go 
whiflle ;  I  warrant  you. 

Shep.  1  will  tell  the  king  all,  every  word,  yea,  and  his 
fon's  pranks  too ;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honeft  man  nei- 
ther to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me 
the  king's  brother-in-law. 

Clown.  Indeed,  brother-in-law  was  the  furtheft  off 
you  could  have  been  to  him  ;  and  then  your  blood  had 
been  the  dearer,  by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 

^ur.  Very  wifely  ;  puppies  !  l^Jide. 

Shep.  Well ;  let  us  to  the  king ;  there  is  that  in  this 
fardel,  will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

^UT.  I  know  not,  what  impediment  this  complaint 
may  be  to  the  flight  of  my  mafter. 

Clown.  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  palace. 

j^uT.  Though  I  am  not  naturally  honefl,  I  am  fo  fome- 
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times  by  chance  : — Let  me  pocket  up  my  pedler's  ex- 
crement.— [Takes  offbisfalfe  beard.}  How  now,  ruflicks? 
whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep.  To  the  palace,  an  it  Uke  your  worfliip. 

^UT.  Your  affairs  there  ?  what  ?  with  whom  ?  the  con' 
dition  of  that  fardel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling,  your 
names,  your  ages,  of  what  having,  breeding,  and  any 
thing  that  is  fitting  to  be  known,  difcover. 

Clown.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  fir. 

j4ur.  A  lie  ;  you  are  rough  and  hairy :  Let  me  have 
no  lying  ;  it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,  and  they  of- 
ten give  us  foldiers  the  lie :  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with 
flamped  coin,  not  flabbing  fleel ;  therefore  they  do  not 
give  us  the  lie. 

Clown.  Your  worfhip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one, 
if  you  had  not  taken  yourfelf  with  the  manner, 

Shep.  Are  you  a  courtier,  an't  like  you,  fir  ? 

^crr.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  courtien 
See*fl  thou  not  the  air  of  the  court,  in  thefe  enfoldings  ? 
hath  not  my  gait  in  it,  the  meafure  of  the  court  ^  re- 
ceives not  thy  nofe  court-odour  from  me  ?  reflecSi  I  not 
on  thy  bafenefs,  court-contempt  ?  Think'fl  thou,  for 
that  I  infinuate,  or  toze  from  thee  thy  bufinefs,  I  am 
therefore  no  courtier  ?  I  am  courtier,  cap-a-pe ;  and  one 
that  will  either  pufh  on,  or  pluck  back  thy  bufinefs 
there :  whereupon  I  command  thee  to  open  thy  afEiir.  ».^ 

Shep.  My  bufinefs,  fir,  is  to  the  king. 

Aur.  What  advocate  hafl  thou  to  him  ? 

Shep.  I  know  not,  an't  hke  you. 

Clown.  Advocate's  the  court-word  for  a  pheafant ;  fay, 
you  have  none, 

Shep.  None,  fir ;  I  have  no  pheafant,  cock,  nor  hen* 

AuT.  How  blefs'd  are  we,  that  are  not  iimple  men ! 
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Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  arc, 
Therefore  Til  not  difdain. 

Clown.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  courtier. 

Shep.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 
handfomely. 

Clown.  He  feems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  fan- 
taftical :  a  great  man,  PU  warrant ;  I  know,  by  the  pick- 
ing on's  teeth. 

Aur.  The  fardel  there  ?  what's  i'the  fardel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box  ? 

Shep.  Sir,  there  lies  fuch  fecrets  in  this,  fardel,  and 
box,  which  none  muft  know  but  the  king ;  and  which 
he  fhall  know  within  this  hour,  if  I  may  come  to  the 
fpeech  of  him. 

AuT.  Age,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 

Shep.  Why,  fir  ? 

AuT.  The  king  is  not  at  the  palace ;  he  is  gone  aboard 
a  new  ftiip  to  purge  melancholy,  and  air  himfelf :  For, 
if  thou  be'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know, 
the  king  is  full  of  grief. 

Shep.  So  'tis  faid,  fir ;  about  his  fon,  that  fliould  have 
married  a  fliepherd's  daughter. 

Aur.  If  that  ftiepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him  fly ; 
the  curfes  he  ftiall  have,  the  tortures  he  fliall  feel,  will 
break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monften 

Clown.  Think  you  fo,  fir  ? 

Aur.  Not  he  alone  fliall  fufFer  what  wit  can  make 
heavy,  and  vengeance  bitter ;  but  thofe  that  are  ger- 
mane to  him,  though  removed  fifty  times,  fliall  all  come 
under  the  hangman :  which  though  it  be  great  pity,  yet 
it  is  neceflliry.  An  old  flieep-whiftlihg  rogue,  a  ram- 
tender,  to  offer  to  have  his  daughter  come  into  grace ! 
Some  fay,  he  fliall  be  ftoned ;  but  that  death  is  too  foft 
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for  him,  fay  I :  Draw  our  throne  into  a  fheep-cote !  all 
deaths  are  too  few,  the  fharpeft  too  eafy. 

Clcutn.  Has  the  old  man  e*er  a  fon,  fir,  do  you  hear, 
an't  Uke  you,  fir  ? 

Aur.  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay*d  alive ;  then, 
'nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's 
neft ;  then  ftand,  till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram 
dead :  then  recovered  again  with  aqua-vitse,  or  fome 
other  hot  infufion  :  then,  raw  as  he  is,  and  in  the  hot- 
teft  day  prognoftication  proclaims,  (hall  he  be  fet  againft 
a  brick-wall,  the  fun  looking  with  a  fouthward  eye  upon 
him ;  where  he  is  to  behold  him,  with  flies  blown  to 
death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe  traitorly  rafcals,  whofe 
miferies  are  to  be  fmiPd  at,  their  offences  being  fo  capi- 
tal ?  Tell  me,  (for  you  feem  to  be  honefl  plain  men,) 
what  you  have  to  the  king:  being  fomething  gently 
confidered,  Til  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard,  tender 
your  perfons  to  his  prefence,  whifper  him  in  your  be- 
halfs  ;  and,  if  it  be  in  man,  befides  the  king,  to  efFed 
your  fuits,  here  is  man  Ihall  do  it. 

Clown.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority :  clofe  with 
him,  give  him  gold ;  and  though  authority  be  a  ftubborn 
bear,  yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  nofe  with  gold  :  fhow  the 
infide  of  your  purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  hand,  and  no 
more  ado  :  Remember,  floned,  and  flay'd  alive. 

Shep.  An't  pleafe  you,  fir,  to  undertake  the  bufinefs 
for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have :  FU  make  it  as  much 
more ;  and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn,  till  I  bring  it 
you. 

Aur.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 

Shep.  Ay,  fir. 

j4ur.  Well,  give  me  the  moiety  : — Are  ycu  a  party  ia 
this  bufinefs  ? 
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Clown.  In  fome  fort,  fir :  but  though  my  cafe  be  a 
pitiful  one,  I  hope  I  (hall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

Aar.  O,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fhepherd's  fon  : — ^Hang 
him,  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clown ^  Comfort,  good  comfort :  We  mufl  to  the  kingj 
and  fhow  our  ftrange  fights:  he  muft  know,  'tis  none  of 
your  daughter,  nor  my  fitter ;  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  I 
will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old  man  does,  when  the 
bufinefs  is  perform'd;  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your 
pawn,  till  it  be  brought  you. 

Avr.  I  will  trull  you.  Walk  before  toward  the  fea-fide; 
go  on  the  right  hand ;  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge^ 
and  follow  you. 

Clown.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay, 
even  blefs'd. 

Seep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us  :  he  was  provided  to 
do  us  good.  \Exeunt  Shepherd  and  Clown. 

Aur.  Tf  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee,  fortune 
would  not  fuffer  me ;  fhe  drdps  booties  in  my  mouth.  I 
am  courted  now  with  a  double  occafion;  gold,  and  a 
means  to  do  the  prince  my  mafter  good ;  which,  who 
knows  how  that  may  turn  back  to  my  advancement  ?  I 
will  bring  thefe  two  moles,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him  ; 
if  he  think  it  fit  to  fhore  them  again,  and  that  the  com- 
plaint they  have  to  the  king  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him 
call  me,  rogue,  for  being  fo  far  officious ;  for  I  am  proof 
againft  that  title,  and  what  (hame  elfe  belongs  to't :  To 
him  will  I  prefent  them,  there  may  be  matter  in  it.  [Exit. 


ACT  r. 
SCENE  I.  Sicilia.  A  Room  in  the  Palace  of  Leontes. 
Enter  Leontes,  Cleomenes,  Dion,  Paulina,  and 

Others. 
Vol.  n.  Mm 
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Cleo.  Sir,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  perfbrfli^d 
A  faint-like  forrow :  no  fault  could  you  make^ 
Which  you  have  not  redeemed ;  indeed,  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs :  At  the  laft. 
Do,  as  the  heavens  have  done  i  forget  your  evil ; 
With  them,  forgive  yourfelf. 

Leon.  Whilft  I  remember 
Her,  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemiflies  in  them  ;  and  fd  ftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  myfelf :  which  was  fo  much. 
That  heirlefs  it  hath  made  my  kingdom ;  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fweet'ft  companion,  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

Paul.  True,  too  true,  my  lord  : 
If,  one  by  one,  you  wedded  all  the  world. 
Or,  from  the  all  that  are,  took  fomething  good> 
To  make  a  perfed  woman ;  fhe,  you  kill'd. 
Would  be  unparallel'd. 

LifOisr.  I  think  fo.   Kill'd! 
She  I  kiird  ?  I  did  fo  :  but  thou  ftrikeft  me 
Sfirely,  to  fay  I  did  ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought :  Now,  good  now. 
Say  fo  but  feldom.  ^ 

Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  lady : 
You  might  have  fpoken  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Paul.  You  are  one  of  thofe, 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dion.  If  you  would  not  fo. 
You  pity  not  the  date,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  mod  fovereign  name  ;  confider  Uttle, 
What  dangers,  by  his  highnefs'  fail  of  iflue,. 
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May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers-on.     What  were  more  holy, 
Than  to  rejoice,  the  former  queen  is  well  ? 
What  holier,  than, — ^for  royalty's  repair. 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good, — 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  majefty  again 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't  ? 

Paul.  There  is  none  wonhy, 
Refpecling  her  that's  gone.    Befides,  the  gods 
Will  have  fulfilled  their  fecret  purpofes  : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  oracle. 
That  king  Leontes  fhall  not  have  an  heir. 
Till  his  loft  child  be  foimd  ?  which,  that  it  fliall, 
Is  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafon. 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave, 
And  come  again  to  me ;  who^  on  my  life, 
Did  perifh  with  the  infant.     'Tis  your  counfel, 
My  lord  fhould  to  the  heavens  be  contrary, 

Oppofe  againft  their  wills Care  not  for  iflue ; 

[To  Leoht^s 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir :  Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  the  worthieft ;  fo  his  fucceiTor 
Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leon.  Good  Paulina, — 
Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour, — ^O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fquar'd  me  to  thy  counfel !  then,  even  now^ 
I  might  have  looked  upon  nay  queen's  foil  eyes ; 
Have  taken  treafurc  from  her  lips,— — — 

Paul.  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded^ 

l^EON.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth, 

M  m  ij 
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No  more  fuch  wives ;  therefore,  no  wife  :  one  worfe^ 
And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  fainted  Ipirit 
Again  poflefs  her  corps ;  and,  on  this  ftage, 
(Where  we  offenders  now  appear,)  foul-vex*d. 
Begin,  And  why  to  me  ? 

Paul.  Had  fhe  fuch  power, 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leon.  She  had ;  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murder  her  I  married. 

Paul.  I  ftiould  fo  : 
Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walk'd,  Fd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye ;  and  tell  me,  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her :  then  I'd  fhriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Shou'd  f  ift  to  hear  me ;  and  the  words  that  followed 
Should  be.  Remember  mine,    / 

Leon.  Stars,  very  ftars. 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals  I— fear  thou  no  wife^ 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina. 

Paul.  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leon.  Never,  Paulina  ;  fo  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit  f 

Paul.  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oatL 

Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Paul.  Unlefs  another. 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  pi^re. 
Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo.  Good  madam,— 

Paul.  I  have  done. 
Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry,— if  you  will,  fibr. 
No  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  choofe  you  a  queen :  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former ;  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch. 
As,  walked  your  firfl  queen's  ghoft,  it  fhould  take  joy* 
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Leon.  My  true  Paulina, 
We  (hall  not  marry,  till  thou  bidd'ft  us. 

Paul.  That 
Shall  be,  when  your  firft  queen's  again  in  breath ; 
Never  till  then. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  prince  Florizel, 
Son  of  Polixenes,  with  his  princefs,  ((he 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld,)  defires  accefs 
To  your  high  prefence. 

Leon.  What  with  him  ?  he  comes  not 
Like  to  his  father's  greatnefs  :  his  approach, 
So  out  of  circumflance,  and  fudden,  tells  us, 
^Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.     What  train  ? 

Gent.  But  few. 
And  thofe  but  mean, 

Leon.  His  princefs,  fay  you,  with  him  ? 

Gent.  Ay ;  the  mod  peerlefs  piece  of  earth,  I  think^ 
That  e'er  the  fun  fhone  bright  on, 

Paul.  O  Hermione, 
As  every  prefent  time  doth  boaft  itfelf 
Above  a  better,  gone  ;  fo  muft  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,  you  yourfelf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo,  (but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme,)  S6,e  bad  not  been^ 
Nor  was  not  to  be  equalVd; — thus  your  verfe 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once ;  'tis  fbrewdly  ebb*d, 
To  fay,  you  have  feen  a  better. 

Gent.  Pardon,  madam : 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot ;  (your  pardon,) 
The  other,  when  (he  has  obtain'd  your  eye, 

M  m  iij 


55^  W-lNTEK^S   TALE. 

Will  have  your  tongue  too.     This  is  fuch  a  creaturCf 
Would  fhe  begin  a  fed,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profefTors  elfe ;  make  profelytes 
Of  who  fhe  but  bid  follow. 

Paul.  How  ?  not  women  ? 

Gent.  Women  will  love  her,  that  (he  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man  ;  men,  that  fhe  is 
The  rarefl  of  all  women. 

Leon.  Go,  Cleomencs ; 
Yourfelf,  affifled  with  your  honoured  friends. 
Bring  them  to  our  embracement.-^Still  'tis  ftrange, 

[Exettnt  Cleomenes,  Lords^  and  Gentleman. 
He  thus  fhould  fleal  upon  us. 

Paul.  Had  our  prince^ 
(Jewel  of  children,)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  paired 
Well  with  this  lord  ;  there  was  not  full  a  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leon.  Pr*ythee,  no  more  ;  thou  know'fl. 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  fure, 
When  I  fhall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that,  which  may 
Unfurnifh  me  of  reafon, — ^They  are  come>  ■     ■ 
Re-enter  Cleomenes^  with  Florizel^  Perdita,  and 

Attendants. 
Your  mother  was  mofl  true  to  wedlock,  prince ; 
For  fhe  did  print  your  royal  father  off, 
Conceiving  you  :  Were  I  but  twenty-one, 
Your  father's  image  is  fo  hit  in  you, 
His  very  air,  that  I  fhould  call  you  brother. 
As  I  did  him ;  and  fpeak  of  fomething,  wildly 
By  us  performed  before.     Mofl  dearly  welcome  J 
And  your  fair  princefs,  goddefs  ! — O,  alas  ! 
I  loft  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 
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Might  thus  have  flood,  begetting  wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  couple,  do  I  and  then  I  loft 
(All  mine  own  folly,)  the  fociety. 
Amity  too,  of  your  brave  father ;  whom, 
Though  bearing  mifery,  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  upon. 

Flo.  By  his  command 
Have  I  here  touched  Sicilia ;  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  king,  at  friend, 
Can  fend  his  brother :  and,  but  infirmity 
(Which  waits  upon  worn  times,)  hath  fomething  feiz*d 
His  wifh'd  abiUty,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you  ;  whom  he  loves 
(He  bade  me  fay  fo,)  more  than  all  the  fceptres. 
And  thofe  that  bear  them,  living, 

Leon.  O,  my  brother, 
(Good  gentleman !)  the  wrongs  I  have  done  thee,  flir 
Afrefh  within  me  ;  and  thefe  thy  offices. 
So  rarely  kind,  are  a$  interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs ! — Welcome  hither. 
As  is  the  fpring  to  the  earth.     And  hath  he  too 
Exposed  this  paragon  to  the  fearful  ufage 
(At  leafl,  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains ;  much  lefs 
The  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 

Flo.  Good  my  lord, 
She  came  from  Libya. 

Leon.  Where  the  warlike  Smalus, 
That  noble  honoured  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  Jov'd  ? 

Flo.  Moft  royal  fir,  from  thence  ;  from  him,  whofe 
daughter 
His  tears  prochim'd  his,  parting  with  her  :  thence  / 
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Of  this  fair  couple,)  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  feeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me  ; 
Whofe  honour,  and  whofe  honefty,  till  now, 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fo,  to  his  charge ; 
He's  with  the  king  your  father. 

Leon.  Who  ?  Camillo  ? 

Lord.  Camillo,  fir  ;  I  fpake  with  him ;  who  now 
Has  thefe  poor  men  in  qucftion.     Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake  :  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth  ; 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  fpeak : 
Bohemia  flops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths  in  death. 

Per.  O,  my  poor  father ! — 
The  heaven  fets  fpies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  contrad  celebrated. 

Leon.  You  are  married  ?^ 

Flo.  We  are  not,  fir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be ; 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft  :— 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike.  ^ 

Leon.  My  lord. 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  king  ? 

Flo.  She  is, 
When  once  fhe  is  my  wife. 

Leon.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  father*s  fpeed, 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.     I  am  forry, 
Moft  forry,  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 
Where  you  were  tied  in  duty :  and  as  forry. 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  worth  as  beauty, 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 
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Flo.  Dear,  look  up  : 
Though  fortune,  vifible  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father ;  power  no  jot 
Hath  fhe,  to  change  our  loves. — 'Befeech  you,  fir. 
Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  qow  :  with  thought  of  fuch  affet^ons. 
Step  forth  mine  advocate  ;  at  your  requeft. 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles. 

Leon.  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  miflrefs. 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Pjtui.  Sir,  my  liege,    • 
Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't :  not  a  month 
'Fojre  your  queen  died,  Ihe  was  more  worth  fuch  gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now* 

Leon.  I  thought  of  her. 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made — But  your  petition 

[jfa  Florizel. 
Is  yet  unanfwer'd :  I  will  to  your  father  ; 
Your  honour  not  overthrown  by  your  defires, 
I  am  friend  to  them,  and  you:  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him ;  therefore,  follow  me, 
And  mark  what  way  I  make :  Come,  good  my  lord. 

lExcuat. 

-  1 1  1 1 

SCENE  IL  "fbe/ame.     Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  AuroLrcus^  and  a  Gentleman. 
Aur.  'Befeech  you,  fir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  rela- 
tion? 

1  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  fardel,  heard 
the  old  fliepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it ; 
whereupon,  after  a  little  amazednefs,  we  were  all  com- 
manded out  of  the  chamber;  only  this,  methoiight,  I 
heard  the  fliepherd  fay,  be  found  the  child. 
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r    jiuT.  I  would  moft  gladly  know  the  iffue  of  it. 

1  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  buiinefs  ;^f^ 
But  the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  king,  and  Camillo, 
were  very  notes  of  admiration  :  they  feemed  almoft,  with 
flaring  on  one  another,  to  tear  the ,  cafes  of  their  eyes  ; 
there  was  fpeech  in  their  dumbnefs,  language  in  their 
very  gcfture  ;  they  looked,  as  they  had  heard  of  a  world 
xanfom'd,  or  one  deftroy'd  :  A  notable  paffion  of  wonder 
appeared  in  them :  but  the  wifeft  beholder,  that  knew,  no 
more  but  feeing,  could  not  fay,  if  the  importance  were 
joy,  or  forrow ;  but  in  the  extremity  of  the  one,  it  mull 
needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  a  gentleman,  that,  happily,  knows  more : 
The  news,  Rogero  ? 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires :  The  oracle  is  fulfilled ; 
the  king's  daughter  is  found  :  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  ballad-makers  cannot 
be  able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  the  lady  Paulina's  fleward ;  he  can  deliver 
you  more.— How  goes  it  now,  fir  ?  this  news,  which  is 
call'd  true,  is  fo  Uke  an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is 
in  flrong  fufpicion :  Has  the  king  found  his  heir  ? 

3  Gent.  Mofl  true ;  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by 
circumflance :  that,  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you 
fee,  there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs.     The  mantle  of 

queen  Hermione  ; — her  jewel  about  the  neck  of  it ; 

the  letters  of  Antigonus,  found  with  it,  which  they  know 
to  be  his  charader  : — the  majefly  of  the  creature,  in  re- 
femblancc  of  the  mother ; — the  affedion  of  noblenefs, 
which  nature  fhows  above  her  breeding, — and  many 
other  evidences,  proclairn  her,  with  all  certainty,  to  be 
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the  king's  daughter.     Did  you  fee  the  meeting  of  the 
two  kings  ? 

2  Gent.  No. 

3  Gent.  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight,  which  was  to  be 
feen»  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  be- 
held one  joy  crown  another  ;  fo,  and  in  fuch  manner, 
that,  it  feem'd,  forrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them ;  for, 
their  joy  waded  in  tears.  There  was  cafting  up  of  eyes, 
holding  up  of  hands  ;  with  coimtenance  of  fuch  diftrac- 
tion,  that  they  were  to  be  known  by  garment,  not  by 
favour.  Our  king,  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf 
for  joy  of  his  found  daughter  ;  as  if  that  joy  were  now 
become  a  lofs,  cries,  0,  thy  mother^  thy  mother !  then  aiks 
Bohemia  forgivenefs;  then  embraces  his  fon-in-law;  then 
again  worries  he  his  daughter,  with  cUpping  her :  now 
he  thanks  the  old  fhepherd,  which  ftands  by,  like  a  wea- 
ther-bitten conduit  of  many  kings*  reigns.  I  never  heard 
of  fuch  another  encounter,  which  lames  report  to  fol^ 
low  it,  and  undoes  defcription  to  do  it. 

2  Gent.  What,  pray  you,  bepame  of  Antigonus,  that 
carried  hence  the  child  ? 

3  Gent.  Like  an  old  tale  ftill ;  which  will  have  mat-^ 
ter  to  rehearfe,  though  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear 
open  :  He  was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear :  this  avouches 
the  fhepherd's  fon  ;  who  has  not  only  his  innocence 
(which  feems  much,)  to  juftify  him,  but  a  handkerchief, 
and  rings,  of  his,  that  Paulina  knows. 

I  Gent.  What  became  of  his  bark,  and  his  followers? 

3  Gent.  Wreck'd,  the  fame  inftant  of  their  mafter's 
death ;  and  in  the  view  of  the  fhepherd :  fo  that  all  the 
inftruments,  which  aided  to  expofe  the  child,  were  even 
then  loft,  when  it  was  found.  But,  O,  the  noble  com- 
bat, that,  'twixt  joy  and  fqrrow,  was  fqught  in  Paulina  1 
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She  had  one  eye  declined  for  the  lofs  of  hef  hulband ; 
another  elevated  that  the  oracle  was  fulfilled :  She  Ufted 
the  princefs  from  the  earth ;  and  fo  locks  her  in  em- 
bracing, as  if  (he  would  pin  her  to  her  heart,  that  flie 
might  no  more  be  in  danger  of  lofing. 

I  Gent.  The  dignity  of  this  aft  was  worth  the  au-- 
dience  of  kings  and  princes ;  for  by  fuch  was  it  adl- 
ed. 

3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettieft  touches  of  all,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  eyes,  (caught  the  water,  though 
not  the  fifh,)  was,  when  at  the  relation  of  the  queen^s 
death,  with  the  manner  how  fhe  came  to  it,  (bravely 
confefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  king,)  how  attentivenefs 
wounded  his  daughter  :  till,  from  one  fign  of  dolour  to 
another,  ihe  did,  with  an  alas  /  I  would  fain  fay,  bleed 
tears  ;  for,  I  am  fure,  my  heart  wept  blood.  Who  was 
moft  marble  there,  changed  colour ;  fome  fwooned,  all 
forrowed  :  if  all  the  world  could  have  feen  it,  the  woe 
had  been  univerfal- 

1  Gent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  ? 

3  Gent.  No  :  the  princefs  hearing  of  her  mother's 
ijatue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina, — a  piece  many 
years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  performed  by  that  rare 
ItaUan  mafter,  Julio  Romano;  who,  had  he  himfelf  eter- 
nity, and  could  put  breath  into  his  work,  would  beguile 
nature  of  her  cuftom,  fo  perfedlly  he  is  her  ape  :  he  fo 
near  to  Hermione  hath  done  Hermione,  that,  they  fky, 
one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and  (land  in  hope  of  anfwer : 
thither  with  all  greedinefs  of  afFedion;Hare  they  gone ; 
and  there  they  intend  to  fup. 

2  Gent.  I  thought,  flie  had  fome  great  matter  there 
in  hand ;  for  fhe  hath  privately,  twice  or  thrice  a  day, 
ever  fince  the  death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed 
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houfe.     Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  company  pica 
the  rejoicing  ? 

I  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  rf 
accefs  ?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  fome  new  grace  will  be 
bom :  our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  know- 
ledge.    Let's  along.  [^Exeunt  Gentlemen. 

-^ar.  Now,  had  I  not  the  dafh  of  my  former  life  in 
me,  would  preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought  the 
old  man  and  his  fon  aboard  the  prince ;  told  him,  I  heard 
them  talk  of  a  fardel,  and  I  know  not  what :  but  he  at 
that  time,  over-fond  of  the  fhepherd^s  daughter,  (fo  he 
then  took  her  to  be,)  who  began  to  be  much  feafick, 
and  himfelf  little  better,  extremity  of  weather  continu- 
ing, this  myftery  remained  undifcovered.  But  'tis  all 
one  to  me  :  for  had  I  been  the  finder-out  of  this  fecret, 
it  would  not  have  relifh'd  among  my  other  difcredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown. 
Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my  will, 
and  already  appearing  in  the  bloflbms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep.  Come,  boy ;  I  am  pad  more  children ;  but  thy 
fons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  bom. 

Clown.  You  are  weU  met,  fir :  You  denied  to  fight 
with  me  this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentleman  bom : 
See  you  thefe  clothes  ?  lay,  you  fee  them  not,  and  think 
me  dill  no  gentleman  bom :  you  were  bed  (ay,  thefe 
robes  arc  not  gentlemen  bom«  Give  me  the  lie ;  do ; 
and  try  whether  I  am  not  now  a  gentleman  bom. 

Aur.  I  know,  you  are  now,  fir,  a  gentleman  bom. 

Clown.  Ay^  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  fi>ar 
hours. 

Shep.  And  fo  have  i,  boy. 

Clown.  So  you  have  : — but  I  was  a  gentleman  bom 
before  my  father :  for  the  king's  fon  took  me  by  the 
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handy  and  called  me,  brother ;  and  then  the  two  kings 
call'd  my  father,  brother  ;  and  then  the  prince,  my  bro- 
ther, and  the  princefs,  my  lifter,  calPd  my  father,  father; 
and  fo  we  wept :  and  there  was  the  firft  gentlemanlike 
tears  that  ever  we  (hed. 

Shep.  Wc  may  live,  fon,  to  Ihed  many  more. 

Clown.  Ay ;  or  elfe  •twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fopre- 
pofterous  eftate  as  we  are. 

Aur.  I  humbly  befeech  you,  fir,  to  pardon  me  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  your  worfhip,  and  to  give 
me  your  good  report  to  the  prince  my  maftcr. 

Shef.  Pr'ythec,  fon,  do  i  for  we  muft  be  gentle,  now 
we  are  gentlemen. 

Clown.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  f 

Avr.  Ay,  an  it  Uke  your  good  worihip. 

Clown.  Give  me  thy  hand :  I  will  fwear  to  the  prince, 
thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 

Shep.  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

Clown.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  Let 
boors  and  franklins  fay  it,  Til  fwear  it. 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 

Clown.  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may 
fwear  it,  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  : — And  Til  fwear  to 
the  prince,  thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that 
thou  wilt  not  be  drunk  ;  but  I  know,  thou  art  no  tall 
fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk ;  but 
I'll  fwear  it :  and  I  would,  thou  would'ft  be  a  tall  fellow 
of  thy  hands. 

Aur:  I  will  prove  fo,  fir,  to  my  power. 

Clown.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow  :  If  I 
do  not  wonder  how  thou  dareft  venture  to  be  drunk, 

not  being  a  tall  fellow,  truft  me  not ^Hark!  the 

kings  and  the  princes,  our  kindred,  are  going  to  fee  tfee 
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queen's  pidhire.     Come,  follow  us :  we'll  be  thy  good 
mafters.  \^Excunt. 

SCENE  III.    Tie/ame.    A  Room  in  Paulina's  Houfe. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel^  Perditj^ 

Camillo^  PAULiNAy  Lords^  and  Attendants. 

Leon.  O  grave  and  good  Paulina^  tKe  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee ! 

Paul.  What,  fovereign  fir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well :  All  my  fcrvices. 
You  have  paid  home :  but  that  you  have  vouchfafd. 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  thefe  your  contradted 
Heirs  of  your  kingdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vifit. 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer. 

Leon.  O  Paulina, 
We  honour  you  with  trouble  :  But  we  came 
To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  queen :  your  gallery 
Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content 
In  many  fingularities ;  but  we  faw  not 
That  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon. 
The  ftatue  of  her  mother. 

Paul.  As  (he  liv'd  peerlefs, 
So  her  dead  likenefs,  I  do  well  believe. 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon, 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done  j  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely,  apart :  But  here  it  is :  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  Uvely  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  fleep  mock'd  death :  behold ;  and  fay,  'tis  well. 

[Paulina  undraws  a  curtain^  and  difcovers  ajiatue* 
I  Uke  y^^r  filence,  it  the  more  fliows  oflF 
Your  wonder  :  But  yet  fpeak  ; — ^firft,  you>  my  liege. 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  ? 
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Leon.  Her  natural  pofture  ! — 
Chide  me,  dear  ftone ;  that  I  may  fay,  indeed. 
Thou  art  Hermione  :  or,  rather,  thou  art  (he, 
In  thy  not  chiding ;  for  (he  was  as  tender. 
As  infancy,  and  grace. — But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled ;  nothing 
So  aged,  as  this  feems. 

Pol.  O,  not  by  much. 

Paul.  So  much  the  more  our^  carver's  excellence  ; 
Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  (he  liv'd  now. 

Leon.  As  now  (he  might  have  done, 
So  much  to  my  good  comfort^  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.     O,  thus  (he  flood, 
Even  with  fuch  life  of  majefty,  (warm  life. 
As  now  it  coldly  ftands,)  when  firft  I  woo'd  her  ! 
I  am  afham'd  :  Does  not  the  ftone  rebuke  me. 
For  being  more  ftone  than  it  ?— O,  royal  piece. 
There's  magick  in  thy  majefty  ;  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance ;  and 
From  thy  admiring  daughter  took  the  fpirits, 
Standing  like  ftone  with  tfiee ! 

Per.  And  give  me  leave ; 
And  do  not  fay>  'tis  fuperftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blefling. — Lady, 
Dear  queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours,  to  kifs, 

Paul.  O,  patience ; 
The  ftatue  is  but  newly  fix'd,  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on  j 
Which  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away, 
3o  many  fummers,  dry :  fcarce  any  joy 
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Did  ever  fo  long  live ;  no  forrow. 
But  kiird  itfelf  much  fooner. 

Pol.  Dear  my  brother, 
Let  him,  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 
^  Paul.  Indeed,  my  lord, 
If  I  had  thought,  the  fight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  (for  the  floae  is  mine,) 
I'd  not  have  (how^d  it. 

Leon.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Paul.  No  longer  (hall  you  gaze  on*t ;  left  your  fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  moves, 

Leon.  Let  be,  let  be. 
Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  methinks,  already — 
WTiat  was  he,  that  did  make  it  ? — See,  my  lord. 
Would  you  not  deem,  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  thofe  vein* 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

Pol.  Mafterly  done : 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  hp- 

Leon.  The  fixture  of  her  eye  has  motion  in^t. 
As  we  are  mock'd  with  art. 

Paul.  V\\  draw  the  curtain ; 
My  lord's  almoft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon,  it  lives. 

Leon.  O  fweet  Paulina, 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together ; 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.     Let't  alone. 

Paul.  I  am  forry,  fir,  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'd  you:  but 
I  could  afflift  you  further. 

Leon.  Do,  Paulina ; 
Tor  this  afflidion  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
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As  any  cordial  comfort. — Still,  methinks,  ' 

There  is  aix  air  comes  from  her  :  What  fine  chizzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?  Let  no  man  mock  me. 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  lord,  forbear: 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet ; 
You'll  mar  it,  if  yoa  kifs  it ;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting  :  Shall  I  draw  the  curtain  ? 

Leon.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 

Per   So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  looker  on. 

Paul.  Either  forbear, 
Quit  prefently  the  chapel ;  or  refolve  yoU 
For  more  amazement :  If  you  can  behold  it, 
ril  make  the  ftatue  move  indeed ;  defcend. 
And  take  you  by  the  hand :  but  then  you'll  think^ 
(Which  I  proteft  againft,)  I  am  aflifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Lj?oAr.  What  you  can  make  her  40f 
I  am  content  to  look  on  :  what  to  fpeak^ 
I  am  content  to  hear  ;  for  'tis  as  eafy 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  required, 
You  do  awake  your  faith  :  Then,  all  ftand  ftill ; 
Or  thofe,  that  think  it  is  unlawful  bufinefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leon.  Proceed ; 
No  foot  (hall  ftir. 

Paul.  Mufick  ;  awake  hcf:  ftrike —  [MuJicL 

'Tis  time ;  defcend  ;  be  ftone  no  more  :  approach  ; 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.     Come  ; 
ril  fill  your  grave  up :  ftir ;  nay,  come  away  ; 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbnels,  for  from  him 
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Dear  life  redeems  you. — You  perceive,  (he  ftirs  : 

[Hermione  comes  down  from  the  pedeJlaL 
Start  not :  her  adHons  fhall  be  holy,  as. 
You  hear,  my  fpell  is  lawful :  do  not  (hun  her. 
Until  you  fee  her  die  again  ;  for  then 
You  kill  her  double :  Nay,  prefent  your  hand  : 
When  (he  was  young  you  woo'd  her  ;  now,  in  age. 
Is  (he  become  the  fuitor. 

Leon.  O,  fhe's  warm  !  [Embracing  ber. 

If  this  be  magick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 

Pol.  She  embraces  him. 
,  Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck  ; 
If  (he  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol.  Ay,  and  make't  manifeft  where  (he  has  liv'd, 
Or,  how  ftorn .  from'  the  dead  ? 

Paul.  That  flie  is  living. 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  ;  but  it  appears,  fhe  lives, 
Though  yet  (he  fpeak  not.     Mark  a  little  while. — 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe,  fair  madam ;  kneel. 
And  pray  your  mother's  blefling. — ^Turn,  good  lady ; 
Our  Perdita  is  found. 

[Prefenting  Perdita^  who  kneels  to  Hermione. 

Her.  You  gods,  look  down. 
And  from  your  facred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon  my  daughter's  head  ! — Tell  me,  mine  own, 
Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd?  where  liv'd?  how  found 

Thy  father's  court  ?  for  thou  (halt  hear,  that  I, 

Knowing  by  Paulina,  that  the  oracle 

Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being, — have  preferv'd  myfelf, 

To  fee  the  iflue. 

Paulm  There's  tinie  enough  for  that ; 
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Left  they  deiire,  upon  this  pufh,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation. — Go  together, 
You  precious  winners  all ;  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one.     I,  an  old  turtle, 
Will  wing  me  to  fome  withered  bough ;  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again, 
Lament  till  I  am  loft. 

Leon.  O  peace,  Paulina ; 
Thou  ftiould'ft  a  huft)and  take  by  my  confent. 
As  I  by  thine,  a  wife :  this  is  a  match ^ 
And  made  between's  by  vows.     Thou  haft  found  mine; 
But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd :  for  I  faw  her. 
As  I  thought,  dead  ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave  :  Pll  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind,)  to  find  thee 

An  honourable  huft)and ; Come,  XHamillo, 

And  take  her  by  the  hand :  whofe  worth,  and  honefty, 
Is  richly  noted  ;  and  here  juftify'cj 
By  us,  a  pair  of  kings, — Let's  from  this  place. — 
What  ? — Look  upon  my  brother ; — both  your  pardons. 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 

My  ill  fufpicion ^This  your  fon-in-law, 

And  fon  unto  the  king,  (whom  heavens  direding,) 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter,--Good  Paulina^ 

Lead  us  from  hence ;  where  we  may  leifurely 

Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 

Performed  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fince  firft 

We  were  diflever'd :  Haftily  lead  away.  [Exeunt. 
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Perfons  reprefented. 

Solinus,  Duke  o/^Ephefus. 

iEgeon,  a  Merchant  of  Syracufe. 

Antipholus  ./Ephefus,    ?  'TwinBrotbers  and  Sons  toRgt. 

Antipholus  o/Syracufe.    \    on  andJEjoxhz,  but  unknown 

J    to  each  other. 
Dromio  ^Ephefus,  7  Twin  Brothers ^  and  Attendants  on 
Dromio  o/*  Syracufe,  3      the  two  Antipholus's. 
Balthazar,  a  Merchant. 
Angelo,  a  Goldfmith. 

A  Merchant^  Friend  to  Antipholus  ^Syracufe, 
Pinch,  a  Schoolma/ierj  and  a  Conjurer. 

iEmilia,  Wife  to  iEgeon,  an  Ahhefs  at  Ephefus. 
Adriana,  Wife  to  Antipholus  ^Ephefus. 
Luciana,  her  Sifter. 
Luce,  her  Servant. 
A  Courtezan. 

Gaoler f  Officers,  and  other  Attendant f^^ 

SCENH,  Ephefus. 
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SCENE  I.  j4  Hall  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  jEgeon,  Gaoler^  Officers,  and  other 

Attendants. 

JEge.  Proceed,  Solinus,  to  procure  my  fall, 
And,  by  the  doom  of  death,  end  woes  and  all. 

Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracufa,  plead  no  more  ; 
I  am  not  partial,  to  infringe  our  laws  : 
The  enmity  and  difcord,  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  rancorous  outrage  of  your  duke 
To  merchants,  our  well-dealing  countrymen, — 
Who,  wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  lives. 
Have  feaPd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  bloods, — 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threatening  looks. 
For,  fince  the  mortal  and  inteftine  jars 
Twixt  thy  fedltious  countrymen  and  us. 
It  hath  in  folemn  fynods  been  decreed. 
Both  by  the  Syracufans  and  ourfelves. 
To  admit  no  traffick  to  our  adverfe  towns : 
Nay,  more. 

If  any,  bom  at  Ephefus,  be  feen 
At  any  Syracufan  marts  and  fairs, 
Again,  If  any  Syracufan  bom, 
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Come  to  the  bay  of  Ephefus,  he  dies. 

His  goods  confifcate  to  the  duke's  difpofe ; 

Unlefs  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied, 

To  quit  the  penalty,  and  to  ranfom  him. 

Thy  fubftance,  valued  at  the  higheft  rate, 

Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks ; 

Therefore,  by  law  thou  art  condemnM  to  die. 

jEgs.  Yet  this  my  comfort ;  when  your  words  are  donCj 
My  woes  end  likewife  with  the  evening  fun. 

Duke,  Well,  Syracufan,  fay,  in  brief,  the  caufe 
Why  thou  departedft  from  thy  native  home  ; 
And  for  what  caufe  thou  cam'ft  to  Ephefus. 

jEge.  a  heavier  talk  could  not  have  been  imposed. 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  griefs  unfpeakable  : 
Yet,  that  the  world  may  witnefs,  that  my  end 
Was  wrought  by  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 
I'll  utter  what  my  forrow  gives  me  leave. 
In  Syracufa  was  I  bom  ;  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me. 
And  by  me  too,  had  not  our  hap  been  bad. 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy  ;  our  wealth  increas'd» 
By  profperous  voyages  I  often  made 
To  Epidamnum,  till  my  fador's  death  ; 
And  he,  great  care  of  goods  at  random  left. 
Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  fpoufe  : 
From  whom  my  abfence  was  not  fix  months  old. 
Before  herfelf  (almoft  at  fainting,  under 
The  pleafing  punifliment  that  women  bear,) 
Had  made  provifion  for  her  following  mc. 
And  foon,  and  fafe,  arrived  where  I  was. 
There  Ihe  had  not  been  long,  but  (he  became 
A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons ; 
And,  which  was  ftrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other^ 
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As  could  not  be  diftinguifli'd  but  by  names* 

That  very  hour,  and  in  the  felfsame  inn, 

A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 

Of  fuch  a  burden,  male  twins,  both  alike  : 

Thofe,  for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor, 

I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  fons* 

My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  boys. 

Made  daily  motions  for  our  home  return : 

Unwilling  I  agreed  ;  alas,  too  foon. 

We  came  aboard : 

A  league  from  Epidamnum  had  we  fail'd, 

Before  the  always-wind-obeying  deep 

Gave  any  tragic  inftance  of  our  harm  : 

But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope ; 

For  what  obfcured  light  the  heavens  did  grant 

Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 

A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death ; 

Which,  though  my felf  would  gladly  have  embrac'd^ 

Yet  the  inceflant  weepings  of  my  wife. 

Weeping  before  for  what  fhe  faw  mull  come. 

And  piteous  plainings  of  the  pretty  babes. 

That  moum'd  for  fafliion,  ignorant  what  to  fear. 

Forced  me  to  feek  delays  for  them  and  me. 

And  this  it  was, — for  other  means  was  none.-^ 

The  failors  fought  for  fafety  by  our  boat. 

And  left  the  (hip,  then  finking-ripe,  to  us  : 

My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  latter-bom. 

Had  faftened  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  maft. 

Such  as  fea-foring  men  pr6vide  for  ftorms ; 

To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 

Whilfl  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 

The  children  thus  difposM,  my  wife  and  I, 

Fixing  our  eyes  pn  whom  our  care  was  fix*d^ 
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Faften'd  ourfelves  at  either  end  the  mail ; 
And  floating  ftraight,  obedient  to  the  ftream. 
Were  carried  towards  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length  the  fun,  gazing  upon  the  earth, 
Difpers'd  thofe  vapours  that  oflfended  us  ; 
And,  by  the  benefit  of  his  wifti'd  light. 
The  feas  wax*d  calm,  and  we  difcovered 
Two  Ihips  from  far  making  amain  to  us, 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Epidaurus  this  : 
But  ere  they  came, — O,  let  me  fay  no  more ! 
Gather  the  fequel  by  that  went  before. 

Duke.  Nay,  forward,  old  man,  do  not  break  ofFfo ; 
For  we  may  pity,  though  not  pardon  thee, 

j^GE.  O,  had  the  gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 
Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us ! 
For,  ere  the  (hips  could  meet  by  twice  five  leagues, 
We  were  encountered  by  a  mighty  rock  ; 
Which  being  violently  borne  upon. 
Our  helpful  fliip  was  fplitted  in  the  midft, 
So  that,  in  this  unjuft  divorce  of  us. 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike 
What  to  delight  in,  what  to  forrow  for. 
Her  part,  poor  foul !  feeming  as  burdened 
With  lefler  weight,  but  not  with  lefTer  woe. 
Was  carried  with  more  fpeed  before  the  wind ; 
And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  fifhermen  of  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length,  another  fhip  had  feiz'd  on  us ; 
And,  knowing  whom  it  was  their  hap  to  fave, 
Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  fhipwreck'd  guefls  j 
And  would  have  reft  the  fifliers  of  their  prey. 
Had  not  their  bark  been  very  flow  of  fail, 
And  therefore  homeward  did  they  bend  their  courfe«- 
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Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  blifs  ; 
That  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolonged. 
To  tell  fad  (lories  of  my  own  mifhaps. 

Duke.  And,  for  the  fake  of  them  thou  forrowcft  for. 
Do  me  the  favour  to  dilate  at  full 
What  hath  befall'n  of  them,  and  thee,  till  now. 

jEge.  My  youngeft  boy,  and  yet  my  eldeft  care, 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquifitive 
After  his  brother  ;  and  importun'd  me. 
That  his  attendant,  (for  his  cafe  was  like. 
Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retained  his  name,) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  the  queft  of  him : 
Whom  whilft  I  laboured  of  a  love  to  fee^ 
I  hazarded  the  lofs  of  whom  I  lov'd. 
Five  fummers  have  I  fpent  in  furtheft  Greece, 
Roaming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  Afia, 
And,  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus ; 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loth  to  leave  unfought, 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men. 
But  here  muft  end  the  ftory  of  my  life ; 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death, 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke.  Haplefs  ^geon,  whom  the  fates  have  mark'd 
To  bear  the  extremity  of  dire  mifliap ! 
Now,  truft  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  laws, 
Againft  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity,  , 

Which  princes,  would  they,  may  not.  difannul. 
My  foul  fhould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee. 
But,  though  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death, 
And  paffed  fentence  may  not  be  recall'd, 
But  to  our  honour's  great  difparagement, 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can  : 
Therefore,  merchant,  Fll  limit  thee  this  day, 
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To  feek  thy  help  by  beneficial  help  : 

Try  all  the  friends  thou  haft  in  Ephcfus; 

Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make  up  the  fum. 

And  live ;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doomed  to  die  :-~ 

Gaoler,  take  him  to  thy  cuftody. 

Gaol.  I  will,  my  lord. 

JEgb.  Hopelefs,  and  helplefs,  doth  iEgeon  wend. 
But  to  procraftinate  his  lifelefs  end;  [J&rmtf. 

SCENE  11.   J  puilici  Place. 

Enter  Antipholus  and  Dromio  qf  Syracufe,  and  a 
Merchant. 

Mer.  Therefore,  give  out,  you  are  of  Epidamnum, 
Left  that  your  goods  too  foon  be  confifcate. 
This  very  day,  a  Syracufan  merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here ; 
And,  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life, 
According  to  the  ftatute  of  the  town. 
Dies  ere  the  weary  fun  fet  in  the  weft. 
There  is  your  money  that  1  had  to  keep. 

Ant.  S.  Go  bear  it  to  the  Centaur,  where  we  hoft. 
And  flay  there,  Dromio,  till  -I  come  to  thee. 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner  time : 
Till  that,  Fll  view  the  manners  of  the  town, 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings. 
And  then  return,  and  flecp  within  mine  inn ; 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  ftiflf  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  S.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word. 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  mean.      [JExiV  Dro.  S. 

Ant.  S.  a  trufty  villain,  fir ;  that  very  oft, 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy, 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts« 
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What,  will  you  walk  with  me  about  the  town, 
And  then  go  to  my  inn,  and  dine  with  me  ? 

MsR.  I  am  invited,  fir,  to  certain  merchants. 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  benefit ; 
I  crave  your  pardon.     Soon,  at  five  o'clock, 
Pleafe  you,  PU  meet*  with  you  upon  the  mart. 
And  afterwards  confort  you  till  bed-time  j 
My  prefent  bufincfs  calls  roe  from  you  now. 

^NT.  S.  Farewell  till  theti :  I  will  go  lofe  myfelf, 
And  wander  up  and  down,  to  view  the  city. 

Mbr.  Sir,  I  conmiend  you  to  your  own  content. 

[Exit  Merchant,^ 

Ant.  S.  He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own  content. 
Commends  me  to  the  thiftg  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water. 
That  in  the  ocean  feeks  another  drop ; 
Who,  falling  there  to  find  his  fellow  forth, 
Unfeen,  inqilifitive,  confounds  himfelf : 
So  I,  to  find  a  mother,  and  a  brother. 
In  queft  of  them,  unhappy,  lofe  myfelf. 
Enter  D ROM  10  of  Ephefus. 

Here  comes  the  almanack  of  my  true  date 

What  now  ?  How  chance,  thou  art  returned  fo  foon  ? 

Dro.  E.  Returned  fo  foon  !  rather  approach'd  too  late : 
The  capon  bums,  the  pig  falls  from  the  fpit ; 
The  clock  hath  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell, 
My  miftrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek  : 
She  is  fo  hot,  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold ; 
The  meat  is  cold,  becaufe  you  come  not  home ; 
You  come  not  home,  becaufe  you  have  no  ftomach  j 
You  have  no  ftomach,  having  broke  your  fail  j 
But  we,  that  know  what  'tis  to  fad  and  pray, 
Axe  penitent  for  your  default  to-day. 

3 
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Ayr.  S.  Stop  in  your  wind,  fir  ;  tell  mc  this,  I  pray; 
Where  have  you  left  the  money  that  I  gave  you  ? 

Dro.  E.  O, — fixpence,  that  I  had  o*  Wednefclay  laft. 
To  pay  the  faddler  for  my  miftrefs*  crupper  ; — 
The  faddler  had  it,  fir,  I  kept  it  not. 

u4xT.  S.  I  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now : 
Tell  me,  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  money  ? 
We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar*ft  thou  trufl: 
So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftody  ? 

Dro.  E.  I  pray  you,  jeft,  fir,  as  you  fit  at  dinner : 
I  from  my  miftrefs  come  to  you  in  pod ; 
If  I  return,  I  (hall  be  poft  indeed  ; 
For  fhe  will  fcore  your  fault  upon  my  pate. 
Methinks,  your  maw,  like  mine,  fliould  be  your  clock, 
And  ftrike  you  home  without  a  meflenger.         [feafon ; 

j^sr.  S.  Come,  Dromio,  come,  thefe  jefts  are  out  of 
Referv  e  them  till  a  merrier  hour  than  this : 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

Dro.  E.  To  me,  fir  ?  why  you  gave  no  gold  to  me. 

jInt.  S.  Come  on,  fir  knave,  have  done  your  fooliih- 
And  tell  me  how  thou  haft  difpos'd  thy  charge,      [nefs, 

Dro.  E.  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  the  mart 
Home  to  your  houfe,  the  Phoenix,  fir,  to  dinner ; 
My  miftrefs,  and  her  fifter,  ftay  for  you. 

Ant.  S.  Now,  as  I  am  a  chriftian,  anfwer  me. 
In  what  fafe  place  you  have  beftow'd  my  money ; 
Or  I  fliall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours. 
That  ftands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd  : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  thou  hadft  of  me  ? 

Dro.  E.  I  have  feme  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate, 
Some  of  my  miftrefs'  marks  upon  my  fiioulders. 
But  not  a  thoufand  marks  between  you  both.— 
If  I  ftiould  pay  your  worfliip  thofe  again, 
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Perchance,  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 

^NT.  S.  Thy  miftrefs'  marks !  what  miftrefs,  (lave, 
haft  thou  ? 

Dro.  E.  Your  worftiip's  wife,  my  miftrefs,  at  the  Phoenix ; 
She  that  doth  faft,  till  you  come  home  to  dinner. 
And  prays,  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

^NT.  S.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face. 
Being  forbid  ?  There,  take  you  that,  fir  knave. 

Dro.  E.  What  mean  you,  fir  ?    For  God's  fake,  hold 
your  hands ; 
Nay,  an  you  will  noi,  fir,  Til  take  my  heels. 

[Exit  Dromjo  E. 

Ant.  S.  Upon  my  life,  by  fome  device  or  other. 
The  villain  is  o'er-raught  of  all  my  money. 
They  fay,  this  town  is  full  of  cozenage  ; 
As,  nimble  jugglers,  that  deceive  the  eye, 
Dark-working  forcerers,  that  change  the  mind. 
Soul-killing  witches,  that  deform  the  body  ; 
Difguifed  cheaters,  prating  mountebanks, 
And  many  fuch  like  liberties  of  fin  : 
If  it  prove  fo,  I  will  be  gone  the  fooner. 
rU  to  the  Centaur,  to  go  feek  this  flave ; 
I  greatly  fear,  my  money  is  not  fafe.  [Exit. 


ACT  11. 

SCENE  I.  A  publick  Place. 

Enter  Adrian  a  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Neither  my  hufband,  nor  the  flave  returned. 
That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fent  to  feek  his  matter ! 
Sure,  Luciana,  it  is  two  o'clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps,  fome  merchant  hath  invited  him. 
And  from  the  mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner. 

Vol.  If.  O  o 
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Good  fifter,  let  us  dine,  and  never  fret : 

A  man  is  mailer  of  his  liberty  : 

Time  is  their  matter ;  and,  when  they  fee  time. 

They'll  go,  or  come :  If  fo,  be  patient,  fifter. 

j4dr.  Why  fhould  their  liberty  than  ours  be  more  ? 

Luc.  Becaufe  dieir  bufinefs  ftill  lies  out  o*  door. 

j4dr.  Look,  when  I  ferve  him  fo,  he  takes  it  ill, 

Luc.  O,  know,  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  wiU, 

j^DR.  There's  none,  but  aflcs,  will  be  bridled  fo^ 

Luc.  Why,  headftrong  liberty  is  la(h*d  with  woe. 
There's  nothing,  fituate  imder  heaven's , eye, 
But  hath  his  bound,  in  earth,  in  fea,  in  (ky : 
The  heafts,  the  fifhes,  and  the  winged  fowls. 
Are  their  males'  fuhged,  and  at  their  controls : 
Men,  more  divine,  the  mafters  of  all  thefe. 
Lords  of  the  wide  world,  and  wild  watry  feas^ 
Indued  with  intelle6kual  fenfe  and  fouk. 
Of  more  pre-eminence  than  fifh  and  fowls. 
Are  mafters  to  their  females,  and  their  lords : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords* 

j4dr.  This  fervitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc.  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage  bed. 

jiDR.  But,  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  fome 
fway. 

Luc.  Ere  I  learn  love.  Til  pradife  to  obey. 

^DR.  How  if  your  huft>and  ftart  fome  other  where  ? 

Luc.  Till  he  come  home  again,  I  would  forbear. 

j!4dr.  Patience,  unmov'd,  no  marvel  though  fhe  paufe;. 
They  ean  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  caufe. 
A  wretched  foul,  bruis'd  with  adverlity. 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry ; 
But  were  we  burden'd  with  like  weight  o£  pain. 
As  much,  or  more,  we  ftiould  oudeWes  covaghm  t 
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So  thou,  that  haft  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee. 
With  urging  helplefs  patience  would'ft  relieve  me  zj 
But,  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  bereft. 
This  fool-begg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Luc.  Well,  I  will  marry  one  day,  but  to  try ; — 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  hufband  nigh. 
Enter  Dromio  o/*Ephefus. 

Adr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  maftcr  now  at  hand  ? 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  he  is  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that 
my  two  ears  can  witnefs. 

Adr.  Say,  didft  thou  fpeak  with  him  ?  know'ft  thou 
his  mind  ? 

Dro.  E.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  his  mind  upon  mine  ear : 
Beflirew  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  underftand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  couldft  not  feel  his 
meaning  ? 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well 
feel  his  blows ;  and  withal  fo  doubtfully,  that  I  could 
fcarce  imderftand  them. 

Adr.  But  fay,  I  pr'ythee,  is  he  coming  home  ? 
It  feems,  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  wife. 

Dro.  E.  Why,  miftrefs,  furc  my  mafter  is  horn-mad. 

Adr.  Horn-mad,  thou  villain  ? 

Dro.  E.  I  mean  not  cuckold-mad ;   but,  fure,  he's 
ftark  mad : 
When  I  delir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner, 
He  afk'd  me  for  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  : 
^Tis  dinner-time^  quoth  I ;  Myxoid,  quoth  he  : 
ITour  meat  dotb  bum,  quoth  I ;  My  gold^  quoth  he  : 
Will  you  come  home  f  quoth  I ;  My  gold,  quoth  he : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  villain  f 
"The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burned;  My  gold,  quoth  he  : 
My  miftrefs,  fir,  quoth  I ;  Hang  up  thy  miftrefs  ; 

Oai] 
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I  know  not  thy  mijirefs ;  out  on  thy  mijlrefs  ! 
•  L\}£.  Quoth  who  ? 

Dro.  E.  Quoth  my  mafter  : 
/  knoWy  quoth  he,  no  Ijoufe^  no  wife,  no  mijlrefs  ^ 
So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  fhoulders  ; 
For,  in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Adr.  Go  back  again,  thou  flave,  and  fetch  him  home. 
^  hRO.  E.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 
For  God's  fake,  fend  fome  other  meflenger. 

Adr.  Back,  flave,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  acrofs. 

Dro.E.  And  he  will  blefs  that  crofs  with  other  beating: 
Between  you  I  fhall  have  a  holy  head. 

Adr.  Hence,  prating  peafant ;  fetch  thy  mailer  home. 

Dro.  E.  Am  I  fo  round  with  you,  as  you  with  me, 
That  like  a  football  you  do  fpum  me  thus  ? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither : 
If  I  laftin  this  fervice,  you  muft  cafe  me  in  leather.  [£x/V. 

Luc.  Fie,  how  impatience  lowereth  in  your  face ! 

Adr.  His  company  muft  do  his  minions  grace, 
Whilft  I  at  home  ftarve  for  a  merry  look. 
Hath  homely  age  the  alluring  beauty  took 
From  my  poor  cheek  ?  then  he  hath  wafted  it : 
Are  my  difcourfes  dull  ?  barren  my  wit  ? 
If  voluble  and  fliarp  difcourfe  be  marr'd, 
Unkindnefs  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 
Do  their  gay  veftments  his  aflfedtions  bait  ? 
That's  not  my  fault,  he's  mafter  of  my  ftate  : 
What  ruins  are  in  me,  that  can  be  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures :  My  decayed  fair 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  repair  : 
But,  too  unruly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale^ 
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And  feeds  from  home  ;  poor  I  am  but  his  dale. 

Luc.  Self-harming  jealoufy  ! — fie,  beat  it  hence. 

j4dr.  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  wrongs  difpenfe, 
I  know  his  eye  doth  homage  otherwhere ; 
Or  elfe,  what  lets  it  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  know,  he  promised  me  a  chain ;— * 
Would  that  alone  alone  he  would  detain, 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed  !  . 

I  fee,  the  jewel,  beft  enamelled, 
Will  lofe  his  beauty  ;  and  though  gold  'bides  ftill, 
That  others  touch,  yet  often  touching  will  * 
Wear  gold :  and  fo  no  man,  that  h'\th  a  name, 
But  falfehood  and  corruption  doth  it  ftiame. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye, 
I'll  weep  what's  left  away,  and  weeping  die. 

Luc.  Ho\y  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  jealoufy ! 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL     The  fame. 
Enter  Antipholus  of  Syracufe. 
Ant.  S.  The  gold,  I  gave  to  Dromio,  is  laid  up 
Safe  at  the  Centaur  ;  and  the  heedful  flave 
Is  wandered  forth,  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 
By  computation,  and  mine  hoft's  report, 
I  could  not  fpeak  with  Dromio,  fince  at  firft 
I  fent  him  from  the  mart :  See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 
How  now,  fir  ?  is  your  merry  humour  alterM  ? 
As  you  love  ftrokes,  fo  jeft  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur  ?  you  received  no  gold  ? 
Your  miftrefs  fent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  ? 
My  houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix  ?  Waft  thou  mad, 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anJfwer  me  ? 

O  o  iij 
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Dro.  S.  What  anfwer,  fir  ?  when  fpake  I  fuch  a  word? 

Ant.  S.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  hour  fincc 

Dro.  S.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence, 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  with  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

j4nt.  5-  Villain,  thou  didft  deny  the  gold's  receipt; 
And  told'ft  me  of  a  miftrefs,  and  a  dinner  ; 
For  which,  I  hope,  thou  felt'ft  I  was  difpleas*d. 

Dro.  S.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  : 
What  means  this  jeft  ?  I  pray  you,  mailer,  tell  me. 

Ant.  S.  Yea,  doft  thou  jeer,  and  flout  me  in  the  teeth? 
Think'ft  thou,  I  jeft  ?  Hold,  take  thou  that,  and  that. 

[beating  bim. 

Dro.  S.  Hold,  fir,  for  God's  fake  :  now  your  jeft  is 
Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ?  [eameft : 

Ant.  S.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fometimes 
Do  ufe  you  for  my  fool,  and  chat  with  you. 
Your  faucinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love. 
And  make  a  common  of  my  ferious  hours. 
When  the  fun  ftiines,  let  foolifti  gnats  make  (port. 
But  creep  in  crannies,  when  he  hides  his  beams. 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,  know  itiy  afp^d, 
And  faftiion  your  demeanour  to  my  looks. 
Or  I  will  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 

Dro.  S.  Sconce,  call  you  it  ?  fo  you  would  leave  bat* 
tering,  I  had  rather  have  it  a  head :  an/  you  ufe  theie 
blows  long,  I  muft  get  a  fconce  for  my  head,  and  in* 
fconce  it  too ;  or  elfe  I  ftiall  feek  my  wit  in  my  flioulr 
ders.     But,  I  pray,  fir,  why  am  I  beaten  ? 

Ant.  S.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

Dro.  S.  Nothing,  fir  j  but  that  I  am  beaten. 

Ant.  S.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

Dro.S.  Ay,  fir,  and  wherefore;  for,  they  fay,  every 
why  hath  a  wherefore. 
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jt/fT.  S.  Why,  firft, — for  flouting  me;  and  then,  Vrhere- 
For  urging  it  the  fecond  time  to  me.  [fore,—* 

Dro.  S.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out  of 
feafon  ? 
When,  in  the  why,  and  the  wherefore,  is  neither  rhyme 

nor  reafon  ?— 
Well,  fir,  I  thank  you. 

j4nt.  S.  Thank  me,  fir  ?  for  what  ? 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  fir,  for  this  fomething  that  you  gave 
me  for  nothing. 

j4nt.  S.  I'll  make  you  amends  next, to  give  you  nothing 
for  fomething*     But  fay,  fir,  is  it  dinner-time  ? 

Dro.  S.  No,  fir ;  I  think,  the  meat  wants  that  I  have. 

j4nt.  S.  In  good  time,  fir,  what's  that  ? 

Dro.  S.  Bailing. 

j4nt.  S.  Well,  fir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 

Dro.  S.  If  it  be,  fir,  I  pray  you  eat  none  of  it, 

j4nt.  S.  Your  reafon  ? 

Dro.  5.  Left  it  make  you  cholerick,  and  purchafe  me 
another  dry  bafting. 

Ant.  S.  Well,  fir,  learn  to  jeft  in  good  timd  j 
There's  a  time  for  all  things. 

Dro.  S.  I  durft  have  denied  that,  before  you  were  fo 
cholerick. 

Ant.  S.  By  what  rule,  fir  ? 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  fir,  by  a  rule  as  plain  »s  the  plain  bald 
pate  of  father  Time  himfelf. 

Ant.  S.  Let's  hear  it. 

Dro.  S.  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his  hair, 
that  grows  bald  by  nature. 

Ant.  S.  May  he  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery  ? 

Dro.  S.  Yes,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  peruke,  and  recover 
the  loft  hair  of  another  man. 

Oo  mj 
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Awr.  S.  Why  is  Time  fuch  a  niggard  of  hair,  being, 
as  it  is,  fo  plentiful  an  excrement  ? 

Dro.  S.  Becaufe  it  is  a  blefling  that  he  beftows  on 
beafts :  and  what  he  hath  fcanted  men  in  hair,  he  hadi 
given  them  in  wit. 

j4nt.  S.  Why,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more  hair 
than  wit. 

Dro.  S.  Not  a  man  of  thofe,  but  he  hath  the  wit  to 
lofe  his  hair. 

jiNT.  S.  Wliy,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  men 'plain 
dealers  without  wit. 

Dro.  S.  The  plainer  dealer,  the  fponer  loft :  Yet  h? 
lofeth  it  in  a  kind  of  jollity, 
Ant.  S.  For  what  reafon  ? 
Dro.  S.  For  two ;  and  found  ones  too. 
Ant.  S.  Nay,  not  found,  I  pray  you. 
Dro.  S.  Sure  ones  then. 
Ant.  S.  Nay,  not  fure,  in  a  thing  falfing, 
Dro.  S.  Certain  ones  then. 
Ant.  S.  Name  them. 

Dro.  S.  The  one,  to  fave  the  money  that  he  fpends  in 
tiring ;  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  fhould  not  drop  in 
his  porridge. 

Ant.  S.  You  would  all  this  time  have  proved,  there  is 
no  time  for  all  things. 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  and  did,  fir ;  namely,  no  time  to  re- 
cover hair  loft  by  nature. 

Ant.  S.  But  your  reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there 
is  no  time  to  recover. 

Dro.  S.  Thus  I  mend  it :  Time  himfelf  is  bald,  and 
therefore,  to  the  world's  end,  will  have  bald  followers. 

Ant.  S.  I  knew,  'twould  be  a  bald  concluiion  ; 
But  foft !  who  wafts  us  yonder  ? 
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Enter  AdAiana  and  Luciana. 
Adr.  Ay,  ay,  Antipholus,  look  ftrange,  and  frown  j 
Some  other  miftrefs  hath  thy  fweet  afpedls, 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife. 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou  unurg'd  would'ft  vow 
That  never  words  were  mufick  to  thine  ear. 
That  never  objeft  pleafing  in  thine  eye, 
That  never  touch  well-welcome  to  thy  hand, 
That  never  meat  fweet- favoured  in  thy  tafte, 
Unlefs  I  fpake,  look'd,  touched,  or  carv'd  to  thee. 
How  comes  it  now,  my  hufband,  oh,  how  comes  it. 
That  thou  art  then  eftranged  from  thyfelf  ? 
Thyfelf  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me, 
That,  undividable,  incorporate. 
Am  better  than  thy  dear  felf  *s  better  part. 
Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thyfelf  from  me  ; 
For  know,  my  love,  as  eafy  may'ft  thou  fall 
A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  gulph. 
And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again. 
Without  addition,  or  diminiftiing. 
As  take  from  me  thyfelf,  and  not  me  too. 
How  dearly  would  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 
Should'ft  thou  but  hear  I  were  licentious  ? 
And  that  this  body,  confecrate  to  thee. 
By  ruffian  luft  ftiould  be  contaminate  ? 
Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpum  at  me. 
And  hurl  the  name  of  hufband  in  my  face. 
And  tear  the  flain'd  ikin  off  my  harlot  brow. 
And  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding  ring. 
And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  vow  ? 
I  know  thou  canft ;  and  therefore,  fee,  thou  do  it, 
I  am  poflefs'd  with  an  adulterate  blot ; 
My  blood  is  mjngled  with  the  crime  of  luft : 
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For,  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  fidfe. 

It  do  digefl  the  poifon  of  thy  fiefh. 

Being  ftrumpeted  by  thy  contagion. 

Keep  then  fair  league  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed  ; 

I  live  dis-ftain'd,  thou  undifhonoured. 

j4nt.  S.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  dame  ?  I  know  you  not : 
In  Ephefus  I  am  but  two  hours  old. 
As  ftrange  unto  your  town,  as  to  your  talk ; 
Who,  every  word  by  all  my  wit  being  fcann'd. 
Want  wit  in  all  one  word  to  underftand. 

Luc.  Fie,  brother !  how  the  world  is  chang'd  with  you : 
When  were  you  wont  to  ufc  my  filler  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromio  home  to  dinner. 

.^NT.  S.  By  Dromio  ? 

Dro.  S.  By  me  ? 

j4dr.  By  thee ;  and  this  thou  didft  return  from  him,— 
That  he  did  buffet  thee,  and,  in  his  blows 
Deny'd  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

^NT.  S.  Did  you  converfe,  fir,  with  this  gentlewoman? 
What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  compfi A  ? 

Dro.  S.  I,  fir  ?  I  never  faw  her  till  this  time. 

j^NT.  S.  Villain,  thou  Ueft ;  for  even  her  very  words 
X)idfl  thou  deUver  to  me  on  the  mart. 

Dro.  S.  I  never  fpake  with  her  in  all  my  life. 

J!nt.  S.  How  can  fhe  thus  then  call  us  by  our  names, 
Unlefs  it  be  by  infpiration  ? 

.^DR.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  gravity. 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofsly  with  your  flave» 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  ? 
Be  it  my  wrong,  you  are  from  me  exempt^ 
But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  contempt. 
Come,  I  will  fallen  on  this  fleevc  of  thine ; 
Thou  art  an  elm,  my  hufbandi  I  a  vi^e; 
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Whofe  weaknefs,  married  to  thy  ftrongcr  ftate, 
Makes  me  with  thy  ftrength  to  communicate  : 
If  aught  poflefs  thee  from  me,  it  is  drofs, 
Ufurping  ivy,  briar,  or  idle  mofs ; 
Who,  all  for  want  of  pruning,  with  intrufion 
Infed  thy  fap,  and  live  on  thy  confufion. 

J!nt.  S.  To  me  (he  fpeaks ;  fhe  moves  me  for  her  thems: 
What,  was  I  married  to  her  in  my  dream  ? 
Or  fleep  I  now,  and  think  I  hear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  ears  amifs  ? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  uncertainty, 
I'll  entertain  the  ofFer'd  fallacy. 

Luc.  Dromio,  go  bid  the  fervants  fpread  for  dinner. 

Dro.  S.  O,  for  my  beads !  I  crofs  me  for  a  finner. 
This  is  the  fairy  land ; — O,  fpitc  of  fpites ! — 
We  talk  with  goblins,  owls,  and  elvifh  fprites ; 
If  we  obey  them  not,  this  will  enfue, 
They'll  fuck  our  breath,  or  pinch  us  black  and  blue. 

Lues.  Why  prat'ft  thou  to  thyfel^  and  anfwer'ft  not? 
Dromio,  thou  drone,  thou  fnail,  thou  Aug,  thou  fot ! 

Dro.  S.  1  am  transformed,  mailer,  am  not  I  ? 

^NT.  S.  I  think,  thou  art,  in  mind,  and  fo  am  I. 

Dro.  S.  Nay,  mafter,  both  in  mind,  and  in  my  ihape. 

^NT.  S.  Thou  haft  thine  own  form. 

Dro.  S.  No,  I  am  an  ape. 

Luc.  If  thou  art  chang'd  to  aught,  'tis  to  an  afs. 

Dro.  S.  'Tis  true  ;  fhe  rides  me,  and  I  long  for  grafs. 
'Tis  fo,  I  am  an  afs ;  elfe  it  could  never  be, 
But  I  fhould  know  her  as  well  as  fhe  knows  me. 

j4dr.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool. 
To  put  the  finger  in  the  eye  and  weep, 
Whilft  man,  and  mafter,  laugh  my  woes  to  fcom.— 
Come,  fir,  to  dinner ;  Dromio,  keep  the  gate : — 
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Hufband,  I'll  dine  above  with  you  to-day. 
And  fhrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks  2 
Sirrah,  if  any  afk  you  for  your  mailer, 

Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter. 

Come,  fifter  : — Dromio,  play  the  porter  welL 

jiNT.  S.  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking  ?  mad,  or  well-advis'd  ? 
Known  unto  thefe,  and  to  myfelf  difguis'd  ! 
Ill  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfever  fo, 
And  in  this  mift  at  all  adventures  go. 

Dro.  S.  Mafter,  fh^ll  1  be  porter  at  the  gate  ? 

Adr.  Ay;  and  let  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  pate. 

LuCf  Come,  come,  Antipholus,we  dine  too  late.  [ExeujiL 


AC r  III. 

SCENE  I.    "The  fame. 

Enter  Antjpholus  (^/'Ephefus,  Dromio  o/'Ephefus, 

Angeio  and  Balthazar. 

• 

Ant.  E.  Good  fignior  Angelo,  you  muft  excufe  us  all; 
My  wife  is  fhrewifh,  when  I  keep  not  hours  : 
Say,  that  I  lingered  with  you  at  your  (hop, 
To  fee  the  making  of  her  carkanet. 
And  that  to-morrow  you  will  bring  it  home. 
But  here's  a  villain,  that  would  face  me  down 
He  met  me  on  the  mart ;  and  that  I  beat  him, 
And  charged  him  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  j 
And  that  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe : — 
Thou  drunkard,  thou,  what  didft  thou  mean  by  tliis  ? 

Dro.  E.  Say  what  you  will,  fir,  but  I  know  what  I  know : 
That  you  beat  me  at  the  mart,  I  have  your  hand  to  fhow : 
Ifthefkinwereparchment,andtheblowsyougavewereink, 
Your  own  handwriting  would  tell  you  what  I  thinks 
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j4Nr.  E.  I  think,  thou  art  an  afs. 
Dro.  E.  Marry,  fo  it  doth  appear 
By  the  wrongs  I  fufFer,  and  the  blows  I  bear. 
I  fliould  kick,  being  kicked ;  and,  being  at  that  pafs, 
You  would  kee^  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an  afs. 
^NT.  E.  You  are  fad,  fignior  Balthazar :  Tray  god, 
our  cheer 
May  anfwer  my  good  will,  and  your  good  welconae  here* 
BjIl.  I  hold  your  dainties  cheap,  fir,  and  your  wel- 
come dear. 
j4nt.  E.  O,  fignior  Balthazar,  either  at  flefti  or  fiih. 
A  table  full  of  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  difh. 
Bj^l.  Good  meat,  fir,  is  common ;  that  every  churl 

affords. 
j4nt.  E.  And  welcome  more  common  ;  for  that*s  no- 
thing but  words. 
Bal.  Small  cheer,  and  great  welcome,  makes  a  merry 
feaft.  [gueft : 

Ant.  E.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  hoft,  and  more  fparing 
But  though  my  cates  be  mean,  takcf  them  in  good  part ; 
Better  cheer  may  you  have,  but  not  with  better  heart. 
But,  foft;  my  door  is  lock'd  ;  Go  bid  them  let  us  in. 
Dro.  E.  Maud,  Bridget,  Marian,  Cicely,  Gillian,  Jen* ! 
Dro.  S.  [wiibiri]  Mome,  malt-horfe,  capon,  coxcomb, 
idiot,  patch ! 
Either  get  thee  from  the  door,  or  fit  down  at  the  hatch : 
Doft  thou  conjure  for  wenches,  that  thou  call'ft  for  fuch 

ftore. 
When  one  is  one  too  many?  Go,  get  thee  from  the  door. 
Dro.  E.  What  patch  is  made  our  porter  ?  My  matter 

fl:ays  in  the  fl:reet. 
Vro.  S.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  left  he 
catch  cold  on's  feet. 
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Ant.  E.  Who  talks  within  there  ?  ho,  open  the  door. 
Dro.  S.  Right,  fir,  Pll  tell  you  when,  an  youll  tcU  me 

wherefore. 
-^fA^r.  £•  Wheref6re  ?  for  my  dinner ;  I  have  not  dinVI 

to-day. 
Dro.  S.  Nor  to-day  here  you  muft  not ;  come  again, 

when  you  may.  ' 

jInt.  E.  What  art  thou,  that  keep'ft  mc  out  from  the 

houfe  I  owe  ? 
Dro.  S.  The  porter  for  this  time,  fir,  and  my  name  is 

Dromio. 
Dro.  E.  O  villain,  thou  haft  ftolen  both  mine  ofl&:e 

and  my  name  ; 
The  one  ne'er  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle  blame. 
If  thou  had'ft  been  Dromio  to-day  in  my  place. 
Thou  would'ft  have  changed  thy  face  for  a  name,  or  thy 

name  for  an  afs. 
LucB.  \witbin.'\  What  a  coil  is  there !  Dromio,  who 

are  thofe  at  the  gate  ? 
Dro.  E.  Let  my  mafter  in.  Luce. 
Luce.  Faith  no  ;  he  comes  too  late ; 
And  fo  tell  your  mafter. 

Dro.  E.  O  Lord,  I  muft  laugh  :r— 
Have  at  you  with  a  proverb. — Shall  I  fct  in  my  ftaff  ? 
Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another:  that's,-— .When ? 

can  you  tell  ? 
Dro.  S.  If  thy  name  be  called  Luce,  Luce,  thou  haft 

anfwer'd  him  well.  [I  hope  ? 

Ant.  E.  Do  you  hear,  you  minion  ?  youUl  let  us  in, 
Luce.  I  thought  to  have  afk'd  you. 
Dro.  S.  And  you  faid,  no.  [for  blow. 

Dro.  E.  So,  come,  help ;  well  ftruck ;  thfire  was  blow 
Ant.  E.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in. 
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Lucjs.  Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 

Dro.  E.  Mafter,  knock  the  door  hard. 

LuCM.  Let  him  knock  till  it  ake.  [down. 

Ant.  E.  You'll  cry  for  this,  minion,  if  I  beat  the  door 

Lues.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  ftocks  in  the 

town? 
jiDR.  IwitbinSi  Who  is  that  at  the  door,  that  keeps  all 

this  noife  ? 
J}ro.  S.  By  my  troth,  your  town  is  troubled  with  xm* 

ruly  boys.  [before. 

'  jiNT.  E.  Are  you  there,  wife  ?  you  might  have  come 

j^DR.  Your  wife,  fir  knave!  go,  get  you  from  the  door. 

Dro.  E.  If  you  went  in  pain,  matter,  this  knave  would 

go  fore. 
^NG.  Here  is  neither  cheei ,  fix,  nor  welcome;  we  would 

ikin  have  either. 
£jtL.  In  debating  which  was  bett,  we  fhall  part  with 

neither. 
Dro.  E.  They  ftand  at  the  door,  matter ;  bid  them 

wekome  hither. 
^NT.  E.  There  is  fomething  in  the  wind,  that  we  can- 
not get  in. 
Dro.  E.  You  would* fay  fo,  matter,  if  your  garments 

were  thin. 
Your  cake  here  is  warm  within;  you  ttand  here  in  the  cold : 
It  would  make  a  man  mad  as  a  buck,  to  be  fo  bought  and 

fold. 
j4nt.  E.  Go,  fetch  me  fomething,  1*11  break  ope  the  gate,. 
Dro.  S.  Break  any  breaking  here,  and  Til  break  your 

knavt's  pate. 
Dro.  E.  a  man  may  break  a  word  with  you,  fir ;  and 

words  are  but  wind  ; 
Ay,  and  break  it  in  your  face,  fo  he  break  it  not  behind. 

4 
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Dro.  S.  It  feems,  thou  wanted  breaking ;  Out  upon 
thee,  hind ! 

Dro.  E.  Here's  too  much,  out  upon  thee  !  I  pray  thee, 
let  me  in. 

Dro.  S.  Ay,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,  and  fifli  have 
no  fin. 

jiNT.  E.  Well,  I'll  break  in ;  Go  borrow  me  a  crow. 

Dro.  E.  a  crow  without  a  feather ;  mafter,  mean  you  fo? 
For  a  fifli  without  a  fin,  there's  a  fowl  without  a  feather: 
If  a  crow  help  us  in,  firrah,  we'll  pluck  a  crow  together, 

j4nt.  E.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  fetch  me  an  iron  crow. 

Bal.  Have  patience,  lir ;  O,  let  it  not  be  fo  ; 
Herein  you  war  againfl  your  reputation. 
And  draw  within  the  compafs  of  fufpecSl 
The  unviolated  honour  of  your  i?7ife. 
Once  this, — ^Your  long  experience  of  her  wifdom. 
Her  fober  virtue,  years,  and  modefly, 
Plead  on  her  part  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown ; 
And  doubt  not,  fir,  but  fhe  will  well  excufe 
Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  made  againfl  yoiu 
Be  rul'd  by  me ;  depart  in  patience. 
And  let  us  to  the  Tiger  all  to  dinner : 
And,  about  evening  come  yourfelf  alone. 
To  know  the  reafon  of  this  flrange  reflraint. 
If  by  flrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in. 
Now  inthe  flirring  pa  flage  of  the  day, 
A  vulgar  comment  will  be  made  on  it ; 
And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  rout 
Againfl  your  yet  ungalled  eflimation. 
That  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in. 
And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead : 
For  flander  lives  upon  fucceffion ; 
For  ever  hous'd,  where  it  once  gets  pofleifian. 
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j^iiTT  E.  Yoii  have  prevailed ;  I  will  depart  in  quiet. 
And,  in  defpight  of  mirth,  mean  to  he  merry. 
1  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe,: — 
Pretty  and  witty  ;  wild,  and,  yet  too,  gentle  ;-^ 
There  will  we  dine :  this  woman  that  I  mean. 
My  wife  (but,  I  proteft,  without  defert,) 
Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal  i 
To  her  will  we  to  dinner,— Get  you  home. 
And  fetch  the  chain ;  by  this,  I  know,  'tis  made : 
Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Porcupine  ; 
For  there's  the  houfe  ;  that  chain  will  I  beftow 
(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  fpite  my  wife,) 
Upon  mine  hoftefs  there :  good  fir*  make  hafte  : 
Since  mine  own  doors  refufe  to  entertain  me, 
I'll  knock  elfewhere,  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me. 

j^^G.  I'll  meet  you  at  that  place,  fome  hour  hence. 

^NT  E.  Do  fo ;  This  jeft  fhall  coft  me  fome  expellee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  It.  Tbe/am. 
Enter  Lvciana  and  Antipholus  o/*Syracufe. 
Lvc.  And  may  it  be  that  you  have  quite  forgot 

A  hufband's  office  ?  fhall,  Antipholus,  hate. 
Even  in  the  fpring  of  love,  thy  love-fprings  rot? 

Shall  love,  in  building,  grow  fo  ruinate  ? 
If  you  did  wed  my  fifter  for  her  wealth,  [nefs : 

Then,  for  her  wealth's  fake,  ufe  her  with  more  kind- 
Or,  if  you  Uke  elfewhere,  do  it  by  fiealth  ; 

Muffle  your  falfe  love  with  fome  fliow  of  blindnefs : 
Let  not  my  fifter  read  it  in  your  eye ; 

Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  ftiame-s  orator ; 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair,  become  dilloyalty ; 

Apparel  vice  like  virtue's  harbinger : 

VoL.IL  Pp 
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Bear  a  fair  prefence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted; 

Teach  fin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  faint  ; 
Be  fecret-falfe  :  What  need  flie  be  acquainted  ? 

\Vhat  fimple  thief  brags  of  his  own  attaint  ? 
'Tis  double  wrong,  to  truant  with  your  bed. 

And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  looks  at  board  : 
Shame  hath  a  baftard  fame,  well  managed  ; 

111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word* 
Alas,  poor  women  f  make  us  but  believe. 

Being  compad  of  credit,  that  you  love  us  ; 
Though  others  have  the  arm,  ftiow  us  the  fleevc ; 

We  in  your  motion  turn,  and  you  may  move  us* 
TKen^  gentle  brother,  get  you  in  again  ; 

Comfort  my  fifter,  cheer  her,  call  her  wife  : 
'Tis  holy  fport,  to  be  a  little  vain. 

When  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  ftrife* 

j^NT  S.  Sweet  miftrefs,  (what  your  name  is  elfe, 
know  not. 

Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  on  mine,) 
Lefs,  in  your  knowledge,  and  your  grace,  you  fhow  not 

Than  our  earth's  wonder  ;  more  than  earth  divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  creature,  haw  to  think  and  fpeak  j 

Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofs  conceit. 
Smothered  in  errors,  feeble,  fhallow,  weak. 

The  folded  meaning  of  your  words'  deceit. 
.Againft  my  foul's  pure  truth  why  labour  you. 

To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 
Are  you  a  god  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  power  TH  yields 
But  if  that  I  am  T,  then  well  I  know, 

Your  weeping  fifter  is  no  wife  of  mine,. 
Nor  to  her  bed  no  homage  do  I  owe ; 

Far  more,  far^more,  to  you.  do  I  decline. 
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O,  train  me  not,  fweet  mermaid,  with  thy  note, 

To  drown  me  in  thy  filler's  flood  of  tears ; 
Sing,  firen,  for  thyfelf,  and  I  will  dote  : 

Spread  o'er  the  lilver  waves  thy  golden  hairs., 
And  as  a  bed  Pll  take  thee,  and  there  he ; 

And,  in  that  glorious  fuppofition,  think 
He  gains  by  death,  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die  : — 

Let  love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  fhe  fink  ! 

Luc.  What  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 

j4nt.  S.  Not  mad,  but  mated  3  how,  I  do  not  know- 

Luc.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

j^NT.  S.  For  gazing  on  your  beams,  fair  fun,  being  by. 

Luc.  Gaze  where  you  (hould,  and  that  will  clear  your  fight . 

j4nt.  S.  As  good  to  wink,  fweet  love,  as  look  on  night. 

Luc.  Why  call  you  me  love  ?  call  my  fifl:er  fo. 

j4nt.  S.  Thy  fitter's  fifter. 

Luc.  That's  my  fifter. 

j4nt.  S.  No  ; 
It  is  thyfelf,  mine  own  felPs  better  part ; 
Mine  eye's  clear  eye,  my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart  j 
My  food,  my  fortune,  and  my  fweet  hope's  aim, 
My  fole  earth's  heaven,  and  my  heaven's  claim. 

Luc.  All  this  my  fifter  is,  or  elfe  ftiould  be. 

Jnt.  Call  thyfelf  fifter,  fweet,  for  I  aim  thee  : 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life  ; 
Thou  haft  no  huft)and  yet,  nor  I  no  wife  : 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc.  O,  foft,  fir,  hold  you  ftill ; 
I'll  fetch  my  fifter,  to  get  her  good. will.  [Exit  Luc. 

Enter  from  the  boufe  of  Antipholus  o/*Ephefus, 
Dromio  (j/^Syracufe. 

Jnt.  S.  Why,  how  now,  Dromio  ?  where  run'^ft  thou 
fo  faft  ? 

Ppij 
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Dro  S.  Do  you  know  me,  fir  ?  am  I  Dromio  ?  am  I 
your  man  ?  am  I  myfelf  ?  fthyfdf. 

Ant.  S.  Thou  art  Dromio,  thou  art  my  man,  thou  art 

Dro.  Si  I  ^m  an  afs,  I  am  a  woman's  man,  and  be- 
fides  myfelf. 

Ant.  S.  What  woman's  man?  and  how  befides  thyfelf  ? 

Dro.  Si  Marry,  fir,  befides  myfelf,  I  am  due  to  a  wch 
man  ;  one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haimts  me,  one  that 
will  have  me. 

Ant.  S.  What  claim  lays  flie  to  thee  ? 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  fir,  fuch  claim  as  you  would  lay  to 
your  horfe ;  and  ftie  would  have  me  as  a  bead :  not 
that,  I  being  a  beaft,  flie  would  have  me  ;  but  that  flie, 
being  a  very  beafl:ly  creature,  lays  claim  to  me. 

Ants  S.  What  is  flie  ? 

Dro.  S.  a  very  reverent  body ;  ay,  fUch  a  one  as  a 
man  may  not  (peak  of,  without  he  fay,  fir-reverence : 
I  have  but  lean  luck  in  the  match,  and  yet  is  fhe  a  won- 
drous fat  marriage* 

Ant.  S.  How  dofl;  thou  mean,  a  fat  marriage  ? 

Dro.  Si  Marry,  fir,  flie's  the  kitchen-wench,  and  all 
greafe ;  and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to,  but  to 
make  a  lamp  of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her  oWn  light. 
I  warrant,  her  rags,  and  the  tallow  in  them,  i^l  bum 
a  Poland  winter  :  if  flie  lives  till  doomfday^  fhe'U  bum 
a  week  longer  than  the  whole  world. 

Ant.  S.  What  complexion  is  flie  of? 

Dro.  S.  Swart,  like  my  flioe,  but  her  face  nothing  like 
fo  clean  kept ;  For  why  ?  flie  fweats,  a  man  may  go  over 
ftioes  in  the  grime  of  it. 

Ant.  S.  That's  a  fault  that  water  will  mend. 

Dro.  S.  No,  fir,  'tis  in  grain ;  Noah's  flood  could  not 
do  it. 
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jiNS**  S.  What's  her  name  ? 

Dro.  S.  Nell,  fir ;— but  her  name  and  three  quarters, 
that  is,  an  ell  and  three  quarters,  will  not  meafure  her 
from  hip  to  hip. 

j4nt.  S.  Then  fhe  bears  fome  breadth  ? 

Dro.  5,  No  longer  from  head  to  foot  than  from  hip 
to  hip  :  fhe  is  fpherical,  like  a  globe  ;  I  could  find  out 
countries  in  her. 

ylNT.  S.  In  what  part  of  her  body  ftands  Ireland  ? 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  fir,  in  her  buttopks  j  I  foimd  it  out 
by  the  bogs. 

jiNT.  S.  Where  Scotland  ? 

Dro.  S.  I  found  it  by  the  barrennefs ;  hard,  in  the 
palm  of  the  hand. 

j4nt.  S.  Where  France  ? 

Dro.  S.  In  her  forehead  ;  arm'd  and  reverted,  making 
war  againfl:  her  hair. 

jiNT.  S.  Where  England  ? 

Dro.  S.  I  bok'd  for  the  chalky  cliffs,  but  I  could  find 
no  whitenefs  in  them  :  but  I  guefs,  it  flood  in  her  chin, 
by  the  fait  rheum  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

jiNT  S.  Where  Spain  ? 

Dro.  S.  Faith,  I  faw  it  not  j  but  I  felt  it,  hot  in  her 
breath. 

j4nt.  S.  Where  America,  the  Indies  ? 

Dro.  S.  O,  fir,  upon  her  nofe,  all  o'er  embellifli'd  with 
rubies,  carbuncles,  fapphires,  declining  their  rich  afped 
to  the  hot  breath  of  Spain  ;  who  fent  whole  armada's  of 
carracks  to  be  ballaft  at  her  nofe, 

^NT.  S.  Where  flood  Belgia,  the  Netherlands  ? 

Dro.  S.  O,  fir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  To  conclude, 
this  drudge,  or  diviner,  laid  claim  to  me  j  call'd  me  Dro- 
loio ;  fwore,  I  was  aflTur'd  to  her ;  told  me  what  privy 

V  P  »J 
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marks  I  had  about  me,  as  the  mark  on  my  fhoulder,  the 
mole  in  my  neck,  the  great  wart  on  my  left  arm,  that  I, 
amazed,  ran  from  her  as  a  witch  :  and,  I  think,  if  my 
breall  had  not  been  made  of  faith,  and  my  heart  of  fteel, 
(he  had  transformed  me  to  a  curtail  dog,  and  made  me 
'  turn  i'the  wheel. 

^NT.  S.  Go,  hie  thee  prefently,  pod  to  the  road ; 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  fhore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  town  to-night. 
If  any  bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  mart. 
Where  I  will  walk,  till  thou  return  to  me. 
If  every  one  know  us,  and  we  know  none, 
*Tis  time,  I  think,  to  trudge,  pack,  and  be  gone. 

Dro.  S.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  would  run  for  life. 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  wife.  [Exit. 

uiNT.  S.  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabit  here  j 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  I  were  hence. 
She,  that  doth  call  ijie  hulband,  even  my  foul 
Doth  for  a  wife  abhor :  but  her  fair  lifter, 
Poflefs'd  with  fuch  a  gentle  fovereign  grace. 
Of  fuch  enchanting  prefence  and  difcourfe. 
Hath  almoft  made  me  traitor  to  myfelf : 
But,  left  myfelf  be  guilty  to  felf-wrong, 
I'll  flop  mine  ears  againft  the  mermaid's  fong. 

Enter  Anqelo. 

Anq.  Mafter  Antipholus  ? 

Ant.  5.  Ay,  that's  my  name. 

Ang.  I  know  it  well,  fir  :  Lo,  here  is  the  chain ; 
I  thought  to  have  ta'en  you  at  the  Porcupine : 
The  chain  unfinifh'd  made  me  ftay  thus  long. 

-^jvr.  S.  What  is  your  will,  that  I  fhall  do  with  this  ? 

Ang.  What  pleafe  yourfelf,  firj  I  have  made  it  far 
you. 
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JInt.  S.  Made  it  for  me,  fir  I  I  befpoke  it  not* 

j^NG.  Not  once,  nor  twice,  but  twenty  times  you  have : 
Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  wife  withal ; 
And  foon  at  fupper-time  Til  vifit  you, 
And  then  receive  my  money  for  the  chain. 

jiNT.  S.  I  pray  you,  fir,  receive  the  money  now, 
For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  chain,  nor  money,  more. 

^NG.  You  are  a  merry  man,  fir ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Ant.  S.  What  I  fhould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell : 
But  this  I  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain, 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  offered  chain. 
I  fee,  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  (hifts. 
When  in  the  ftreets  he  meets  fuch  golden  gifts. 
I'll  to  the  mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  flay  j 
If  any  (hip  put  out,  then  ftraight  away.  lExit. 

j4cr  IF. 

SCENE  I.    Hbefame. 
Enter  a  Merchant,  Angel'o,  and  an  Officer. 

Mer.  You  know,  fince  pentecoft  the  fum  is  due, 
And,  fince  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you ; 
Nor  now  I  had  not,  but  that  I  am  bound 
To  Perfia,  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage  : 
Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfadHon, 
Or  ril  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

Ang.  Even  juft  the  fum,  that  I  do  owe  to  you, 
Is  growing  to  me  by  Antipholus : 
And,  in  the  inftant  that  I  met  with  you, 
He  had  of  me  a  chain ;  at  five  o'clock, 
I  fhall  receive  the  money  for  the  fame  ; 
Pleafeth  you  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 
I  will  difcharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 

P  p  llij 
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jInt.  £•  An  if  I  have  not,  fir,  I  hope  you  have ; 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  money. 

j4ng.  Nay,  come^  I  pray  you,  fir,  give  me  the  chain ; 
Both  wind  and  tide  ftays  for  this  gentleman. 
And  I,  to  blame,  have  held  hinj  hejre  top  long. 

jiNT.  E.  Good  lord,  you  ufe  this  djiljiange,  tp  excufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  to  the  Porcupine  ; 
J  fhould  have  chid  you  for  not  bringing  it. 
But,  like  a  (hrew,  you  firfl:  begin  to  brawl. 

Mbr.  The  hour  fteals  on  ;  I  pray  you,  fir,  defpatch, 

jiNG.  You  hear,  how  he  importunes  nje ;  the  chain — 

^NT.  E.  Why,  give  it  to  my  wife,  and  fetch  your 
money, 

jIng.  Come,  come,  you  know,  I  gave  it  you  even  nowj 
Either  fend  the  chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token. 

j^NT.  E.  Fie  !  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of  breath : 
Come,  where's  the  chain  ?  I  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it. 

Mer.  My  bufinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance : 
Qood  fir,  fay,  whe'r  ypu'U  anfwer  me,  or  jio  j 
If  not,  FU  leave  him  to  the  officer. 

Ant.  E.  I  anfwer  you !  What  fhould  I  anfwer  you  ? 

jdNG.  The  money,  that  you  owe  me  for  the  chain, 

/iNT.  E.  1  owe  you  none,  till  I  receive  the  chain. 

Ang.  You  know,  I  gave  it  you  half  aji  hour  fince. 

Ant.  E.  You  gave  me  none  ;  ypu  wrong  me  much  to 

Ang.  You  wropg  me  more,  fir,  in  denying  it :     [fay  fo. 
Consider,  how  it  ft^ds  upon  my  credit. 

Mer.  Well  officer,  arrefl  him  at  my  fuit.     [obey  me. 

Off.  I  do  j  and  charge  you,  in  the  duke's  name,  to 

Ang.  This  touches  me  in  reputation  : — 
Either  confent  to  pay  this  fum  for  me. 
Or  I  attach  you  by  this  officer. 

Ant.  E.  Confent  to  pay  thee  that  I  never  had ! 
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And  that  (hall  bail  me  :  hie  thee,  Have  ;  begone. 
On,  officer,  to  prifon  till  it  come. 

[Exeunt  Merchant,  AngelOj  Officer,  and  Ant.  E. 
Dro.  S.  To  Adriana  !  that  is  where  we  din'd. 
Where  Dowfabel  did  claim  me  for  her  huiband : 
She  is  too  big,  1  hope,  for  me  to  compafs. 
Thither  I  muft,  although  againft  my  will, 
For  fervants  muft  their  mafters'  minds  fulfil.  [Exit. 

■ 

SCENE  11.  The  fame. 
Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.  Ah,  Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thee  fo  ? 
Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye 
That  he  did  plead  in  eameft,  yea  or  no  ? 

Look'd  he  or  red,  or  pale  ;  or  fad,  or  merrily  ? 
What  obfervation  mad'ft  thou  in  this  cafe. 
Of  his  heart's  meteors  tilting  in  his  face  ? 

Luc.  Firft,  he  denied  you  had  in  him  no  right. 

Adr.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none  ;  the  more  my  fpite. 

Luc.  Then  fwore  he,  that  he  was  a  ftranger  here. 

Adr.  And  true  he  fwore,  though  yet  forfwom  he  were. 

Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 

Adr.  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Luc.  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  begg'd  of  mc. 

Adr.  With  what  perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love  ? 

Luc.  With  words,  that  in  an  honeft  fuit  might  move. 
Firft,  he  did  praife  njy  beauty ;  then,  my  fpeech. 

Adr.  Did'ft  fpeak  him  fair  ? 

Luc.  Have  patience,  I  befeech. 

Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  hold  me  ftill ; 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  ftiall  have  his  will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old,  and  fere, 
Jll-fac'd,  worfe-bodied,  ftiapelefs  every  where  j 
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Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifh,  blunt,  unkind ; 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worfe  in  mind. 

Ituc.  Who  would  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one  ? 
No  evil  Ipft  is  waiPd  when  it  is  gone, 

^DR,  Ah !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay. 
And  yet  would  herein  others'  eyes  were  worfe  : 
Far  from  her  neft  the  lapwing  cries  away  ; 

My  heart  prays  for  him,  though  my  tongue  do  curfe. 
.Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

Dro.  S.  Here,  go ;  the  defk,  the  purfe ;  fweet  now, 

Luc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ?        [make  hafle, 

Dro.  S.  By  running  faft. 

jIdr.  Where  is  thy  mafter,  Dromio  ?  is  he  well  ? 

Dro.  S.  No,  he's  in  Tartar  Umbo,  worfe  than  hell : 
A  devil  in  an  everlafting  garment  hath  him. 
One,  whofe  hard  heart  is  button'd  up  with  fteel ; 
A  fiend,  a  fairy,  pitilefs  and  rough  ; 
A  wolf,  nay,  worfe,  a  fellow  all  in  buff; 
A  back-friend,  a  fhoulder-clapper,  one  that  countermands 
The  pafFages  of  allies,  creeks,  and  narrow  iands  ; 
A  hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry  foot  well; 
One  that,  before  the  judgement,  carries  poor  fouls  to  helL 

jiDR.  Why,  man,  what  is  the  matter  ?  •  [the  cafe. 

Dro.  S.  I  do  not  know  the  matter ;  he  is  'refted  on 

jIdr.  What,  is  he  arrefted  ?  tell  me,  at  whofe  fuit. 

Dro.  S.  I  know  not  at  whofe  fuit  he  is  arrefted,  well ; 

But  he's  in  a  fuit  of  buff,  which  *refted  him,  that  can  I 

tell:  [thedeik? 

Will  you  fend  him,  miftrefs,  redemptioni  the  money  in 

Adr.  Go  fetch  it,  fifter. — ^This  I  wonder  at, 

[Exit  LucuNJL 
That  he,  unknown  to  me,  fliould  be  in  debt : — 
Tell  me,  ^yas  he  arrefted  pn  a  band  ? 
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Dro.  S.  Not  on  a  band,  but  on  a  ftronger  thing ; 
A  chain,  a  chain ;  do  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 
^DR.  What,  the  chain  ? 

Dro.  S.  No,  no,  the  bell :  'tis  time,  that  I  were  gone. 
It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  ftrikes  one* 
j4dr.  The  hours  come  back !  that  did  I  never  hear. 
Dro.  S.  O  yes,  If  any  hour  meet  a  fergeant,  a'tums 
back  for  very  fear^  [reafon  ? 

jiDR.  As  if  time  were  in  debt !  how  fondly  doft  thoU 
Dro.  S.  Time  is  a  very  bankrupt,  and  owes  more  than 
he's  worth  to  feafon. 
Nay,  he's  a  thief  too  :  Have  you  not  heard  men  fay. 
That  time  comes  ftealing  on  by  night  and  day  ? 
If  he  be  in  debt,  and  theft,  and  a  fergeant  in  the  way^ 
Hath  he  not  reafon  to  turn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 
Enter  Luc  i  an  J. 
jiDM.  Go,  Dromio ;  there's  the  money,  bear  it  ftraight ; 
And  bring  thy  mafter  home  immediately.— 
Come,  fifter  ;  I  am  prefs'd  down  with  conceit  j 

Conceit,  my  comfort,  and  my  injury.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  JIL  Tie  fame. 
Enter  Antipholus  of  Syracufe. 
Ant.  S.  There's  not  a  man  I  meet,  but  doth  falute  me 
As  if  I  were  their  well-acquainted  friend ; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name. 
Some  tender  money  to  me,  fome  invite  me  ; 
Some  other  give  me  thanks  for  kindnefles  j 
Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy : 
Even  now  a  tailor  call'd  me  in  his  (hop. 
And  fhow'd  me  filks  that  he  had  bought  for  me, 
And,  therewithal,  took  meafure  of  my  body. 
Sure,  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles, 
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And  Lapland  forcerers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dromioo/  Syracufe. 

Dro.  S.  Mafter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for: 
What,  have  you  got  the  pidhire  of  old  Adam  new  ap- 
pareird  ? 

Ant.  S.  What  gold  is  this  ?  What  Adam  doft   thou 
mean? 

Dro.  S.  Not  that  Adam,  that  kept  the  paradife,  but 
that  Adam,  that  keeps  the  prifon :  he  that  goes  in  the 
calTs-fkin  that  was  kill'd  for  the  prodigal ;  he  that  came 
behind  you,  fir,  hke  an  evil  angel,  and  bid  you  forfake 
your  liberty. 

AxT.  S.  I  underftand  thee  not. 

Dro.  S.  No  ?  why,  'tis  a  plain  cafe  :  he  that  went  like 
a  bafe-viol,  in  a  cafe  of  leather;  the  man,  fir,  that,  when 
gentlemen  are  tired,  gives  them  a  fob,  and  'refts  them ; 
he,  fir,  that  takes  pity  on  decayed  men,  and  gives  'em 
fuits  of  durance  ;  he  that  fets  up  his  reft  to  do  more  ex- 
ploits with  his  mace,^han  a  morris-pike, 

Ant.  S.  What !  thou  mean'ft  an  officer  ? 

Dro.  S.  Ay,  fir,  the  fergeant  of  the  band ;  he,  that 
bringB  any  man  to  anfwer  it,  that  breaks  his  band ;  one 
that  thinks  a  man  always  going  to  bed,  and  fays,  God 
give  you  good  rejl  I 

Ant.  S.  Well,  fir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery.  Is  there 
any  fliip  puts  forth  to-night  ?  may  we  be  gone  ? 

Dro.  S.  Why,  fir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour  fince, 
that  the  bark  Expedition  put  forth  to-night ;  and  then 
were  you  hindered  by  the  fergeant,  to  tarry  for  the  hoy. 
Delay  :  Here  are  the  angels  that  you  fent  for,  to  deliver 
you. 

Ant.  S.  The  fellow  is  diftrad,  and  fo  am  I ; 
And  here  we  wander  in  illufions  j 
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Some  blefled  power  deliver  us  from  hence ! 
Enter  a  Courtezan. 

CouR.  Well  met,  well  met,  mafter  Antipholus. 
I  fee,  fir,  you  have  found  the  goldfmith  now : 
Is  that  the  chain,  you  promised  me  to-day  ? 

j4nt.  S.  Satan,  avoid !  I  charge  thee  tempt  me  not ! 

Dro.  S.  Mafter,  is  this  miftrefs  Satan  ? 

j4nt.  S.  It  is  the  devil. 

Dro.  S.  Nay,  fhe  is  worfe,  fhe's  the  deviPs  dam ;  and 
here  fhe  comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench;  and  there- 
of comes,  that  the  wenches  lay,  God  damn  me,  that's  as 
much  as  to  fay,  God  make  me  a  light  wencb.  It  is  written, 
they  appear  to  men  like  angels  of  light :  light  is  an  ef- 
fed  of  fire,  and  fire  will  bum ;  ergo,  light  wenches  will 
bum  ;  Come  not  near  her. 

CouR.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous,  merry,  fir. 
Will  gou  go  with  me  ?  We'll  mend  our  dinner  here. 

Dro.  S.  Mafter,  if  you  do  exped  fpoon-meat,  or  be- 
{peak  a  long  fpoon. 

jiNT.  S.  Why,  Dromio  ? 

Dro.  S.  Marry,  he  muft  have  a  long  fpoon,  that  muft 
eat  with  the  devil. 

^NT.  S.  Avoid  then,  fiend  !  what  telPft  thou  me  of 
Thou  art,  as  you  are  all,  a  forcerefs :  [fiipping  ? 

I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone. 

CouR.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine  you  had  at  dinner. 
Or,  for  my  diamond,  the  chain  you  promised  ; 
And  ril  be  gone,  fir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Dro.  S.  Some  devils  afk  but  the  paring  of  one's  nail, 
A  rufli,  a  hair,  a  drop  of  blood,  a  pin, 
A  nut,  a  cherry-ftone;  but  flie,  more  covetous. 
Would  have  a  chain. 
Mafter,  be  wife ;  an'  if  you  give  it  her, 
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The  devil  will  ftiake  her  chain,  and  fright  us  with  it. 

CouR.  I  pray  you,  fir,  my  ring,  or  elfe  the  chain  j 
I  hope,  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  fo* 

jiNT.  S.  Avaunt,  thou  witch!  Come  Dromio,  let  us  go* 

Dro  S.  Fly  pride,  fays  the  peacock  :  Miftrels,  that  you 
ktiow.  [Exeunt  Ant.  and  Z)w. 

CovR.  Now,  out  of  ddubt,  Antipholus  is  nriadp 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf  : 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats. 
And  for  the  fame  he  promised  riie  a  chain  5 
Both  one,  and  other,  he  denies  mc  now. 
The  reafon  that  I  gather  he  is  mad, 
(Befides  this  prefent  inftance  of  his  rage,) 
Is  a  mad  tale,  he  told  to-day  at  dinner. 
Of  his  own  doors  being  (hut  againft  his  entrance. 
Belike,  his  wife,  acquainted  with  his  fits. 
On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againft  his  way. 
My  way  is  tlow,  to  hie  home  t6  his  houfe. 
And  tell  his  wife,  that,  being  lunatick, 
He  rufli'd  into  my  houfe,  and  took  perfotce 
My  ring  away  :  This  courfe  I  fitteft  choofe  ; 
For  forty  ducats  is  too  much  to  lofe.  \Exit4 

SCENE  IV".    The  fame. 
Enter  Antipholus  ^Ephefus,  and  an  Officer. 
Ant.  E.  Fear  me  not,  man,  I  will  not  break  away  5 
I'll  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  thee^  fo  much  money 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  'refted  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day ; 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  meflenger. 
That  I  fliould  be  attached  in  Ephefus : 
I  tell  you,  'twill  found  harflily  in  her  ears.— 

Enter  Dromio  ^Ephefus  with  a  ropers  end. 
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Here  comes  my  man ;  I  think,  he  brings  the  money. 
How  now,  fir  ?  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for  ? 

Dro.  E.  Here's  that,  I  warrant  you,  will  pay  them  all. 

jiNT.  E.  But  where's  the  money  ? 

Dro.  E.  Why,  fir,  I  gave  the  money  for  the  rope. 

^NT.  E.  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope  ? 

Dro.  E.  ril  ferve  you,  fir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate.  . 

jiNT.  E.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee' home  ? 

Dro.  E.  To  a  rope's  end,  fir ;  and  to  that  end  am  I 
retum'd.  • 

jiNT.  E.  And  to  that  end,  fir,  I  will  welcome  you. 

[beating  bim. 

Off.  Good  fir,  be  patient. 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient ;  I  am  in  ad- 
verfity. 

Off.  Good  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  rather  perfuade  him  to  hold  his  hands. 

j^NT.  E.  Thou  whorefon,  fenfelefs  villain! 

Dro.  E.  I  would  I  were  fenfelefs,  fir,  that  I  might  not 
feel  your  blows. 

jiNT.  E.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows,  and 
fo  is  an  afs. 

Dro.  £.  I  am  an  afs,  indeed  ;  you  may  prove  it  by 
my  long  ears.  I  have  ferv'd  him  frdm  the  hour  of  my 
nativity  to  this^inftant,  and  have  nothing  at  his  hands 
for  my  fervice,  but  blows  :  when  I  am  cold,  he  heats  me 
with  beating  :  when  I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with  beat- 
ing :  I  am  waked  with  it,  when  I  fleep ;  raifed  with  it, 
when  I  fit ;  driven  out  of  doors  with  it,  when  I  go  from 
home ;  welcomed  home  with  it,  when  I  return  :  nay,  I 
bear  it  on  my  fhoulders,  as  a  beggar  wont  her  brat ;  and, 
I  think,  when  he  hath  lamed  me,  I  (hall  beg  with  it  fVom 
door  to  door. 

Vol.il  '       A.q 
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Enter  Adrian a^  Luciana,  and  the  Courtezan,  w'ub 
Pinch,  and  Others. 

Ant.  E.  Come,  go  along ;  my  wife  is  coming  yonder. 

Dro.  E.  Miftrefs,  re/pice  finem,  refped  your  end  ;  or 
rather  the  prophecy,  like  the  parrot,  Beware  the  ropers  end. 

Ant.  E.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  [beats  bim. 

CouR.  How  fay  you  now  ?  is  not  your  hufband  mad  ? 

Adr.  His  incivility  confirms  no  lefs — 
Good  dodor  Pinch,  you  are  a  conjurer ; 
Eftablifti  him  in  his  true  fenfe  again. 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand. 

Luc.  Alas,  how  firy  and  how  (harp  he  looks  ! 

CouR.  Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  extacy  ! 

Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Ant.  E  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear. 

Pinch.  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  hous'd  within  this  man^ 
Td  yield  pofTeflion  to  my  holy  prayers, 
And  to  thy  ftate  of  darknefs  hie  thee  ftraight  ; 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  faints  in  heaven. 

Ant.  E.  Peace,  doting  wizard,  peace  ;  I  am  not  mad. 

Adr.  O,  that  thou  wert  not,  poof  diftrefled  foul ! 

Ant.  E.  You  minion,  you,  are  thefe  your  cuflomers  ? 
Did  this  companion  with  the  faffron  face 
Revel  and  feaft  it  at  my  houfe  to-day, 
Whilft  upon  me  the  guilty  doors  were  fliut, 
And  I  denied  to  enter  in  my  houfe  ? 

Adr.  O,  hufband,  God  dotfi  know,  you  din'd  at  home, 
Where  'would  you  had  remained  until  this  time. 
Free  from  thefe  flanders,  and  this  open  fhame ! 

Ant.  E.  I  din'd  at  home!  Thou  villain,  what  fay'fl 
thou? 

Dro.  E.  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home. 

Ant.  E,  Were  not  my  doors  lock'dup,  and  I  fhut  out? 
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Dro.  E.  Perdy,  your  doors  were  lock'd,  and  you  (hut 
out. 

'  jiNT.  E.  And  did  not  (he  herfelf  revile  me  there  ? 

Dro.  E.  Sans  fable,  (he  herfelf  reviPd  you  there, 

:/iNT.  E.  Did  not  her  kitchen-maid  rail,  taunt,  and 
fcorn  me  ? 

Dro.  E.  Certes,  (he  did ;  the  kitchen-veftal  fcom'd  you. 

^NT.  E.  And  did  not  I  in  rage  depart  from  thence  ? 

Dro.  E.  In  verity,  you  did; — my  bones  bear  witnefs. 
That  fince  have  felt  the  vigour  of  his  rage. 

jIdr.  Is't  good  to  footh  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 

Finch.  It  is  no  fhame  ;  the  fellow  finds  his  vein. 
And,  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  frenzy. 

j4nt.  E.  Thou  haft  fuborn'd  the  goldfmith  to  arreft  me. 

^DR.  Alas,  I  fent  you  money  to  redeem  you. 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hafte  for  it.      .    ^ 

Dro.  E.  Money  by  me  ?  heart  and  good-will  you  might. 
But,  furely,  mafter,  not  a  rag  of  money. 

^NT.  E.  Went'ft  not  thou  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  ducats  ? 

^DR.  He  came  to  me,  and  I  delivered  it. 

Luc.  And  I  am  witnefs  with  her,  that  fhe  did. 

Dro.  E.  God  and  the  rope-maker,  bear  me  witnefs. 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  rope ! 

Finch.  Miftrefs,  both  man  and  mafter  is  poflefs'd; 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks : 
They  muft  be  bound,  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 

j4nt.  E.  Say ,  Wherefore  didft  thou  lock  me  forth  to-day. 
And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold  ? 

yiDR.  I  did  not,  gentle  huft)and,  lock  thee  forth. 

Dro.  E.  And,  gentle  mafter,  I  received  no  gold ; 
But  I  confefs,  fir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 

^DR.  Diflembling  villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in  both. 

^nt.  E.  DiflTembhng  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all; 
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And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack. 

To  mike  a  loathfome  abjed  fcorn  of  me : 

But  with  thefe  nails  V\\  pluck  out  thefe  falfe  eyes. 

That  would  behold  in  me  this  fharaeful  fport. 

[Pinch  and  bis  qffijlants  bind  Ant.  and  Dromio. 

j4dr.  O,  bind  him,  bind  him,  let  him  not  come  near  me. 

Pinch.  More  company ; — ^the  fiend  is  flrong  within  him. 

Luc.  Ah  me,  poor  man,  how  pale  and  wan  he  looks! 

Ant.  E.  What, will  thou  murder  me?  Thou  gaoler,thou, 
I  am  thy  prifoner  ;  wilt  thou  fuflfer  them 
To  make  a  refcue  ? 

Off.  Matters,  let  him  go  : 
He  is  my  prifoner,  and  you  fhall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go,  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantick  too. 

Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevilh  officer  ? 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  man 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafure  to  himfelf  ? 

Off.  He  is  my  prifoner ;  if  I  let  him  go. 
The  debt  he  owes,  will  be  required  of  me. 

Adr.  I  will  difcharge  thee,  ere  I  go  from  thee  : 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  creditor, 
And,  knowing  how  the  debt  grows,  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  mafter  dodor,  fee  him  fafe  conveyed 
Home  to  my  ftoufe O  moft  unhappy  day ! 

Ant.  E.  O  moft  unhappy  ftrumpet  i 

Dro.  E.  Mafter,  I  am  here  entered  in  bond  for  you. 

Ant.  E.  Out  on  thee,  villain!  wherefore  doft  thou  mad 
me? 

Dro.  E.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing  ?  be  mad,- 
Good  mafter;  cry,  the  devil. 

Luc.  God  help,  poor  fouls,  how  idly  do  they  talk ! 

Adr.  Go  bear  him  hence. — Sifter,  go  you  with  me— i- 
[Exeunt  Pinch  and  aJMonU  ivitb  Ant.  and  Dro. 
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Say  now,  whofe  fuit  is  he  arrefted  at  ? 

Off.  One  Angelo,  a  goldfmith  ;  Do  you  know  him  ? 

j4dr.  I  know  the  man  :  What  is  the  fum  he  owes  ? 

Off.  Two  hundred  ducats. 

jiDR.  Say,  how  grows  it  due  ? 

Off.  Due  for  a  chain,  your  hufband  had  of  him. 

^DR.  He  did  befpeaka  chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not. 

CouR.  When  as  your  hufband,  all  in  rage,  to-day 
Came  to  my  houfe,  and  took  away  my  ring, 
,  (The  ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now,) 
Straight  after,  did  I  meet  him  with  a  chain. 

jiDR.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it : — 
Come,  gaoler,  bring  me  where  the  goldfmith  is, 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 
Enter  Antipholus  of  Syracufe,  with  bis  rapier  drawn^ 
and  D ROM  10  0/*  Syracufe. 

Luc.  God,  for  thy  mercy  !  they  are  loofe  again. 

j^DR.  And  come  with  naked  fwords ;  let's  call  more  help. 
To  have  them  bound  again. 

Off.  Away,  they'll  kill  us. 

[Exeunt  Officer,  JIdr.  and  Luc. 

jiNT.  S.  I  fee,  thefe  witches  are  afraid  of  fwords. 

Dro.  S.  She,  that  would  be  your  wife,  now  ran  from 
you.  [thence  : 

jiNT.  S.  Come  to  the  Centaur  ;  fetch  our  fluflf  from 
I  long,  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 

Dro.  S.  Faith,  ftay  here  this  night,  they  will  furely 
do  us  no  harm ;  you  faw,  they  fpeak  us  feir,  give  us 
gold  :  methinks,  they  are  fuch  a  gentle  nation,  that  but 
for  the  mountain  of  mad  flefh  that  claims  marriage  of  me, 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  flay  here  flill,  and  turn  witch. 

Ant.  S.  I  will  not  flay  to-night  for  all  the  town  ; 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  fluflf  aboard.  [ExeunU 

Q^qiij 
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SCENE  I.    TAe/ame. 
Enter  Merchant  and  Angelo. 

Ang.  I  am  forry,  fir,  that  I  have  hinder'd  you ; 

But,  I  proteft,  he  had  the  chain  of  me. 

Though  moft  diflioneftly  he  doth  deny  it. 

Mer.  How  is  the  man  efteem'd  here  in  the  city? 
Ang.  Of  very  reverend  reputation,  fir, 

Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov*d, 

Second  to  none  that  Uves  here  in  the  city ; 

His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer.  Speak  foftly :  yonder,  as  I  think,  he  walks. 

Enter  Antipholus  and  Dromio  ^Syracufe. 

Ang.  'Tis  fo ;  and  that  felf  chain  about  his  neck. 

Which  he  forfwore,  moft  monftroufly,  to  have. 

(Sood  fir,  draw  near  to  me,  V\\  fpeak  to  him. — 

Signior  Antipholus,  I  wonder  much 

That  you  would  put  me  to  this  fliame  and  trouble^ 

And  not  without  fome  fcandal  to  yourfelf. 

With  circumftance,  and  .oaths,  fo  to  deny 

This  chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  openly ; 

Befides  the  charge,  the  ftiame,  imprifonment. 

If  ou  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honeft  friend  ; 

Who,  but  for  ftaying  on  our  controverfy, 

Had  hoifted  fail,  and  put  to  fea  to-day  : 

This  chain  you  had  of  me,  can  you  deny  it  ? 
Ant.  S.  I  think,  I  had  ;  I  never  did  deny  it, 
Mer.  Yes,  that  you  did,  fir  ;  and  forfwore  it  too* 
Ant.  S.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it,  or  forfwear  it } 
Mer.  Thefe  ears  of  mine,  thou  knoweft,  did  hear  thee : 

Fie  on  thee,  wretch  !  'tis  pity,  that  thou  liv'ft 
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To  walk  where  any  honed  men  refort. 

^NT.  S.  Thou  art  a  villain,  to  impeach  me  thus : 
1*11  prove  mine  honour  and  mine  honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently,  if  thou  dar'ft  ftand. 

Mer.  I  dare,  and  do  defy  thee  for  a  villain,    [l^bey  draw. 

Enter  Adrjana,  Luciana,  Courtezan,  and  Others. 

Adr.  Hold,  hurt  him  not, /or  God's  fake;  he  is  mad; — 
Some  get  within  him,  take  his  fword  away  : 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  my  houfe. 

Dro.  S.  Run,  matter,  run;  for  God's  fake,  take  a  houfe. 
This  is  fome  priory  ; — In,  or  we  are  fpoil'd. 

lExeunt  Antiph.  and  Dromio  to  the  Priory. 
Enter  the  Abbess. 

Abb.  Be  quiet, people;  Wherefore  throng  you  hither? 

Adr.  To  fetch  my  poor  diftraded  hufband  hence  : 
Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  faft, 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Ang.  I  knew,  he  was  not  in  his  perfed  wits. 

Mer.  I  am  forry  now,  that  I  did  draw  on  him. 

Abb.  How  long  hath  this  pofFeflion  held  the  man  ? 

Adr.  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  four,  fad. 
And  much,  much  diflferent  from  the  man  he  was  4 
But,  till  this  afternoon,  his  paflion 
Ne'er  brake  into  extremity  of  rage. 

Abb.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  wealth  by  wreck  at  fea  J 
Bury'd  fome  dear  friend  ?  Hath  not  elfe  his  eye 
Stray'd  his  affedion  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  fin,  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men. 
Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubjed  to  ? 

Adr.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft ; 
Namely,  fome  love,  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

Abb.  You  fhould  for  that  have  reprehended  him, 

9^q  iiij 
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^DR.  Why,  fo  I  did- 

j4b3.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough. 

j4dr.  As  roughly,  as  my  raodcfty  would  let  inc. 

j^BB.  ITaply,  in  private. 

j^DR.  And  in  aflemblies  too. 

j^BB.  Ay,  but  not  enough. 

^DR.  It  was  the  copy  of  o,ur  conference : 
In  bed,  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it ; 
Alone,  it  was  the  fubjed  of  my  theme; 
In  company,  I  often  glanced  it ; 
Still  did  I  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

^33,  And  thereof  came  it,  that  the  man  was  mad  : 
The  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poifon  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth. 
It  feems,  his  fleeps  were  hindered  by  thy  railing : 
And  thereof  comes  it,  that  his  head  is  light. 
Thou  fay'ft,  his  meat  was  fauc'd  with  thy  upbraidings : 
Unquiet  meals  make  ill  digeflions. 
Thereof  the  raging  fire  of  fever  bred  ; 
And  what's  a  fever  but  a  fit  of  madnefs  ? 
Thou  fay 'ft,  his  fports  were  hinder'd  by  thy  brawls : 
Sweet  recreation  barr'd,  what  doth  enfue, 
But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 
(Kinfman  to  grim  and  comfortlefs  defpair ;) 
And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge  infeftious  troop 
Of  pale  diftemperatures,  and  foes  to  life  ? 
In  food,  in  fport,  and  life-preferving  reft 
To  be  difturb'd,  would  mad  or  man,  or  bead : 
The  confequence  is  then,  thy  jealous  fits 
Have  feared  thy  hufband  from  the  ufc  of  wits. 

Luc.  She  never  reprehended  him  but  mildly, 
Wh??t  he  demean'd  himfclf  rou^h,  rude  «nd  wildly-—. 
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Why  bear  you  thefc  rebukes,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

j4dr.  She  did  betray  me  to  my  own  reproof-— 
Good  people,  enter,  and  lay  hold  on  him. 

^B3.  No,  not  a  creature  enters  in  my  houfe. 

j4dr.  Then,  let  your  fervants  bring  my  hufband  forth. 

^33.  Neither ;  he  took  this  place  for  fanduary, 
And  it  (hall  privilege  him  from  your  hands. 
Till  I  have  brought  him  to  his  wits  again, 
Or  lofe  my  labour  in  aflaying  it. 

j4dr.  I  will  attend  my  hufband,  be  his  nurfc. 
Diet  his  ficknefs,  for  it  is  my  office. 
And  will  have  no  attorney  but  myfelf ; 
And  therefore  let  me  have  him  home  with  me. 

^33.  Be  patient ;  for  I  will  not  let  him  ftir. 
Till  I  have  ufed  the  approved  means  I  have. 
With  wholefome  fyrups,  drugs,  and  holy  prayers. 
To  make  of  him  a  formal  man  again : 
It  is  a  branch  and  parcel  of  mine  oath, 
A  charitable  duty  of  my  order ; 
Therefore  depart,  and  leave  him  here  with  me. 

j4dr.  I  will  not  hence,  and  leave  my  hufband  here; 
And  ill  it  doth  befeem  your  holinefs, 
To  feparate  the  hufband  and  the  wife. 

^33.  Be  quiet^  and  depart,  thou  fhalt  not  have  him. 

[Exit  A33ESS^ 

Luc.  Complain  unto  the  duke  of  this  indignity. 

Adr.  Come,  go  ;  I  will  fall  proflrate  at  his  feet. 
And  never  rife  until  my  tears  and  prayers 
Have  won  his  grace  to  come  in  perfon  hither, 
And  take  perforce  my  hufband  from  the  abbefs. 

Mer.  By  this,  I  think,  the  dial  points  at  five: 
Anon,  I  am  fure,  the  duke  himfelf  in  perfon 
Comes  this  way  to  the  melancholy  vale ; 
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The  place  of  death  and  forry  execution. 
Behind  the  ditches  of  the  abbey  here. 

jiNG.  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Mer.  To  fee  a  reverend  Syracufan  merchant. 
Who  put  unluckily  into  this  bay 
Againft  the  laws  and  ftatutes  of  this  town. 
Beheaded  publickly  for  his  oflfence, 

^NG.  See,  where  they  come ;  we  will  behold  his  death. 

Lug.  Kneel  to  the  duke,  before  he  pafs  the  abbey. 

Enter  Duke  attended;  JEgeon  bare-beaded;  with  the 
Head/man  and  otber  Officers. 

Duke.  Yet  once  again  proclaim  it  publickly. 
If  any  friend  will  pay  the  fum  for  him. 
He  fhall  not  die,  fo  much  we  tender  him. 

Adr.  Juftice,  moil  facred  duke,  againft  the  abbefs ! 

Duke.  She  is  a  virtuous  and  a  reverend  lady  ; 
It  cannot  be,  that  (he  hath  done  thee  wrong,      [band, — 

j4dr.  May  it  pleafe  your  grace,  Antipholus,  my  huf- 
Whom  I  made  lord  of  me  and  all  I  had. 
At  your  important  letters, — this  ill  day 
A  moft  outrageous  fit  of  madnefs  took  him ; 
That  defperately  he  hurried  through  the  ftreet^ 
(With  him  his  bondman,  all  as  mad  as  he,) 
Doing  difpleafure  to  the  citizens 
By  rufliing  in  their  houfes,  bearing  thence 
Rings,  jewels,  any  thing  his  rage  did  like. 
Once  did  I  get  him  bound,  and  fent  him  home, 
Whilft  to  take  order  for  the  wrongs  I  went. 
That  here  and  there  his  fury  had  committed. 
Anon,  I  wot  not  by  what  ftroag  efcape. 
He  broke  from  thofe  that  had  the  guard  of  him ; 
And,  with  his  mad  attendant  and  himfelf. 
Each  one  with  ireful  paflion,  with  drawn  fwords. 
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Met  us  again,  and,  madly  bent  on  us. 

Chafed  us  away;  till,  raifing  of  more  aid. 

We  came  again  to  bind  them  :  then  they  fled 

Into  this  abbey,  whither  we  purfued  them ; 

And  here  the  abbefs  (huts  the  gates  on  us. 

And  will  not  fuffer  us  to  fetch  him,  out. 

Nor  fend  him  forth,  that  we  ipay  bear  him  hence. 

Therefore,  mod  gracious  duke,  with  thy  command. 

Let  him  be  brought  forth,  and  borne  hence  for  help. 

Duke.  Long  fince,  thy  hufband  ferv'd  me  in  my  wars^ 
And  I  to  thee  engaged  a  prince's  word. 
When  thou  didft  make  him  mafter  of /thy  bed, 
To  do  him  all  the  grace  and  good  I  could — 
Go,  fome  of  you,  knock  at  the  abbey-gate. 
And  bid  the  lady  abbefs  come  to  me  j 
I  will  determine  this,  before  I  ftir. 

Enter  'a  Ser  fjnt. 

Serf.  O  miftrefs,  miftrefs,  fliift  and  favc  yourfelf ! 
My  mafter  and  his  man  are  both  broke  loofe. 
Beaten  the  maids  a-row,  and  bound  the  dodor, 
Whofe  beard  they  have  finged  off  with  brands  of  fire; 
And  ever  as  it  blazed,  they  threw  on  him 
Great  pails  of  puddled  mire  to  quench  the  hair : 
My  mafter  preaches  patience  to  him,  while 
His  man  with  fciflars  nicks  him  like  a  fool : 
And,  fure,  unlefs  you  fend  fome  prefent  help, 
between  them  they  will  kill  the  conjurer. 

^DR.  Peace,  fool,  thy  mafter  and  his  man  are  here; 
And  that  is  falfe,  thou  doft  report  to  us. 

Serf.  Miftrefs,  upon  my  life,  I  tell  you  true; 
I  have  not  breathed  almoft,  fince  I  did  fee  it. 
He  cries  for  you,  and  vows,  if  he  can  take  you. 
To  fcorch  yom:  face,  and  to  disfigure  you :    [Cry  within. 
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Hark,  hark,  I  hear  him,  miftrefs  ;  fly,  be  gone. 

Duke.  Come,  fland  by  me,  fear  nothing :  Guard  widi 
halberds. 

j4dr.  Ah  me,  it  is  my  hufband  !  Witnefs  you. 
That  he  is  borne  about  invifible : 
Even  now  we  hous'd  him  in  the  abbey  here  ; 
And  now  he's  there,  paft  thought  of  human  reafon. 
Enter  Antipholus  and Dromio  o/^Ephefus. 

jiNT.  E.  Juflice,  moft  gracious  duke,  ph,  grant  me 
juftice ! 
Even  for  the  fervice  that  long  fince  I  did  thee. 
When  I  beftrid  thee  in  the  wars,  and  took 
Deep  fears  to  fave  thy  life  ;  even  for  the  blood 
That  then  I  loft  for  thee,  now  grant  me  juftice. 

jEge.  Unlefs  the  fear  of  death  doth  make  me  dote, 
I  fee  my  fon  Antipholus,  and  Dromio. 

^NT.  E.  Juftice,  fweet  prince,  againft  that  woman  there. 
She  whom  thou  gav*ft  to  me  to  be  my  wife ; 
That  hath  abufed  and  diftionour'd  me. 
Even  in  the  ftrength  and  height  of  injury ! 
Beyond  imagination  is  the  wrong, 
That  flie  this  day  hath  fliamelefs  thrown  on  me. 

Duke.  Difcover  how,  iatnd  thou  ftialt  find  me  juft. 

^NT.  E.  This  day,  great  duke,  ftie  fhut  the  doors  upon 
While  ftie  with  harlots  feafted  in  my  houfe.  [me, 

Duke.  A  grievous  fault :    Say,  womai^,  didft  thou  fo  ? 

jiDR.  No,  my  good  lord ; — myfelf,  he,  and  my  fifter. 
To-day  did  dine  together  :  So  befal  my  foul. 
As  this  is  falfe,  he  burdens  me  withal ! 

Luc.  Ne'er  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  fleep  on  night. 
But  ftie  tells  to  your  highnefs  fimple  truth  ! 

Ang.  O  perjur'd  womarf!  They  are  both  forfwom. 
In  this  the  madman  juftly  chargeth  them. 
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Ant.  E.  My  liege,  I  am  advifed  what  I  fay ; 
Neither  difturb'd  with  the  efFed  of  wine, 
Nor  heady-rafh,  provok*d  with  raging  ire, 
Albeit,  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner : 
That  goldfmith  there,  were  he  not  packed  with  her. 
Could  witnefs  it,  for  he  was  with  me  then ; 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  chain, 
Promifing  to  bring  it  to  the  Porcupine, 
Where  Balthazar  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
I  went  to  feek  him :  in  the  ftreet  I  met  him  j 
And  in  his  company,  that  gentleman. 
There  did  this  perjur'd  goldfmith  fwear  me  down, 
That  I  this  day  of  him  receiv'd  the  chain. 
Which,  God  he  knows,  I  faw  not :  for  the  which, 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  officer. 
I  did  obey  ;  and  fent  my  peafant  home 
For  certain  ducats  :  he  with  none  returned. 
Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  officer. 
To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe. 
By  the  way  we  met 
My  wife,  her  fifter,  and  a  rabble  more 
Of  vile  confederates ;  along  with  them 
They  brought  one  Pinch  ;  a  hungry  lean-fac'd  villain, 
A  mere  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 
A  thread-bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller ; 
A  needy,  hoUow-ey'd,  fharp-looking  wretch, 
A  living  dead  man :  this  pernicious  flave, 
Forfooth,  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer  ; 
And,  gazing  in  mine  eyes,  feeling  my  pulfe. 
And  with  no  face,  as  'twere,  outfacing  me, 
Cries  out,  I  was  poUeiVd :  then  altogether 
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They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence  ; 

And  in  a  dark  and  dankifh  vault  at  home 

There  left  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together; 

Till  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  in  funder^ 

I  gain'd  my  freedom,  and  immediately 

Ran  hither  to  your  grace  ;  whom  I  befeech 

To  give  me  ample  fatisfadkion 

For  thefe  deep  (hames  and  great  indignities* 

jiNG.  My  lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  I  witnefs  with  him; 
That  he  dined  not  at  home,  but  was  lock'd  out. 

Duke.  But  had  he  fuch  a  chain  of  thee,  or  no  ? 

j^NG.  He  had,  my  lord ;  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  people  faw  the  chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer.  Befides,  I  will  be  fwom,  thefe  ears  of  mine 
Heard  you  confefs,  you  had  the  chain  of  him. 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  mart, 
And,  thereupon,  I  drew  my  fword  on  you ; 
And  then  you  fled  into  this  abbey  here. 
From  whence,  I  think,  you  are  come  by  miracle. 

^NT  E.  I  never  came  within  thefe  abbey  walls. 
Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  thy  fword  on  me : 
I  never  faw  the  chain,  fo  help  me  heaven ! 
And  this  is  falfe  you  burden  me  withal. 

Duke.  Why,  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this ! 
I  think,  you  all  have  drank  of  Circe's  cup. 
If  here  you  hous'd  them,  here  he  would  have  been  ; 
If  he  were  mad,  he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly  :— ^ 
You  fay,  he  din'd  at  home  ;  the  goldfmith  here 
Denies  that  faying  :  Sirrah,  what  fay  you  ? 

Dro.  E.  Sir,  he  dined  with  her  there,  at  the  Porcupine. 

CouR.  He  did  ;  and  from  my  finger  fnatch'd  that  ring. 

jiNT.  E.  'Tis  true,  my  liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 

Duke.  Suw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  abbey  here  ? 
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CouR.  As  fure,  my  liege,  as  I  do  fee  your  grace. 

Duke.  Why,  this  is  ftrange: — ^Gk>  call  the  abbefs  hither; 
I  think,  you  are  all  mated,  or  ftark  mad. 

[Exit  an  Attendant. 

JEge.  Moft  mighty  duke,  vouchfafe  me  fpeak  a  word; 
Haply,  I  fee  a  friend,  will  fave  my  life, 
And  pay  the  fum  that  may  deliver  me. 

Duke.  Speak  freely,  Syracufan,  what  thou  wilt. 

JEge.  Is  not  your  name,  fir,  call'd  Antipholus  ? 
And  is  not  that  your  bondman  Dromio  ? 

Dro.  E.  Within  this  hour  I  was  his  bondman,  fir, 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords  ; 
Now  am  I  Dromio,  and  his  man,  unbound. 

JEge.  I  am  fure,  you  both  of  you  remember  me. 

Dro.  E.  Ourfelves  we  do  remember,  fir,  by  you ; 
For  lately  we  were  bound,  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinch's  patient,  are  you,  fir  ?  [well. 

Mge.  Why  look  you  fl:range  on  me  ?  you  know  me 

uInt.  E.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life,  till  now.      [laft ; 

JEge.  Oh  !  grief  hath  changed  me,  fince  you  faw  me 
And  careful  hours,  with  Time's  deformed  hand 
Have  written  fl:range  defeatures  in  my  face : 
But  tell  me  yet,  doft  thou  not  know^ny  voice  ? 

:Ant.  E.  Neither. 

^GE.  Dromio,  nor  thou  ? 

Dro.  E.  No,  truft  me,  fir,  nor  I. 

^GE.  I  am  fure,  thou  doft. 

Dro.  E.  Ay,  fir  ?  but  I  am  fure,  I  do  not ;  and  what- 
foever  a  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  beUeve  him. 

JEge.  Not  know  my  voice  !  O,  times  extremity ! 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  tongue, 
In  feven  ftiort  years,  that  here  my  only  fon 
JCnows  not  my  feeble  key  of  untun'd  cares  ? 
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Though  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 
In  fap-confuming  winter's  drizzled  fnow, 
And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up ; 
Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory. 
My  wafting  lamps  fome  fading  glimmer  left. 
My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear  ; 
All  thefe  old  witnefles  (I  cannot  err,) 
Tell  me  thou  art  my  fon  Antipholus. 

^NT.  E.  I  never  faw  my  fether  in  my  life, 

jEgb.  But  feven  years  fince,  in  Syracufa,  boy. 
Thou  know'ft,  we  parted :  but,  perhaps,  my  fon, 
Thou  fham'ft  to  acknowledge  me  in  mifery. 

^NT.  E.  The  duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the  city, 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo ; 
I  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 

Duke.  I  tell  thee,  Syracufan,  twenty  years 
Have  I  been  patron  to  Antipholus, 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  : 
I  fee,  thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  dote. 
Enter  the  Abbess,  with  Antipholus  Syracufan,  and 
D ROM  10  Syracufan. 

jtIbb.  Moft  mighty  duke,  behold  a  man  much  wrong'd. 

[All  gather  to  fee  bim. 

A  DR.  I  fee  two  hufbands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me. 

Duke.  One  of  thefe  men  is  genius  to  the  other ; 
And  fo  of  thefe  :  Which  is  the  natural  man. 
And  which  the  fpirit  ?  Who  deciphers  them  ? 

D^o.  S.  I,  fir,  am  Dromio ;  command  him  away. 

Dro.  E.  I,  fir,  am  Dromio  ;  pray,  let  me  flay. 

Ant.  S.  yEgeon,  art  thou  not  ?  or  elfe  his  ghoft  ? 

Dro.  S.  O,  my  old  mafter!  who  hath  bound  him  here? 

Abb.  Whoever  bound  him,  I  will  loofe  his  bonds, 
And  gain  a  hufband  by  his  liberty  : — 
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iSpeak,  old  iEgeon,  if  thou  be'ft  the  man 
That  had'ft  a  wife  once  called  ^Emilia, 
That  bore  thee  at  a  burden  two  fair  fons  : 

0,  if  thou  be*ft  the  fame  iEgeon,  fpeak, 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  ^Emilia  ! 

jEGB.-lfl  dream  not,  thou  art  ^Emilia; 
If  thou  art  (he,  tell  me,  where  is  that  fon 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft  ? 

jiBB.  By  men  of  Epidamnum,  he,  and  I, 
And  the  twin  Dromio,  all  were  taken  up  ; 
But,  by  and  by,  rude  fifhermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio,  and  my  fon  from  them, 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamnum  : 
What  then  became  of  them,  T  cannot  tell; 

1,  to  this  fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 

Duke.  Why,  here  begins  his  morning  ftory  right : 
Thefe  two  Antipholus's,  thefe  two  fo  like. 
And  thefe  two  Dromio's,  one  in  femblance, — 

Befides  her  urging  of  her  wreck  at  fea, 

Thefe  are  the  parents  to  thefe  children. 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 
Antipholus,  thou  cam^ft  from  Corinth  firft. 

jInt.  S.  No,  fir,  not  I  j  I  came  from  Syracufe. 

Duke.  Stay,  ftand  apart ;  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

j4nt.  E.  I  came  from  Corinth,  my  moft  gracious  lord. 

Dro.  £•  And  I  with  him. 

IAnt.  E.  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  moft  /amous 
warrior 
Duke  Menaphon,  your  moft  reiio\sTxed  uncle. 

jiDR.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to-day  ? 

jInt,  S.  I  gentle  miftrefs. 

j4dr.  And  are  not  you  my  hufband  ? 

^^::t.  E.  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 
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yJxT.  S.  And  fo  do  I,  yet  did  Ihe  call  mc  fo  ; 
And  this  fair  gentlewoman,  her  fifter  here. 
Did  call  me  brother : — What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope,  I  fhall  have  leifure  to  make  good ; 
If  this  be  not  a  dream,  I  fee,  and  hear. 

/^NG.  That  is  the  chain,  fir,  which  you  had  of  me* 

^^NT.  S.  1  think  it  be,  fir ;  I  deny  it  not. 

j^NT.  E.  And  you,  fir,  for  this  chain  arrefled  me. 

-^iVG.  I  think  I  did,  fir  ;  I  deny  it  not. 

jIdr.  T  fent  you  money,  fir,  to  be  your  bail, 
By  Dromio  ;  but  I  think  he  brought  it  not. 

Dro.  jE.  No,  none  by  me. 

^^NT.  S.  This  purfe  of  ducats  I  received  from  you, 
And  Dromio  ray  man  did  bring  them  mc  : 
I  fee,  we  ftill  did  meet  each  other's  man. 
And  I  was  tu'en  for  him,  and  he  for  me, 
And  thereupon  thefe  Errors  are  arofe. 

jInt.  E.  Thefe  ducats  pawn  I  for  my  father  here* 

Duke.  It  fhall  not  need,  thy  father  hath  his  life. 

Cour.  Sir,  I  mufl  have  that  diamond  from  you. 

j'Jnt.  £,,  There,  take  it ;  and  much  thanks  for  my 
good  cheer. 

jIbb.  Renowned  duke,  vouchfafe  to  take  the  pains 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here, 
And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  fortunes  : — 
And  all  that  are  aflembled  in  this  place. 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  day's  error 
Have  fuffer'd  wrong,  go,  keep  us  company,  j 

And  we  fhall  make  full  fatisfadion. — 
Twenty-five  years  have  I  but  gone  in  travail 
Of  you,  my  Ions  ;  nor,  till  this  prefent  hour, 
JVIy  heavy  burdens  are  delivered  : — 
The  duke,  ray  hufband,  and  my  children  both, 
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And  you  the  calendars  of  their  nativity, 
Go  to  a  goffip's  feaft,  and  go  with  me ; 
After  fo  long  grief,  fuch  nativity  ! 

PuKE.  With  all  my  heart,  TU  goflip  at  this  feaft. 
[Exeunt  Duke,  Abbess,  JEIgeon,  Courtezan,  ACbu-i 
CHANT,  Angelo,  and  Attendants. 
Dro.  S.  Mafter,  fliall  I  fetch  your  ftuflf  from  fhipboard  ? 
Ant.  E.  Dromio,  what  ftuflF  of  mine  haft  thou  em-? 

bark'd  ? 
Dro.  S.  Your  goods,  that  lay  at  hoft,  fir,  in  the  Centaur, 
Ant.  S.  He  fpeaks  to  me  ;  I  am  your  mafter,  Dromio; 
Come,  go  with  iis  ;  we'll  look  to  that  anon  : 
Embrace  thy  brother  there,  rejoice  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  S.  andE.  Adr.  andLuc^ 
Dro.  S.  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  mafter's  houfe, 
That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to-day  ^t  dinner ; 
She  now  fliall  be  jny  fifter,  not  my  wife. 

Dro.  E.  Methinks,  you  are  my  glafs,  and  not  my 
brother  : 
I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet-faced  youth. 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  gofliping  ? 
Dro.  S.  Not  I,  fir ;  you  are  my  elder. 
Dro.  E.  That's  a  queftion :  how  fliall  we  try  it  ? 
Dro.  S.  We  will  draw  cuts  for  the  fenior ;  till  then, 
lead  thou  firft. 

Dro.  E.  Nay,  then  thus  : 
We  came  into  the  world,  Uke  brother  and  brother ; 
And  now  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before  another, 

[Exeunt. 
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